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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jolt 2. 1913! 


THE LIBERAL CLUB NEXT DOOR. 

“ Thero was a sound of revelry by night.” 

[If these lines contain an unjust reflection 
on his neighbours the poet invites some belter 
explanation of the noises proceeding from 
their kitchen in thS siuall hours of tho 
morning.] 

I HAVR a flat, a pleasant flat, 

Wlioso windows look with eyes soi'cno 
Across a flowery garden at 
Tho storied Thames; and, in between, 
Tho Connoil’s trams in steady flight 
Runiblo all day and half tho night. 

Not these annoy mo; T ignore 
Tho dissipated hours they keep; 
Imkiod, tJieir rallier soothing roar 
Might rock a happier frame to sleep. 
Like to tlie surf of thundering seas 
Tliat pound upon tho 1 lobridos. 

Hut on tho other side my Ix'd 
Stands where a ruder clamour gains 
Aeci'ss to my rccumbont hcail 

And works like madness on mybi-aius. 
Coming from kitchens which supply 
A Lil>oral Caravanserai. 

b'resh from the Lobby’s midnight hum 
(Leaving tlio Welsh Church disen- 
doweil) 

I picture how tltcso revellers come 
And give their orders very loud— 
Welsli Itnrabit, and a lager heer, 

And other strange nocturnal cheer. 

And still they feast till.nearly morn ; 
h'roin hour to hour, from chime to 
chime, 

Tho chef grows wearier, more forlorn. 
With toasting cheeses all the time; 
And I must toss about and tear 
The remnants of my Tory hair. 

This happens when the Party’s health 
Is but piano (thanks to GuoborI ; 
But wiiat, I ask, will be the wcaltn 
Of Cymric suppers they will gorge 
When those Marconi scandals wane 
And LiiOYD becomes himsolf again ? 

M( anwhile T seek the Fkkmieb’s oar. 

Sometimes 1 think ho seems to lack 
A proper knowledge, full and clear. 

Of what goes on Iwhind his back; 
So, for his sake—as well ns mine— 

T tako this frank and open lino. 

O. S. 


“Lost on 31st May, between Klio and 
Kilconquhar, smooth-haired Fox Terrier. 
Collar round neck.”—.Krtsl of Fife Jlecord. 
And tail at latter end of body. 


“ During lunch time Bird took four for .94.” 
Kdinbtirgh Krening Diepateh. 

And yet vfo grudgo these strenuous 
athletes their tea interval. 


Suggested name for a certain “ rare 
and refreshing fruit ”—tho Medlar. 


THE COMPROMISE FINE. 

I. 

It. Fordham, Supervisor of Customs 
and Excise, to Murdoch McGavitt, 
3, 1'oynintjs Avenue, Glasgow, N.W. 

3rd April, 191-. 

I am directed by tho Commissioners 
of Customs and pjxoiso to acquaint you 
that they have ordered legal proceedings 
to he instituted against you for Kkepino 
A Don WITHOUT A LiCRNCR. Tlioy have 
liowever authorised me to state that, if 
you do not disclaim liability, they are 
prepared, having regard to all the cir¬ 
cumstances, and in virtue of the powers 
given them by Sect. 35 (1) of tho Inland 
llevenuo Begulation Act, 1890, to stay 
proceedings provided you pay forthwith 
the sum of Fivr ShiujIngs. I shall 
therefore refrain from taking further 
stops for ten days from tho date of this 
letter so as to give you tho opportunity 
of paying the abovo amount. If you 
avail yourself of that alternative, the 
amount should bo paid or remitted to 
UR within the time named. 

II. 

Murdoch McGavin to It. Fordham. 

1th April, 191-. 

I have your favour of 3nl inst. in¬ 
dicting mo for keeping a dog without a 
licence, and suggesting that 1 should 
pay a fine of 5s. to stay further pro- 
ce^ings. It is true that I overlooked 
this matter till 17th March, when you 
sent mo an olllcial inquiry. 1 then 
took out a licence and intimated the 
fact to you. I can only assume that 
tho charge you make refers to tho period 
between 2nd Jan. and 17th March. 
But os tho alleged oifonce must bo 
purely a technical one I am at a loss 
to understand why you should threaten 
mo with legal proceedings. It is 
perhaps not a wholly irrelevant fact 
that my dog died on 27th March, and 
that 1 shall therefore be guilty of keeping 
a licence without a dog for fc^y three- 

S 'ers of tho current year. If you 
it necessary to go any further in 
this matter, I shall bo glad to be 
favoured with your observations on 
these facts. 

P.S.—If I am entitled to a rebate for 
the unexpired period of my licence, 
perhaps you will be so kind as to refer 
me to tho proper form. 

HI. 

if. Fordham tc Murdoch McGavin. 

10th April, 191-. 

In reply to your letter of 7th April, I 
may say that there appears to be no 
doubt that an offence was committed. 
That being so, the Boai-d are acting 
leniently in giving you tho option of 
paying the Compromise Fine. 


IV. « 

Murdoch McGavin to B. Fordham. 

mh April, 101-. 

I have to thank yon fqr your letter of 
yesterday, and note that you are now 
in some doubt wdiethcr an offence has 
been committed. You say ” there 
appears to bo no doubt,” which shows 
that thero is room for considerable 
dubiety. In these circumstances I am 
sorry 1 cannot agree witli you 'in your 
opinion that the Board is treating me i 
leniently. In my opinion tho Bckirfi is 
tlireatening purely vexatious pro- 
deedings against a regular‘taxpayer, 
and tho suggestion of a Compromise Ij 
Fine seems to' come perilously near ! 
com[iounding an alleged felony. You i 
have omitted to refer me to tho proper j! 
form of application for rebate on tho ! 
unexpired period of dog licence, and 1 
shall bo obliged if you will kindly do . 
this within ton days of the date hereof. ; 
My wife wishes mo to odd that she • 
considers it heartless on tho part of ; 
j’our Board to write as you have Sono 
so soon aftoi’ the death of poor Ponto. ■ 

V. 

B. Fordham to Murdoch McGavin. 

13rit April, 191-. 

I have to refer you to my letter of i 
10th April, advising you that, in the | 
opinion of tho Board, an offence has ^ 
been committed. Tho period allowed ; 
for payment of tho Compromise Fine 
has now expired, but tho Board will 
accept tho line if sent witliin five days 
from tho date hereof. 

VI. 

Murdoch McGavin to It. Fordham. 

10th April, 191-. ; 

I have your letter of 13th April and ' 
note contents. I must remind you 
that you have neglected, in spite of two 
inquiries, to refer mo to tho proper 
form of application for rebato on unex- | 
pired period of dog licence. This is not | 
m keying with tho usual courtesy of i 
your Department. If I am on titled to | 
repayment there would bo a smi^ 
balance in n^ favour, oven if the 
Compromise Eino were legally exigible, : 
as I am advised that it is not. I make ! 
out that the difference Ixitween three- ! 
fourihs of Is. 6d. and 5s. amounts to Hd. • 
This is, of course, without prejudice, and 
is not to be founded upon by your Board i 
as an admission by me of tho technical 
offence yon allege. I shall be glad to 
hear from you at your convenience. 

VII. 

B. Fordham to Murdoch McGavin. 

17th April, 191-. 

In reply to your inquiry of yesterday 
I have to state that no rebate can lie 
allowed in respect of any dog-licence. 










































Jolt 2,. 1913.] 


^U^X'II, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 




“Now ni:Tiii!, Sm, FOn i::icnTi:uN'-AN»>&ix we have aji nrFALr.inr.E - " 

“No, VtlANKS; KONE OP VOl'R If ATn-Ili:STOREns.'* “ ThEN YOUB BAI.DSESS DB ON YOUB OWN nEAIJ, Slit.” 


Tlio liconco poauils j-oii to keep one dog 
at any time during its currency. You 
liavo the recourse ot getting anollior 
dog. 

VIII. 

Murdoch McGaviii lo II. Furtlliiim. 

22«<J Ap il, 191-. 

I liavo lo thank you for your reply 
to my inquiiy, and am sui-prisod to 
learn that no rebate is allowed in re¬ 
spect of an iinoxpircd dog liconco. I 
do not qnilo undcreland your refercnco 
lo Iho eiirrcticy of the (log. I should 
haro thought that the cuncncy of Iho 
dog ceased with its death. On this 
point my wife wishes mo to say tliat 
sho would never think of rejdacing 
jKior I’onto within a year of his demise, 
and sho is surprised tliat anyone should 
suggest such a repi-oaeh to his memory. 

XX. 

iZ. FonViam to Murdoch McGax'in. 

23rd April, 191-. 

Unless I receive remittanco of Fivi? 
Sbilunoh by return of post I shall 
understand that yon disclaim liabil¬ 
ity, in which case proceedings will bo 
instituted forthwitii. 


Murdoch McGavin to It. Fordham. 

Gth May, 191-. 

The summons with which yon threat¬ 
ened mo on 23rd April, and which 
should liavo been dolivci'cil about 2Glh, 
has never arrived. As a regular lax- 
jiaycr 1 must protest against your 
dilatory way of conducting the business 
of your Department. 


The SiDuc to the Same, 

loth May, 191-. 

I am still awaiting tlio summons 
which you promised mo would Iw 
delivered immediately after your letter 
of 23rd April. As 1 am most anxious 
lo have a public opportunity of clearing 
my character of the unfounded slander 
which u>u have laid upon it, 1 must 
insist upon receiving tho summons 
within ten days of the date hereof. In 
the event of your failuro to comply 
with tliis request, I shall bo forced to 
send a copy of this coiTcsiiondonco lo 
Sir Franci.s 'J’rihhlo, Somerset ilouse, 
and also to The Times. 


The Same to the Same. 

2Glh May, 191-. 

Tlio ten days’ grace mentioned in 
my letter of Ifilh klay having now 
elapsed, I must ri.*qucst you lo forward 
a summons by return of post. If you 
fail to do so, I shall follow tho course ' 
indicated in iny letter, and thereafter 
inslitulo legal proceedings for dcfaina- j 
lion of character. 

Mil. 

It. Fordham to Mmdoch McGacin. 

Tith May, 191 . 

Tlio Board instruct me lo acquaint 
you that, in the speciiil circiinislatices 
of your case, they do not propose to 
take any further action. I have to add 
(hat no reflection on your character 
has been intended or could he implied. 

MV. 

Murdoch McGavin lo It.J'ordham. 

2'Mh Maxj, 191-.* 

I accept your apology oinj, in tho 
special circumstances of your case, have 
instructed my lawyers to slay proceed¬ 
ings. Kind regards to J^our lloard. 

































































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jot,t .2, 1913. 


miM contraband articles. Pointing with they succeeded easily in damping their 

GUN-RUNNING. incriminating finger at the suspicious cargo on Ulster temtory. 

Thb children of the Opposition object the Uome-Buler cried, “ What " Well, now that we’ve got here. 

Member were congregated on tho lawn have you in that box, Bir Edward ? ” what are we going to (lo wit' 

preparatory to actjng their original, “lliflos,” replied Sir Edward, with mond?” asked Lord Boberts. 
topical, pastoral play, entitled The commendable promptitude. " Tie him up and brain him,” 


what are we going to (lo with Bed- 


(Jun-Hunners. Harold, aged 11 and a 
born commander of men, gave his final 
instructions. 

“Now, you’re Sir Edward Carson, Then ho repeated in the imperious Mr. Bedmond submitted to tho tying-up 
Beggio. And, Winnie, you’re Mr.Jleil- voice that suited him so well, "What process. That done, his captors pro- 

mond. When I-” is in that box. Sir Edward ? ” ceeded to burst open tho caso and 

“If I’m Mr. Bedmond I’m not “Croquet mallets. You know they extract a hefty croquet-mallet.* Sir 
playing,” pouted Winnio. Actresses are I” Edward, raising this on high, cast a 

are liko that sometimes. “I think not, Sir Edward. Kindly questioning glance at Lord * Huberts. 

“ Oh 1 all right, tlicn. Boggie ’ll have lot me see inside that case.” Tho latter, with memories of a certain 

to ho Bedmond.” “ Shan’t,” replied tho learned gentle- lavish oinoma display, slowly turned her 

“Not mo,” said Beggio decidedly, man stoutly. right wrist until the thumb pointed mor- 

“ I ’ll! Carson, and don’t you forget it.” “ No, don’t lot him,” agreed Lord cilessly downwards. And then, just 
Stern martinet as ho was, there Boberts, with warmth. as tho murderous implement was about 

wore occasions which rendered Harold " I would remind you. Sir Edwani, to fall, a clarion voice caused a sudden 


mmondablo promptitude. “ Tie him up and brain him,” replied 

“ Silly little ass. You don’t say the other bloodthirsty conqueror. 


‘ Bilics’: you say ‘Bananas’ or ‘Pianos.’ 
Anything but ‘ Rifles ’ 1 ” 


Meekly, with a smile that tried to 
look sad upon his proud young features. 


susceptible to tho- 
noblest impulses of sclf- 
socrilice. 

“ Very well, then. If 
you ’ra such a couple of 
icids, I’ll be Bedmond,” 
ho said. “ Win, you can 
bo Keir Hardio.” 

" Why, what’s ho got 
to do with it ? ” 

“Nothing that I 
know of.” 

“ Well, why’s ho in 
it?” 

” rx>ok here, if you ’re 
going to bo so bciuitly 
iiKpiisitive, I won’t let 
you play at all. Who 
do you want to bo, any¬ 
way ? ” 


stay of executiou. 

“ Stop 1 ” cried the 
Father of the players. 
“I’ve been watching 
you all the time. You ’re 
doing it entirely wrong. 
In tho first place, why 
drag in Lord Roberts ? 
Then you should really 
remember your geo¬ 
graphy, Harold. You 
seem to have mode no 
allowaucos for the 
North Sea and the Irish 
Channel. And in this 
connection tho ex- 
ccllenoo of your main 
I idea is distressingly 


_ j ___,_marred by thereficction 

way ? ” J’i.AvwnuiiiTs in skaiich op hovki.tiks oo to China (skb Tux YxruMW that these rilles would 

“ Lord Bolicrts ” said •f**®***’)- 'fUK* mmut go also to tub South Ska Ihlanu op Alminto, wiimub travel bv land 

■nj- ■ 'a DOAMATIO CBITIO IB AI.WAYS ON THB STAGE. It IS SAm THAT THB mSTBtONIC , ,, ^ , l l 

Winnie. oj. AnuiNTO is iiEMAnKAni.B cHiKPi.y ixib its nESTBAisT. '*'**• ••■uoy woulu 

“ I don’t SCO what—--bo shipped direct from 

Oh 1 well, I daresay wo can work that tho laws of this country expressly! Italy, to avoid tho risk of confisca- 

him in somehow. Now you see tho forbid-” , tion attendant upon the transport of 

summer-house in tho corner? Well, What promised to be an excellent any such consimmient across Europe 
that’s Italy, where tho rifles come from, sentence, spoken with admirable re- and England. Then to turn from the 
This is England in tho middle of tho straint, was here brought to an abrupt practical to tho moral side. You two 
lawn, and that’s Ulster by tho rockery, termination. Paterfamilias hod mode victorious invaders—ore you going to 
You two have got to get tho rifles post a leisurely but at tho same time forget that you are Britons? Would 
nio and land them in Ulster. See?” dramatic appearance at tho drawing- you inflict the death penalty upon Mr. 
“ Oh 1 that’s easy,” said Beggio. room French windows. Bedmond without so much as a trial ? ” 

“Is it?” replied Mr. Esmond, It was a moan advantage, but for A look of uncertainty passed between 

grimly. "Are you ready? Como on, the sako of tho cause Sir Edward Sir Edward and Lord Boberts. For 
then.” At which command Lord felt justified in using tho vilest strategy a space the fate of Mr. Bedmond hung 


Boberts and Sir Edward Carson ' to gain his end. “ Ijook I Thera’s in tho balance, until that gentleman 
racotl madly in the direction of Italy Father 1 ” he shouted, thereby causing himself turnwl tho scale by remarking 
and began to stagger heavily back Mr. Bedmond to turn quickly and for none too politely, “ Look here, Father I 
across tho Conliiiont under tho weight one brief second to forsake his respon- If you think you know more about 
of a long wooden box. Vainly they sibilities. Tho second w as enough for this business than we do, you’d better 
tried lo circumvent Mr. Bedmond, Sir Edward and Lord Boberts. Simul- come and play Bedmond yourself. I’m 
sometimes making remarkable cireuits tanoously they grablied the case of rifles, sick of the part, anyway. Ahl you 
via Norway ami occasionally dodging . “ Come on, Bobs I ” shouted Sir don’t fancy it either. Then pleaso 
• "Outof franco into Spain, Edward. “Ulster for over I” And allow us to continue.” And, expanding 

Uver Uio liilU and back again." with a superhuman effort they made his chest as fully as tho creel bonds 

At> last they found themselves up all speed for Ireland. Tho Grand Coup would allow, he looked steadily into 
against it on English soil. Mr. Bed- was so sudden and so effective that, tho eyes of his arch-enemy, and said, 
mond hod actually laid hands upon the with their pursuer still yards behind, " Strike, Carson 1 Erin go bragh I ” 
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THE CORRECT ATMOSPHERE. 

“Just in time. We’ek ow to sr.E my kew Ali-ine iiouueu at tue op the cauden. Hircii Ai stik os umiiko too, 
Ai.f.c, and jouei. when you 're ueauy.” 


THE MARVEL OF IT. 

(.1 Jtluipsody of Sublcmxnean Travel.) 

Oil, not tho sncil of lire I pniise 
In busy cii'cuil running round, 

^honas by labyrintliino ways 

Each morning on tho Undorgruund 
I journoy—not tho infernal skill and not tho forco profound; 

Not all tho system vast and strango 
Which shoots us Citywards like peas. 

The “ bullet ” of impetuous range, 

Tho lift, tho oceanic broozo; 

Lot mightier bards than 1 hold forth on such dashed things 
os these. 

To simpler phantasies I soar, 

A homely and bucolic theme: 

As through the tunnelled night wo roar 
* Of flowery pasturo-lands I dream 

And tho red stcors of Herefoixl knee-deep in some cool stream. 

The maze of this mechanic mole 
Affects me not at all. I spy 
The stem-faced ruminants wno roll 
On meadow margonts of the Wye; 

Theirs is tho praise I sing. No other help but tboirs is nigh. 

For one of these it w'as, I think, 

A stalwart beast of splendid thews. 

That passed to death from that low brink 
Well loved, and amaranthino chows 
Of tho lush grasses, and tho wild flowors wet with poarlM 
dews, 


And gave a portion of his strong, 
llis iindoroatcd opidorni 
To make ino my fuiniliar thong, 

Whercunlo like a dangled worm 
Pendent from first to last - yet still in that strong succour 
firm - 

Always I cling. Nor T alone; 

The other day a .stoutisli chap 
Sharctl in my labour and my moan. 

Co-dancer on tho selfsame strap; 

Yot still tho tough tmpezo availed; wo plumped on no 
ono’s lap. 

Small wonder then that I should think 
Fondly on this, and pay no hoed 
To larger glories of tho “ link," 

Its might, its magic and its speed. 

But boom tho hido of England's ox, still staunch at 
England’s need 1 Evon. 

" Dalkoy's Island, a {kw liuiidrpd iniloa from tho iiiaiiiland, is on 
ideal spot for picnics,”— Ailrf. in “ Ikii/i/ Mail." 

Herbert {to his wife, U'ho is nmloing the hamper): "No, 
dear, 1 will not go bock for tho mustard. Tho corkscrow 
' last week was different. It was much calmer then.” 

" According to tho calendar Saturday waa tho longest d.ay in the 
year, tho snn riHing at 3.‘i6 a.m. and sotting at 8.37 p.ni. h'or a 
day or two there will be no apparent diilcronco in tho>longth of tho 
days, but of courao tho change will bocoino more marked with Abo 
progress of timo .”—lielfasl News Lelltr. 

' Indeed, as we get near to Christmas it should* bo quite 
I noticeable. 
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LORDS TEMPORAL. 

\Vk havo eight clocks, called after 
tho kind people who gave thorn to 
U8. Let me introduce you; William, 
Edward, Muriel, Enid, Alplionse, Percy, 
Henrietta and .John- a large family. 

“But how convenient,” said Celia. 
“ Exactly one for each room.” 

"Or two in each corner of tho 
drawing-room. I don’t suggest it; I 
just throw out tho idea.” 

“ Which is rejected. How shall wo 
arrange which goes into which room ? 
Lot’s pick up. 1 take William for the 
drawing-room; you take .Tolm for your 
work-room; I take— • ” 

“Not .lohn,” I said gently. John 
is— John overdoes it a trifle. 
There is too much of Jolin; and he 
exposes his inside—which is not quite 
nice. 

“ Well, whichever you like. Come 
on, lot's begin. William.” 

As it happened, I particularly wanted 
William. He has an absolutely noise¬ 
less tick, such as is suitahlo to a room 
in which work is to bo done. I 
explained this to Celia. 

“ What you want for the drawing¬ 
room,” I wont on, “ is a clock which 
ticks ostentatiously, so that your 
visitors may ho reminded of tho fliglit 
of time. Edward is a very loud 
breather. No guest could fail to notice 
Edward.” 

“ William,” said Celia finidy. 

“ William has a very delicate in¬ 
terior,” I pleaded. “ You could never 
attend to him properly. I havo been 
thinking of William over since wo had 
him, and I feel that I understand his 
case.” 

“Very well,” said Celia, with sud¬ 
den generosity; “ Edwaixl. You havo 
William; 1 havo Alphonse for tlio 
dining - room; you liavo John for 
your bedroom ; 1 have Enid for mine; 
you-” 

“ Not John,” I said gently. To bo 
frank, John is improper. 

“ Well, Percy, then.” 

“ Yes, Percy. Ho is young and fair, 
lie shall sit on the chcst-of-diuwers and 
sing to my sock-suspenders.” 

“Then Henrietta had better go in 
tho spare-room, and Muriel in Jane’s.” 

“ Muriel is inuoh too good for Jane,” 
I protested. “ Besides, a servant v/ants 
an alarm clock to get her up in tho 
morning.” 

“You forget that Muriel cuckoos. 
At six o'clock she will cuckoo exactly 
six times, and at the sixth *oo'Jane 
brisks out o( bod.” 

I still felt a little doubtful, because 
tho early morning is a bod time for 
counting cuckoos, and I didn’t see why 
Jane shouldn't brisk out at the seventh 


“oo” by mistake one day. However, 
Jane is in Celia’s department, and if 
Celia was satisfied I was. Besides, the 
only other place for Muriel was the 
bathroom; and there is something 
about a cuckoo-clock in a bathroom 
which—well, one wants to be educated 
up to it. 

“And that,” said Celia gladly, "loaves 
the kitchen fur John.” .Tohn, as I think 
I havo said, displays his inside in a 
lamentable way. There is too much of 
.Tohn. 

“If .Taiie doesn’t mind,” I added. 
“ Bho may havo been strictly brought 
up.” 

“ She ’ll love him. John lacks reserve, 
but ho is a good timo-kcopor.” 

And so our eight friends were settled. 
But, alas, not for long. Our discussion 
had taken place on tho eve of Jane’s 
arrival; and when she turned up next 
day she brought with her, to our horror, 
a clock of her own—called, I think. 
Mother. At any rate, she was fond of 
it and refused to throw it away. 

“ And it's got an alarm, so it goes 
in her bedroom,” said Celia, “and 
Muriel goes into tho kitchen. Jane 
comes from tho country, and the cuckoo 
reminds her of homo. That still leaves 
.Tohn eating his head off.” 

“ And, moreover, showing people what 
happens to it,” 1 added severely. (1 think 
1 have already mentioned John’s foible.) 

“ Well, there 'a only one thing for 
it; he must go under tho spare-room 
bed.” 

1 tried to imagine John under tho 
spare-room bad. 

“ SupiJose,” 1 said, “ we bad a nervous 
visitor . . . and she looked under the 
bed before getting into it . . . and saw 
.Tohn ... It is a toiTiblo thought, 
Celia.” 

However, that is whore bo is. It is 
a lonely life for him, but we shall wind 
him op every week, and lie will think 
that ho is liomg of service to us. In¬ 
deed, ho probably imagines that eur 
guests prefer to sleep under tho bed. 

Now, with John at last arranged for, 
our family should havo been nappy; 
but thixx) days ago I discovered that it 
was William who was going to be tho 
real trouble. To think of William, the 
pride of the flock, betraying us I 

As you may remember, William lives 
with me. He presides over tho room 
wo call “ the library ” to visitors and 
j “ the master’s room ” to Jane. He 
' smiles at mo when I work. Onlinarily, 
when 1 want to know tho time, I look 
at my watch; but tho other morning I 
happened to glance at William. He 
said “ twenty minutes past seven.” As 
1 am never at work os early as that, 
and as my watch said eleven-thirty, 
1 guessed at once that William h^ 


stopped. In the evening—having by 
that time found the key—I went to 
wind him up. To my surprise he said 
“six-twenty-five.” I put my ear to 
his chest and hoard his gentle breath¬ 
ing. He was alive and going well. 
With a murmured apology I set him 
to tho right time .... and by the 
morning ho was three-quarters of an 
hour fast. 

Unlike John, William is reticent to a 
degree. With great difficulty I found 
my way to his insides, and then found 
that he hod practically none to s^efik 
of at all. Certainly ho had no regulator. 

“ What shall wo do ? ” I oskM Celia. 

“ Ijoave him. And then, when you 
bring your guests in for a smoke, you 
can say, * Oh, don’t go yet; this clock 
is five hours and twenty-three minutes 
fast.’” 

“ Or six hours and thirty-seven min¬ 
utes slow. I wonder which would 
sound bettor. Anyhow, he is much loo 
beautiful to go under a bod.” 

So wo are leaving him. And when 
I am in the mood for beauty I look at 
William’s mahogany sides and am 
soothed into slumber again . . . and 
when I want to adjust my watch 
(which always loses a little), I cieop 
under tho spare-room bod and consult 
.Tohn. John alone of all our family 
keeps the correct time, and it is a pity 
that ho alone must live in retirement. 

A. A. M. 

ONCE UPON A TIME. 

Ups and Downs. 

Once upon a time towards the end 
of .Tune the birds gathered together to 
compare notes as to the nesting season. 
It is a regular habit —a kind of stock¬ 
taking. 

“And what has been your luck?” 
tho owl asked tho plover. 

“ Half - and - half,” said the plover. 
“My first clutch of eggs—beauties 
they were, too—^woro found by a farm 
boy, and within a couple of days t«ioy 
were in the oesophagus of a pretty 
actress at the Bavoy, at one-and-six 
a-piecB; hut I need hardly say,” added 
the plover with a wink, “ that it >yas 
not the little lady herself who paid for 
them. 

“So I laid again,” the plover con¬ 
tinued, “ and this time wo pulled 
through; and this very morning I’ve 
boon giving my family a lesson in 
taking cover. The difficulty is to moke 
them keep their silly little beaks shut 
when they’re in danger: they will cheep 
so, and that, of coarse, gives the show 
away. Still, chicks will be chicks, you 
know.” 

“Yes, indeed,” replied the owl; 
“but years will put that right only 
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HINTS TO CLIMBERS: HOW TO'ATTRACT NOTICE. 

V. Dink ax smart bsbtavrantb and vonaET alt. you ever learnt oe tablb MANNi-utB. 


too succossfully; ’’ and both birds 
sighed. 

“ Yos,’* said the nightingale to tho 
woodpecker, *■ I managed capitally. 1 
had a wonderful season. Every night 
people eaine to hoar me sing; Caruso 
and Melba couldn't have more devoted 
audiences. Wo brought up a healthy 
family, too, with strong musical ten¬ 
dencies. In fact, it wasn’t till yesterday 
that anything went wrong; and that 
wasn’t exactly a calamity, although it 
hurt me quite a little bit.” 

“ Tell me,” said the woodpecker. 

“With pleasure,” said the night¬ 
ingale. “It was Uko this: I was in 
tho hedge just as that nice lady at the 
Grange came along with her little girl, 
and the little girl saw me and, as 
children always do—you’ve all hcai'd 
them time and again — asked the 
mother what that pretty brown bird 
was called. Now this, you must under¬ 
stand, is tho lady who has boon loaning 
out of her window every night all 
through Juno just to hear mo sing; 
but what do you think she said to the 
little girl in reply ? ‘ That brown bird, 
darling ? That’s only a sparrow.’ ” 

“ You *ve been as immoral as usual, 
I suppose?” said the thrush to the 
cuckoo. j 


“ Quite,” said the cuckoo, “ if by 
immorality you mean taking furnished 
lodgings for my family instead of going 
in for building and small ownership, 
like you.” 

“ That's not wholly what I meant,” 
said the thrush. “ There’s such a thing 
as taking furnished apartments and 
paying for them, and such a thing .as 
depositing your family there and never 
showing up again.” 

“ Still,” said tho cuckoo, “ it’s a very 
small family—only one. Smaller even 
than a French family.” 

“I wish, all the same,” said tho 
thrush, “ you’d toll mo why you are so 
averse from building.” 

“I don’t exactly know,” said tho 
cuckoo, “but I think it’s fastidiousness. 
I never can find a site to suit mo. 
Either there’s no view, or tlie water’s 
bad, or I dislike tho neighbours; try 
us 1 will, I never can settle. So there 
you are I ” 

“And who, may I ask,” said the 
thrush, “ has hod tho honour of foster- 
mothering your illustrious offspring 
this season ? ” 

“The nuthatch,” said the cuckoo; 
“ and she wasn’t half disagreeable about 
it either. While as for her own children, 
tho little pigs, tliey couldn’t have taken 


it with loss philosophy. Orumhled 
day and night. My ])oor boy was jolly 
glad when he was Hedged, I can toll 
you.” 

“ What are you going to do with 
him ’? ” tlie thrush askcil. 

“ 1 haven’t iiuule up my mind,” said 
tho cuckoo. “ Wliat do you advise ’? ” 

“ Apprentice him to a builder,” said 
tho thrush as ho How away. 

Final. 

“ Mrs. A. 1’. I’liyno, General Ifnspital, will 
not bo at hoiiio lo-ilay, nwiiig lo lier ubsciico 
from homo.”— linsbane Cuurier. 

“Tiif. MiNisTKn’a Wipk. 

Hy Olio of Them.'* 

Vrom list of contents of “ Jtife and Hor/f.” 
A Mormon minister, wo trust. 

" 'rli;> bridal p.iir niotorud to tho KUilion 
on route for llubortnsstoch, whero tho honcy- 
iiiooii will bo KjMiit, chourud by enormous 
crowds."— Cnpe Times, 

Not our idea of a honeymoon. 

“Stovons, who is only twolvo years old, 
has now played four S-ligurj innings threo 
of whirh wcio conturios, for his school." 

Ifamjfstead AdcerlUtr. 

Possibly tho remaining effort consisted 
of three singles. 




























rUNCII, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


{Jui:.Tt2, 1913. 


rHARiv&RiA tondency has boon of lato to got a Niciiot.son ouco wroto a novel entitled 

CnARIVARIA. bolter class of prisoner there. The Port, of Missing Men. • 

As a result of llio slowness of t!jo . 

Govoniinent in appointing a Poet “ lien ’’ parties, The Keening News No, my child, tlio Omnibus Box at 
Tiauroatc, wo aro still without an | lolls us, wore a feature of Ascot Sunday tlio 0|)pra House is not th^ploco where 
oilicial Marconi ])ocni lesording ado-1 on tho river this year. Fortunately tlio conductor sits, 
quatuly tho famous* victory of the there seems to have boon no accident 

Uovernmont. ... attributable to those boats with no cox. The art of ranarioo in this country 

has received a hlow from which it will 
“ f<ord Mubh.w must bo very thick-; Mr. li.rituv lauDKit pi-eached last take it some time to recover. A fire At 
skinnod,” remarked a Tory tho otlicr|WOck at tho Castle Ui-cen Congroga- Swansea Yalo Spelter Works last week 
day. As a mat tor of fact we believe he tional Chu|>el, Bristol. He appears to destroyed 4,000 retorts, 
now has an oil skin. j have been tho greatest success, and wo 

'can picture tho sacred edifice ringing Professor KuoMKUEn, of BresdaN, 
Tlio improvement of tlio road exits again and again with merry laughter, predicts tliat three thousand years 
from Ijondonwas foieshadowed by Mr.' hence all males of tho human'species 

Lloyd (iKOitOK at tho iiixt sitting of. Tn his speech at tho annual dinner will be bald-headed. It is a longtime 
tho International ^ad Congress. It | of tho Associated Booksellers, Mr. Halt, since tho brush and comb troilus have 
is hoped that tliis may make tlio Caine, in referring to tho sovenpetmy been so depressed. 

Government less nervous about going i-eprints, {lointed out that our publishers 

to tho Country. i- - - — - ■. . „ 


Professor KiioMEUEn, of Bresdan, 
predicts that three thousand years 
hence all males of tho human' species 



A Berlin jiaper has 
slartiHl a pri/o symiKtsium 
on tho questioni “ Who is 
tl'.o moit stupid man in' 
Berlin?” Such is the 
respect for the bureaucracy 
there that all the local 
oflicials, wo unduiNtand, 
aro hors conconrs. 

It was {lerhaps a little 
bit tactless on tho part of | 
the goutlcnian who drew | 
up tho menu for tlioj 
Admiralty dinner to the 
French officers that it 
should have included 
" Crtmo Gormiiiv.” 


Tho Nonldentsche . 1 llge -; 
meine Xeitimg says thatj “Anvtuisc in tjir FA.\cr-Tis i.ink, Shi?” 

congratulations on the - —----- 

occasion of the I'lnrEKOR’s Jubilee from wero now giving tho public “ the 
foreign Sovereigns and Heads of states masterpieces of litcratura at tho price 
wore so numerous that it has been of a glass of brandy.” One of tho 
decided not to publish them or tho inevitable drawbacks of success is that 
replies. It is hoped that this will x>ut one is charged sovcnpouco for u glass 
a sto^i to the nuisance. of brandy. ... ^ 


A New Disease. 

‘‘ JSfrs. - --- Ktatod Uiul her 
Bon WHS a good boy. ... A 
littls wbilii ago ho hivd tlibur- 
ciilosis of the not only of tho 
bishop and his clergy but also 
lung ."—EasHmiinie Gazelle. 

Fortunately “ Tuberculosis 
of tho bishop” is very un¬ 
usual in this country. 

The following goiiuiiio 
letter reaches us from an 
Irish correspondent: - 
“To Mr.- 

Sir,-- I should have sent on 
the interest to you on the 
: money and am I told that you 
I lire dead, and if so please tell 
I mo who I am to send it on 
two blit I hope it not true. J 
, hi very sorry, and very much 
. oblige. 

I Yours sincerely,-.” 


Mr. John Wili.i.vm Giukkith, of 
Shoplon Mallet, who celcliratod his 
ninolietli hirtlidiiy last week, has 
spent seventy-tliroe ycais among tlie 
cneoses. He gives them tlio highest 
character for quietness and general 
lioliaviour. a. ... I 


Tho Bhazilian Piiesidknt has siiuc- 
lioncil a deoroo estahliHlihig Grounwich 
lime in Brazil. Over hci'o wo still 
reckon by rag-time. 

Tlio conditions prevailing at tlie 
fiiivous Sing-Sing prison in New York 
are declared to be most inhninano, and 
are to bo 1.ho subject of enquiry. The 
matter is an important one, us the 


“ Wliy not cow-catcliera for race¬ 
horses?” suggests a cori-espondont 
willi tho view of minimising tho danger 
of such incidents as look place at Epsom 
and Ascot. 

The demand for Life Guunls for 
Motor Omnibuses coutiuuos to bo 
pressod. Tho War Office, however, 
IS not prepared to risk tlie lives of 
these vuiuablo soldiers in such service. 

The appointment of Mr. Mebeoith 
Nicholson to the post of American 
Minister to Portugal seems an appro¬ 
priate one. Mysterious disappearances 
of political opponents of tlie present 
rigime aro reported from Lisbon. Mr. 


*-;- “Queen Vietori.v Kiigonic 

gave birth to a ison this inoriiiiig." 

Irish liuleiKttileitl. 

Won’t Dr. Sai.kkiiy bo pleasetl! 

. “Can n gentleman rucotiiuicnd a wcll- 
niaiinorod liuy, strong, good npp<i.araiico, as 
Boy-Fooliimu ? Ago 16; height C ft. 7. Town 
and oountry .”—Church Times. 

Wo know ])lonly of suitablo boys but 
they lira all relatively dwarfs. 

“ Notiro is hereby given that I.ifo Policy 
No. 10007, issued by the Kmpiro of India T,im 
Assurance Company, Ijihiited, on my life, has 
been totally destroyed by worms and due 
notieo has been given to the Company. 

jouuAHOMKR AuuvcAnBr.” 
The Sltlesman {Calcutta). 

Alas, JoGOASOMEu's own turn is coming. 

The Xianguage of Convention. 

(ScKNK—Drarj/ Lane Theatre, durinj enig¬ 
matical mnnoeurres of so-called Tennis 
Jtallet.) 

“ Qui va hi ? ’’ says be. 

“Jew,” says I, not knowing the 
language, but protending to. 
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ra>T»fat:i 



I'KOM A BAILWAY-CAlllUAGB WINDOW. 

Ws Icavo tbe draggled skirts o( town 
And pass to ineimows, woods and rills, 

Gladdened by Nature’s spotless gown 
And (hUop'x “ ()et-T}usre " Liver IHlls. 

Anon wo rest our jaded eyes 

On browsing kitie and woolly flocks 

Grouped in a grassy Paradise 
That’s labelled filoke’s Extract of Oz. 

See yonder gently-rising knoll 
With daisy-nbhons interlaced; 

What message does it bring the soul ? 

Volish your Boots with lilinko Paste. 

A sleeping church, a smiling farm, 

An unsopliisticatod inn, 

A crumbling tower, wlioso ivied charm 
llotires before Jiiventus Gin ; 

A vision of a jewelled dell. 

Whore Flora lends her habitat 

To blazon forth the magic spell 
Of Antitum, the Foe of Fat; 

And then the windy heights that slops 
Down to the dancing sea; and there 

Wo read the crowning words of hope— 

Brinol will Banish MaUde-Mer. 


MODERN FAIBIKS. 

“Thk Fairy Glen" I drew unoar; 

I'd suldoin scon a spot more pleasing 
To wearied eye and harassed ear, 

Fresh from the town’s incessant teasing; 
And, seated by the rippling rill. 

Watching its eddies’ odd vagaries, 

I wondered was the valley still 
The chosen wheroabouts of fairios. 

They ’ll come (1 thought) to danco and sing; 

Kelpio and gnome and elf and brownie 
Will form again the fairy ring 

Hero where the sward is soft and downy, 
Or hii])ly recornmenee tho feast 

(Such was my summer-day delusion) 

That J fees! sure has lately cc.-ascd 
Owing to my profano intrusion. 

I see their traces all around; 

With fairy signs tho hanks hedocked aro, 
Tho feast’s remains adorn tho ground, 
Anihrosial crumbs and drops of uodlar; 
’Tis plain enough tho fairy brood 

(Witness tho way tho grass is mottlcii) 

Uso papin-hags to hold their food 

And muc!) prefer thoir nectar lipttlcd. 




















































Oumer. “Yov’lu bs a kbw mah ArrsB wna, wr bov.’* 

,FMble Voice. “Wulb, xursb iss’x Muca ov thb old ohe tErr." 
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OUR GARDEN SUBURB-ITS DARK SIDE. 

Jonss (uimiarranlably ttupteling anoUter unneighbourlif action), “ Anktb, jdbt ruh hext door and tkld Mr. SiHPKura I AM 
rBRFECILy CAPARDR of WATERIKO MY OWN tAWN, AND 1 BHAU. BR MUCU OBMORD IF BH WILL HAVE TUW URCENCV TO XEEF BIB 
llaSB PIATINa WITHIN RtB OWN BOONnARIKB." 



Vi ! 



























































































































































THE LIBERAL PLEASURE-PARTY AT SEA 
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MR. PUNCH’S SEASIDE 
NOVELETTE. 

[Mtty bo rcud on the pier.] 

No. XCVllI.—A SIMPJLE KNOLISH 
OlBli. 

Chai>tbb I.— Pbimrobe Fakh. 

Pbiubosb Farm stood slumbering in 
the sunlight of an early summer mom. 
Save for tho gentle breeze which played 
in tho tops of the two tall elms all 
Nature seemed at rest. Chanticleer 
had ceased his song; the pigs wore 
asleep; in the bam the cow lay think¬ 
ing. A deep peace brooded over the 
rural scene, the peace of centuries. 
Terrible to think that in a few short 
hours . . . but perhaps it won’t. The 
truth is I have not quite decided 
whether to have the murder in this 
story or in No. XCIX .—The Severed 
Thumh. Wo shall see. 

As her alarum clock (a birthday 
present) struck live, Gwendolen Fronen 
sprang out of bed and plunged her face 
into the dump of nettles which grew 
outside her lattice window. For some 
minutes she stood there, breathing in 
the incense of the day; then dressing 
quickly she went down into tho great 
oak-b^ned kitchen to prepare break¬ 
fast for her father and the pi{^8. As 
she went about her simple duties she 
sang softly to herself, a song of love 
and knightly deeds. Little did she 
think that a lover, oven at that moment, 
stood outside her door. 

“ Uoigh-hol” sighed Gwendolen, and 
she poured tho bran-mash into a bowl 
and took it up to her father's room. 

For eighteen years Gwendolen French 
had been the daughter of John French 
of Primrose Farm. Endowed by Nature 
with a beauty that is seldom seen out¬ 
side a novelette, she was yet as modest 
and as good a girl as was to be found 
in the county. Many a fine lady would 
have given all her Parisian diamonds 
for the peach-like complexion which 
bloomed on the fair face of Gwendolen. 
But the gifts of Nature aro not to be 
bought and sold. 

There was a sudden knock at the 
door. 

I* Come iif,” cried Gwendolen in sur¬ 
prise. Unless it was the cow, it was 
an entirely unexpected visitor. 

A toll and handsome young man 
entered, striking his head violently 


against a beam as he stepped into 
the low-ceilinged kitchen. 

“ Good morning,” he said, repressing 
the remark which came more readily 



to his lips. “ Pray forgive this intrusion. 
The fact is I have lost my way, and 1 
wondered whether you would be kind 
enough to inform me as to my where¬ 
abouts.” 

Becognizing from his conversation 
that she was being addressed by a 
gentleman, Gwendolen curtsied. 

“This is Primrose Farm, Sir,” she 
said. 

“ I fear,” he replied with a smile, “ it 
has been my miriortuno never to have 
beard so charming a name before. I am 
Lord Beltravers, of Boltravers Castle, 
Beltravers. Having returned last night 



from India 1 came out for an early 
stroll this morning, and 1 fear that I 
have wandered out 6t my direction.” 

“Why,” cried Gwendolen,your 
lordship is miles from Beltravers Castle. 
How tired and hungiy you must be.” 
She removed a lettuce from the kitchen- 
chair, dusted it, and offered it to him. 
[Dusted the chair, of course, and offered 
it to him. —^Eo.] “Let me get yon 


some milk.” Picking up a pail die 
went out to inspect the cow. 

“ God,” said Lord Beltravers as 
soon as he was alone. He paced 
rapidly up and down thd tiled kitwen. 
“ Deuce take it,” he added recklessly, 
“ she's a lovely girl.” The Beltraverses 
were noted in two continents for their 
hard swearing. 

“ Here you are. Sir,” said Gwendolen, 
returning with the precious liquid. 

Lord ^Itravers seized the pail and 
drained it at a draught. « , 

“ Heavens, but that was good 1 ” he 
said. “ What was it ? ” • 

“ Milk,” said Gwendolen. 



“ Milk, I must remember. And now 

H I trespass on your hospitality 
further by trespassing on your ' 
assistance so far as to solicit your help 
in putting mo far enough on my path 
to discover my way back to Beltravers 
Castle?” (Wlien ho was alone he 
said that sentence again to himself, 
and wondered what had happened 
to itJ 

“ I will show you,” she said simply. 
They passed out into the si^it 
orohard. In an apple-tree a thrush 
was singing; the gooseberries were , 
over-ripe; beet-roots were ffowering ; 
overywhere. 

“ You are very beautiful,” he said. 

“ Yes,” said Gwendolen. ; 

“I must see you again. Listen! j 
To-night, my mother. Lady Beltravers, 
is giving a ball. Do you dance ? " ; 

“Alas, not the Tango,” she said sadly. . 
“ The Beltraverses do not tang,” he 1 
announced with simple dignity. “ You 
valse? Good. Then wiU you come ? ” 

“ Thank you, my lord. Oh, I should 
love to I" 

“ That is excellent. And now I must 
bid you good-bye. But first, will you 
not tell me your name ? ” 

“ Gwendolen French, my lord.” 

“Ahl One *£'o^two?” 

“ Three,” said Gwendolen simply. 
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Chafter II.—BekiTravers Castt.r. 

BoltraverB Castle was a blaze of 
.lights. At the head of the old oak 
sturcaso (a aiagniiicent example of the 
Selfridgo ^riod) the Lady Beltravora 
stood receiving her guests. Magnifi¬ 
cently gowned in one of Sweeting’s 
latest creations and wearing round her 
nock the famous Beltravors seod-pcarls, 
she locked the picture of stately magnifi¬ 
cence. As each guest was announced 
b^ a bevy of footmen, she extended her 


perfectly-glovwl hand and spoke a few 
words of kindly welcome. 

“ Good evening, Diichcss; so good of 
you to look in. All, Earl, chanued to 
meet you; you ’ll fin«l some sandwiches 
in the billiard-room. Beltravors, show 
the Earl some sandwiches. How-do- 
you-do, Professor ? Delighted you could 
come. Won’t you take olT your 
goloshes ? ” 

All the county was there. 

Lord Hobble was there wearing a 
magnificent stud; Erasmus Belt, the 
famous author, whoso novel “ liitton: 
A Romance ” went into two editions; 
Sir Septimus Root, Iho inventor of the 
fire-proof spat; Captain the Honourable 
ARroil Nibhp, the popular breeder of 



above them all stood Ijord Boltravers 
of Beltravors Castle, Beltravors. 

Lord Beltravers stood aloof in a 
comer of tlie great ball-r-oom. Above 
his hoa<l was the proud coat-of-arms 




of the Bollravei'ses—a botulless sardine 
on a field of tomato. As each new 
amival entered Ijonl Beltravors scanned 
his or her countenance eagerly, and 
then turned away with a snarl of dis¬ 
appointment. Would his little country 
maid never come ? 

She came at last. Attired in a frock 
which had obviously been created in 
Littio Poploy, she looked the picture 
of girlish innocence as she stood for 
a moment hesitating in the doorway. 
Then her eyes brightened as Ijord 
Beltravers came towards her with long 
swinging strides. 

'* You ’re hero! ” ho exclaimed. “ How 
good of you to come. I have thought 
about you ever since this morning. 



There is a valso beginning. Will yon 
valse it with me ? ” 

“ Thank you,” said Gwendolen shyly. 
Lord Beltravers, who valsed divinely, 

E at his arm round her waist and Ira 
er into the circle of dancers. 


Chafter III.— Akpianced. 

The ball was at its height. Gwen¬ 
dolen, who had boon in to supper eight 
times, placed her hand timidly on the 
arm of Jjonl Beltravers, who hod just 
bogged a polka of her. 

•' liOt us sit this out,” she sud. 
“Not here—in the garden.” 

“ Yes,” said Tx)rd Beltravors gravely. 
“ Let us go. T have something to say 
to yon.” 

Offering her his arm he led her down 
the great terrace which ran along the 
back of the house. 

"How w'ondorfiil to have your an¬ 
cestors always around you like this I ” 
cooed Gwendolen, os she gai.ed with 
reverence at the two statues which 
fronteci them. 

“Venus,” said Tjord Beltravors shortly, 
“ and Samson.” 

He led her down *he stops and into 
the ornamcntiil garden, and there they 
sat down. 

“ Miss Erench,” said fjonl Beltravers, 
“ or, if I may call you by that sweet 
name, Gwendolen, 1 have brought you 
hero for the purpose of making an offer 
to you. Perhaps it would havo been 
more in acconlanco with etiquette hod 
1 approaebe<l your mother first.” 

“ Mother is dead, ’’said the girl simply. 

“ r am sorry,” said Ijord Beltravers, 
ijending his head in courtly sympathy. 
“ In that case I should havo asked your 
father to hear my suit.” 

“ Father is deaf,” sIjo ropliod. “ lie 
couldn’t have beard it.” 

“Tut, tut,” said Lonl Beltravers 
impatiently; " I beg your pardon,” 
ho added at once, “ I should have con¬ 
trolled myself. That l)eing so,” he 
went on, “ I havo the honour to make 
to you. Miss French, an oiler of 
marriage. May I hope ’/ ” 

Gwendolen mit her hand suddenly 
to her heart. The shock was too much 
for her fresh young innocence. She was 
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though ho too was hoping; and the 
only three tirnes that Thomas Bitson 
had kissed her she had threatened to 
box his ears. 

“ Jioti Beltravers,” she began— 

" Call me Beltravers," ho begged. 

“ Beltravers, I love you. I give you 
a simple maiden’s heart." 

My darling 1" ho cried, clasping her 
thumb impulsively. “Then we arc 
ailiancod." 

He slipped a ling off his finger and 
fitted it affectionately on two of hera. 

“ Wear this," ho said gravely. “ It 
was my mother’s. She was a de Din- 
digul. See, this is their crest—a roeless 
herring over the motto Dans I'hnile.’' 
Observing Hint she looked puzxlcd he 
translated the noble hVench words to 
her. “ And now let us go in. Another 
dance is beginning. May I beg for the 
honour?" 

“Beltiavers,” she whispered lovingly. 

Chafteb IV.—Expobube. 

The next dance was at its heigiit.. 
In a dream of happiness Gwendolen re¬ 
volved with closed eyes round Lord Bel- 
travers of Beltravers Castle, Beltravers. 

Suddenly above the musio rose a 
voice, commanding, threatening. 

“Stop!" cried the Lady Beltravers. 

As if by magic the band ceased and 
all the dancers were still. 

“There is an intruder here," said 
Lady Beltravers in a cold voice. “ A 
milkmaid, a common fanner’s daughter. 
Gwendolen French, leave my house 
this instant 1 ’’ 

Dazed, hardly knowing what she did, 
Gwendolen moved forward. In an 
instant Lord Beltravers was after her. 

“No, mother,” he said, with the 
utmost dignity. “ Nut a common milk¬ 
maid, but the future Lady Beltravers.” 

An indescribable thrill of emotion ran 
through the crowded ball-room. Lord 
Hobble's stud fell out; and Lady Susan 


“ What I ’’ cried the Lady Bel¬ 
travers. “My son, the last of the 
Beltraverses, tne Beltraverses who came 
over with Julius Wernher (1 should say 
Ctesar), maiTy a milkmaid? " 

“ No, mother. He is marrying what 
any man would bo proud to marry—a 
simple English girl." 

There was a cheer, instantly sup¬ 
pressed, from a Socialist in the liand. 

For just a moment words failed the 
Lady Beltravers. Then she sank into 
a chair, and waved her guests away. 

“ The ball is over," she said slowly. 
“Leave mo. My son and 1 must be 
alone." 

One by one, with muiiuured thanks 
for a delightful evening, the guests 
trooped out. Soon mother and son 
welt) alone. I^ord Beltravera, gazing 
out of the window, saw the 'cellist 



led the Lady Bel- “ What are you doing here ? 1 came 
son, the last of the to see John French." 

Beltraverses who came " What ? ’’ 

Wernher (1 should say She repeated her rov^si^k loudly 
milkmaid?" several times. 



Golightly hurried across the room and 
fainted in the asms of Sir James Batt. 


— a • /s 

laboriously dragging his ’cello across 
the park. 

Chafteb V.—The End. 

[And now, dear readers, I am in a 
difficulty. How shall the story go on ? 
The editor of Mr. Punch’s Seaside 
Library asks ^uite frankly for a 
murder. His idea was that the 

Lady Beltravers should bo found dead 
in the park next morning and that 
Gwendolen should be aivested. This 
seems to mo both crude add vulgar. 
Besides I want a murder for No. XClX. 
of the series— The Severed Thumb. 

No, I think 1 know a bettor way out.] 

# * * # ft 

Old John French sat beneath a 
spreading pear-tree and waited. Early 
that morning a mysterious note had 
been brought to him, asking for an 
interview on a matter of the utmost im¬ 
portance. This was the trysting-ploce. 

“ 1 havecome," said a voicebehindhim, 
“ to ask you to beg your daughter— 

“I HAVE COME,’ cried the Lady 
Beltravers, “ to ask you - 

"I HAVE COME,” shouted her 
ladyship, “TO-’’ 

J ohnFronch wheeled round in amaze¬ 
ment.' With a cry the Lady Beltravers 
shrank bock. 

“ Eustace," she gasped—“ Eustace, 
Earl of Turbot!" 

“ Eliza 1" 



Wm 


(il'l 





“ 1 am John French,” he said at last. 
“When you refused me and married 
Beltravers I suddenly felt tired of 
Society; and I changed my name and 
settled down here as a simple farmer. 
My daughter helps me on the farm.” 

“ Then your daughter is-’’ 

“ Lady Gwendolen Hake." 

« « « iM IS 

A beautiful double wedding was 
solemnized at Beltravers in October, 



the Earl of Turbot leading Eliza, Lady 
Beltravers to the altar, while Lord 
Beltravers was joined in matrimony to 
the beautiful Lady Gwendolen Hake. 
There were many presents on both 
sides, which partook equally of the 
beautiful and tne costly. 

Lady Gwendolen Beltravers is now 


but to her husband she always seems 
the simple English milkmaid that ho 
first thought her. Ah I A A. M, 

“The Bishop remained motionloss and 
impassive. ... A woman rushed wildly to 
tiio front of the platform and endeavoured 
to agree with the vicar, whom she hit on the 
back with an umbrdla." 

The Englishman (Coloutta). 
Agreement off. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(ExnUCTXD VBOH THE DiAHV OF ToBT, M.P.) 

House of Commons, Monday, June 23. 
—Chakcklleb of £xchequf.b, rising 


about equitable raodjustmont of local 
and imperial finance, startled l)y out¬ 
burst of cheering. It sprang spon- 
taneoiuly from Minis¬ 
terial Denches and wc3 
vociferously echoed by 
IfisH MemW-s opposite. 

In exceptional gushes 
of wifAy attachment 
Mrs, Micawber was ac- ^ 

oustomod to assure her 
husband that she would 
"never desert him." 

Not, as 3fr. Micawber 

once tartly observed, that 1 

there had boon any sug- 

gestion of abrupt parting. 

It was merely casual 
assurance of her faitli, 
affection and attachment. 

In this sense the un¬ 
expected demonstration 
was construed. In spite 
of anything that may 
have happened in the 
way of private invest- 
ments, in scorn of i nsinu- 
ations made in coriain 
quarters. Liberals are 
not going to desert IjUiyd 
Geokoe. 

Little incident prelude to brisk de¬ 
bate on procedure as applied to Bills 
engineered in connection witli operation 
of Parliament Act. Phemier moved 
Besolution intermitting Committ»3 and 
Report Stage in respect of Home Rule 
Bill, Welsh Church Disestablishment 
Bill and Bill designed to encourage 
Temperance in Scotland. 

In able speech that crowns Parlia¬ 
mentary rrautation slowly but steadily 
growing. Son Austen went to root 
of the matter. By way of mollifying 
Opposition the Resolution gave one day 
to consideration of Irish Finance and 
three hours for financial Resolution of 
the Welsh Church Bill. 

" Is not the right honourable gentle¬ 
man over-generous? "Austen Chambeb- 
liAiN ask^. " Why give any time at 
all ? What is the use of it ? " 

That is a question submitted the 
other day by the Mbmbeb fob Sark. 
The worse of procedure with these 
Bills is an inevitable sequence to the 
Plains luit year of the Parliament Act. 
That allotted to measures approved by 
majority of the Commons and thrown 
out by the Lords a course of three 
sessions before they reach the Statute 
Book. But, in order to profit by 


provisions of the Act, a Bill passed for 
the third time by tbe Commons and sent 
on to the ix)rds must be identical word 
for woi-d, comma for comma, with the 
one carried in first session. 

Then what is the use of discussing 
it over again in the second session? 
Though Members speak with the 
tongues of men and angels, they can¬ 
not alter a lino. If they did, the whole 




“ She would ‘ never desert him.’ ’’ 

(tfr. Llovo OEonoE as Jir. Micaieler.) 

fabric would break down; would have 
to be finally abandoned or rebuilt from 
the foundations. It is in the next, tlie 
third, session that business may ho dono. 

If to the sensitive mind need ho for 
formally going through stages of sncli 
Bills in second session, the moasuros 
now in hand miglit bo driven threo 
abreast, a stage a sitting, the journey 
to bo completed in four days. This 
would be equally efficacious and would 
practically Icavo four sittings for pro¬ 
gress with other business. 



' Bon Acbtxn goes to the root of the matter." 


I That was Sark’s idoa. Pleased tq find 
support from the eminent Parliamen¬ 
tarian who puts the question in briefest 
form “Why [in the second session] 
give any time at all ? What is the use 
of it?;’ 

I Businessdone .—Ministerial Procedure 
' Resolution carried by 294 against 202. 

I Tuesday .—Whilst the Ixirds have 
with fraternal zeal l)een considering 
otso of Ancient Monu¬ 
ments, the Commons not 
only did exceptionally 
good day’s work but 
finishe<l it before half¬ 
past seven. This largely 
due to circumstance that 
Bill amending Insurance 
Act was brought in under 
Ten Minutes’ Rule. Bx- 
position of provisions of 
llill limited to ths,t period 
^ •of time, and only one 

supplementary speech 
permitted. The privilege 
was not exercised by 
Ih Opposition, and, within 

^ quarter-of-an-hour after 
his rising, Ciianceeloh 
OF 1'jXchkqukr, amid 
loud cheeiB from Minis- 
terialists, retreated to 
Bar, faced right-alxiut, 

, '"ftwheil up to the 

sheaves with him in 
form of folded sheet of 
foolscap puiporting to 
1)0 a copy of tlio Bill. 

(As matter of fact it was a blank 
sheet of jiaper known ns “ a dummy.’’ 
Thus doth the stately Mother of Parlia¬ 
ments upon occasion palter with the 
truth.) 

House straightway wont into Com- 
inittoo to consider financial proposals 
of Homo Rule Bill. Hero was more 
scope for conversation. Tlie wiiole of 
remainder of sitting, a ininimuni of 
seven lioura, might have been occupied 
more or loss usefully in discussion. 
Yesterday, when Premier moved Reso¬ 
lution strictly limiting time for debate, 
angry speakers from Opposition Benches 
denounced him for " throttling " them 
and loudly lamented “ the degradation 
of Parliament." And behold! with 
seven hours at their disposal exactly 
one-halt the time was found to suffice. 

While it lasted, conversation became 
occasionally lively. Tim Hkaly —who 
has attacks the Bill from the first, not 
because ho loves Home Rule the less 
but because he hates John Redmond 
the more—had a final fling. Protested 
he had no confidence in calculationA of 
Treasury Olerks, upon which, finandal 
scheme of Bill was based. 

“ It is," ho said," the same at the 
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Treasurj' as with other departraonts of 
tlie [rish Government. If a Coercion 
Ihll i.s wanted, up goes the record of 
iniinlors and outrages. If tho Govern- 
nient ara on another tack, backing a 
llomo Uulc Itill, down go tlio numbers. 
Tho tiling works like a concertina.” 

The Infant Samuku, who knows 
more about finance than the semi- 
episcopal duties of St. Auoitstink 
llinnKM, permit him to acquire, blandly 
doscriliod tlio Irish policy of the Oppo¬ 
sition ns " a combination of kicks and 
ha’ijcnco.” Whereto Cousin Huoh, 
perhaps irrelevantly, retorted, “ In deal¬ 
ing with tho financial proliloin hotwoon 
I'iiigland and Ireland tlio Government 
are combining a little robbery witli a 
little starvation.” 

This sounds quarrelsome. Only their 
fun. At twenty-three mhnitos past seven 
Ilosolution movotl by Ciiikf Srcuf.taby 
agreed to without division. 

Jhisiness done. — Insurance Act 
Amendment Bill introduced. Money 
proposals of Ilonie Itulo Bill agreed to. 

Friday.— Motion iiiiMlofroiiiTi’easury 
Bench for appointment of C/ominittee 
to consider I’arlianicntary procedure. 
The ])ertinacious IhiUK, not waiting for 
its report, introduces now form, i louse, 
lieing in Coniniilteoon Scotch Bstimates, 
was as usual almost empty. DoniKens 
of otiior parts of still United Kingdom 
have so high an opinion of business 
c.apacity of Bcotchinon that they in¬ 
stinctively leave tlioni to iiianago their 
own business. The pugnacious I’irif., 
though not unconscious of the compli¬ 
ment, resented its result. If English, 
Welsh and Irish Members within call 
in case of snap division would not sit 
out tho debate they should at least bo 
disturbed in their idle purauits in tea¬ 
room or on terrace. Accoidingly at 
half-past four, tho \ory moment when 
strawlierrios, cream and buttered Inins 
are in most urgent request, he moved 
a count. 

Memliera crowded in, “nitwlo a 
House,” and straightway rushed off, 
hoping to find remains of their inter¬ 
rupted meal intact from alien hands. 

“ Very well,” said the implacable 
PiiuK. “ At a quarter to six, 1 will do 
it again.” 

And ho was as good as his word. 
At tho hour named the tintinnabulation 
of tho bell announced another count, 
which was followed by same sudden 
rush and swift retreat. 

Here is a new Parliamentary pro¬ 
cedure that promises pleasing excite¬ 
ment and useful exercise on sultry 
evenings. Attempt to count out the 
House common enough. Where the 
puhctilioqs Pirik create a diversion is in 
respect of naming tho precise moment 
^'hon he will move. As a doctor fixes 


a particular hour when pill or potion is 
to bo administered, so he decrees count 
at quartei'-to-six. 

GAMPBKi.n of North Ayrshire so 
fascinated by idea that he attempted 
to adapt it. But it is not everyone who 
can wield tho spear of Achilles. At a 
quarter-past nino Gami*iiki:,t, moved 
a count. Dei'Uty - Chairman declined 
to put motion. 

“ What! ” gasped the gallant Captain, 
“ didn’t you inform me that at a 
quarter - past nine you’d allow a 
count? ” 

“ I informed tho honourable Momlior 
that a count might not l>o called until 



a quarter-past nine,” loftily replied tho 
DKPirTY-CHAiiiMAN. “ I gavo no indi¬ 
cation as to wIiaL view I should take if 
my attention were then called to tho 
almencc of a quorum.” 

Jhtshmsdone. ■ Gommilleoappointod 
to consider procedure. 


PASTIMES FOB M.P.’S. 

The recent Parliamentary* Pigeon- 
Flying Mutch proved such an enormous 
popular success and was, w'o may add, 
so eagerly supported by the illustrated 
Press that it seems quite certain that 
our legislators will not be content to 
stop there. Our representative in the 
Ix)bby last week mot with only one 
opinion on the subject, namely, that it 
was a thousand pities that this sort of 
thing had not been thought of sooner, 
tho more so as, in the opinion of many 
exports, tho precincts of Westminster 
are curiously well-adapted to some of 
our national sports and pastimes. 

Tho promoters of tho Babbit-Coursing 
Meet, which was to have been held 
(in the event of an Autumn Session) 
on the Terrace, have met with some 
opposition, and it is feared that tho 
project will have to be abandoned. An 
alternative plan, however, is receiving 


influential suppoii. It is proposed to 

S 'et through a short Bill legalising the 
•Imbankment as tho scene of this 
contest and closing it to all other traffic 
during its continuance. It is thought 
that even in tho present congested 
state of public business such a Bill, 
powerfully backed as it will bo and of 
an entirely non-contentious natiure, 
should have no difficulty in reaching 
tho Statute Book. 

Meanwhile the Whip are ‘being 
consulted on tho feasibility of intro¬ 
ducing a new system of Pairs, by which 
a whole team of contending members 
of the Government and the Opjiosition 
might be paired en hloc, in tho event of 
an important division threatening to 
occur during a game of Bounders in 
Parliament Square, 

It is said that tho movement in 
favour of Batting parties, with a terrier 
and Jiockoy sticks, along the waterside, 
is by no means smileil upon by tho 
Government, and it is oven assorted 
that membera of tho Coalition have had 
to sign an agreement not to join any 
party for this spoii; unless it shall 
embrace members of tho Opposition in 
a proportion of two to one, as a safe¬ 
guard against “ Snaps." On tho other 
hand tho Cabinet is doing all it can to 
foster tho now interest that has been 
arouscsl in tho old round game of 
throwing canls into a hat—with, of 
courre. Order papers substituted as tho 
regulation missile. This game may bo 
enjoyed, with a little ordinary circum¬ 
spection, in the Chamber itself, and is 
an admirable means of keeping one’s 
supporters on the spot. 

There are still some old-fashioned 
prejudices to bo overcome. Hunt-the- 
slipper has been forbidden in the Smok¬ 
ing Boom. But the new movement has 
been enthusiastically received by the 
Press photographers and it should do 
much as time goes on to brighten the 
lives of our members and relieve the 
Medium of debate. 


The World’s Builders. 

Tlio militants havo creolod minitancy into 
a princlo .”—Glasgow Herald. 

Not so easy as it sounds. 

Very Long Putts. 

" Time attor time long putts either stopped 
about an inch short of tho tee or turned asidu 
at the last minute .”—Yorkshire Post. 
Sickening, after being dead straight for 
tho first nvo minutes. 


“Will Bay maintained bis straightness in 
the long game. On tho answer to that ques¬ 
tion perhaps depends the lesult.” 

Jiaily Mirror, 

But can a statement about Edwabd 
Bay’s brotlier WitjUAM (if ho has one) 
be called a question ? 
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A DREAM-DINNER. 

No silk pavilions raised of Eastern (able 
For mo, nor ottomans and awkward poses; 

Dark oak upon the walls, upon the table 
White napery, old silver, and red roses— 

Thoro o’er a garden where dream-borders shino 
I build of dreams, and Stella conies to dine. 

I do not set the cresset’s sparks a-flitting 
Down an Arabian dusk on hot winds roaming; 
Softest electrics in an old French fitting 
1 blend for her with Juno’s wide-windowed 
gloaming, 

Wherein I bang the yellow moon, bocausp 
A friend to lovers moonlight ever was. 

Slaves do not hand us, of Aladdin's uses. 

The snow-oooled sherbets of date-palmed 
Damascus; 

We do not squeeze the pink pomegranate’s juices. 
But, when a shadow-butler bends to ask us, 

We plump for Ch&teau Bothsohild ’78 
(Steua’s particular about the date). 

No roasted kid for us, no fatted suckling. 

Whereof a Sultan eats in silken splendour; 

We like clear soup, Scotch salmon, and a duckling. 
And heaped red strawberries whose legions render 
Enough for half-a-dozen helps at least 
When Stella shares with me a moonshine feast. 


No couch shall blare, nor any nautch-girl’s cymbal 
Sully the flow of pleasant conversation; 

My Stella—bless her!—has a wit tliat’s nimble; 

Her tongue makes music for iny admiration; 
And, should some sudden silence drop tho veil. 
Outside my nightingales take up the tale. 

Mocha conics last—^lilack-magic, hot and fragrant. 
Ambrosial on tlio summer evening falling; 

Wo drink it on a terrace whore the vagrant 
Blue smoke-wreaths curl up and tho owls arc 
calling; 

And what’s to pay ? But nothing. You will find. 
That he who dines in dreams leaves naught behind. 
Saving, mayhap, a little peace of mind I 


A “Clerical” Error. 

" The Itev. rrub. U. O. Ifcllior iirtfod that the demonstration 
should bo not only non-political, but every thing should bo doiio to 
make it irtdigioas.'*—H'ciis Journal. 


“Tho special consign incuts at-’s, Widmoro lload, Bromley, 

this week are salmon, lire lobsters, whitebait, trout, Marche lIliroi(|Uo 
Andautino in D flat, and . . . “— Bromlej/ District Times. 

Here the list breaks off; and wo hasten to send in our 
order for a brace of Marehes lluruiqucs and oi|o whitebait. 


“ ‘ Marcus stoned in tho Garden,’ 9i guineos .”—Western Mail. 

Wo prefer the more stirring picture, “'J’ho Hon. John 
collaring tho Cheat.” • 

























imtilanl. "Xovv, iss'r that vuovokisg? Kwik’s k lovkhv dig uocsk to let asd I’rx ronaoTTEX itr matcbesU' 


Til 13 HAND OI? TATR. 

rEoriiK liavo culled hio incoiisisilcnt; 
soino people liavo gone so far ns to say 
I atii liopelessly inconsistent; hut then, 
some people. . . . 

As a niultevof fact and cnlindy with¬ 
out prejudice, I have tlio arlislic tein- 
peranicnt. It is ordy on this ground 
that 1 can account for tho fact that 1 
should lovo Olivia and Daphne at one 
and tlio sanio time, or concurruntly, as 
wo of tho higher branch i>ut it. 

Olivia is veiy fair; 1 mean, of course, 
fair of foatuiu 

Daphne is dark and, from an allit- 
crativj point of view, I feel sui'e that 
nothing could ho neater. Daphno is 
dark. 

When 1 odd that Olivia is tall and 
cumborsomo, whoroas Daphne is jwtile, 
you will readily deduce that tho two 
girls aro distinguishablo ono from tho 
other. 

And yet I lovod them equally well. 
In the absence of Olivia, Daphno 
occupied tho whole of my heart; con- 
veraely^ in the absence of Daphne, 
Olivia more than filled tho vucancj'. 

It W'os a strange situation, even to 
one accustomed, as I am, to tho vicissi¬ 
tudes of life. 

Up to a few days ago, fortune had 
never decreed that the two girls should 


meet in tho pivseneo of my heart, and 
tliereforo f liud never hcon able to dis¬ 
cover which of tlio two was to bo the 
lucky one. Aflor an encounter with 
Olivia, the odds rusu a shade in her 
favour; u subsequent mooting with 
l)a])hno and the hetting turned riglit 
round. Tho bw'tting liirnod right round. 

It was a strange situation. What¬ 
ever jieoplo may have said of mo (see 
aliove), i nm not h.eking in courage. 
I deci>l(Hl lliat a joint meeting should 
Ihj arranged, accepting with quiet calm 
the danger of the situation. I refer, of 
conrso, to tho possibility of my heart 
being torn in doubt; in .two, perhaps. 

With consnimuato guile, 1 wandci-cd 
into tho town on tlio day when tho 
largest local iniilinor was holding a sale. 
In the most natural manner, and per¬ 
fect snow-white spats, I strolled up and 
down tho High Street just outside tho 
raillinor’s. My scheming was immo- 
diatelv successful. Before five minutes 
had elapsed Olivia was ou the scono. 

“HolloI*’ sho said, and my hcaii 
leapt. 

“ Hello 1 ’’ I replied with perfect calm. 
“ Shopping?” 

Olivia nodded. " ’M.” 

I was just about to say something 
witty, when Daphne emerged from the 
shop. My handkerchief pocket quivered 
in a most alarming manner. 


“ Hollo I ” said Olivia. 

“ Hello I" said Daphno. 

“ Are you llioro ? " I suggoslod. 

They both laughed. Honours, so fat, 
were oven. 

“ Shopping ? ” I enquired. 

Daphne nodded. “ ’M.” 

In tho short silonco that followed 
my excitement was tremendous. I was 
just on tho point of saying something 
clover wlicn Daphno interrupted. 

“ Well,” she said, •' aren't you 
going to congratulalo us ? ” I looked at 
her blankly. 

“ Us 1” I oxolaimod. “ But yon can’t 
both, you know. I mean, thoro can 
only bo ono of you, and, os yet, I don’t 
know which.” 1 was getting a little 
confused. 

“ My dear man, what do you mean?” 
said Olivia. “ Of courso wo can both, 
you know.” 

She patted Dapbiio’s arm. “The 
future Mrs. Banton,” slio announced. 

Daphno nodded to Olivia. ” Tho 
future Mrs. Merrilies,” she exclaimed. 

And then I undentood. Fortune 
had shirked tho tadc, and dealt witli 
them equally. There was to ho no 
lucky ono. • 

“ £1,000,000 WILL SUIT XO-DAV." 

Daily Mail. 

Or, at a pinch, would salt to-morrow. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Bohw Godounov." 

Thosb who imagine from long anil 
bitter experience of Grand Opera that 
singera cannot be expected to act, 
should at once correct this error by a 
visit to the Bussian Company at Drury 
Tjane Theatre. Certainly M. Cmaua- 
vine’s great performance is proof enough 
that tiio possession of a voice is no neces¬ 
sary bar to the highest dramatic gifts. 
And a rare delight it was, after the cos¬ 
mopolitan medleys of Covent Garden, 
to hear a chorus singing Ihoir national 
tongue in a national drama and wearing 
tiioir national dress as to the manner 
bom. May Heaven -if not Society— 
reward Sir Joseph Heechah I 

Moussoboskv’s work calls itself a 
Music Drama, and this moans, of course, 
that tho dramatic element always hod 
its chance. The action, in fact, was 
not thero to illustrate the orchestra, but 
tho orchestra was tiiore to interpret 
tho action. Yet tho music in this play 
of forty years ago still retains a certain 
dominance over tho drama, and a true 
compromise between tho two arts, as 
shown, for instance, in I’uuoiNi's Jta 
Tosca, is still only foroshadoweil. For 
though tho action is seldom delayed 
for the sake of tho orchestra (tho few 
superfluous moincnts that Boris wastes 
over his dying are as nothing compared 
with tho intemiinable prolixity of 
Tristan's decease^, no sort of attempt is 
made to give logical continuity to the 
plot. Tho designs, for instance, of tho 
^tender Grigori are of the hasiost. 
He starts from nowhere in particular 
and disappears into tho inane. And the 
various disjointed scenes, or “ tableaux," 
are obviously selected without regai^ 
to their part in the sequence of the 
scheme, but largely for the musical 
opportunities which they offer—hero a 
choral effect, thero a casual folk-song or 
a lament for a lost lover that nobody 
has heard of. 

It was im^iossiblo therefore to be 
very greatly intrigued about the issue, 
and this mode it the more remarkable 
that the dramatic intelligence of the 
actors should have cast so strong a 
spell over os. M. Chauafinb, alike 
in his attitude of composed dignity 
and in his moments of hidlueination 
induced by tho madness of remorse, was 
a splendid and noble figure. Next to 
him I most admired the charm of 
Mme. £. Petrenko as the Tsarevitch’s 
Nurse. She did not reappear with the 
others to take our plauiuts, and I was 
greatly tem\>ted to shout “Nurse I 
Niirsel" But the hour was getting 
late and *I feared that my neighbours 
might suspect that it was my bod¬ 
time. Excellen(.singing was done, too, 


by M. Andbeew as an old monk, and 
indeed by everyone, though 1 found 
M. Dahaew (as Grigori) too nasal. 

The music, naturally a little barbaric 
in its louder colouring, was very TOig- 
nant in the simplicity of its tenderer 
passages. At times it seemed curiously 
to anticipate the flowing quality of 
Madatna Butterfly. 

Miss Bosa Nbwharcr’s libretto was 
much hotter than most operatic trans¬ 
lations, and for the one-and-Bix|)ence 
yon j^aid for it they threw you in an 
astonishingly generous assortment of 
misprints. One of the best that caught 
my eye occurs in tho duck-and-drake 
song of the lionny widow:— 

“ Sweetheart mine for whom I wait. 
Come console me 
Unick, your bony widow woo." 

O. S. 


THE DEADLY VIRTUE. 

*' You will go shopping with me to¬ 
morrow, won’t you? ” said Betty,lifting 
her head from his shoulder so that she 
might look at him. 

Fercival started. It occurred to him 
that Betty had fouled. He knew that 
she knew that he hated shopping. To 
visit shops in Bogont Street with Betty 
was to feel that he was a cypher— 
something which Betty took along to 
hang her parcels on, and as a foil to 
her own stately appearance. 

But Percival was hland and good- 
tempered—^ho was probably one of tho 
best-tempered men who have ever lived. 

“ Er—well,” ho said, " I’d just been 
thinking that—that wo hadn’t done 
any shopping for a long time. 1 ’ll bo 
delighted.’’ 

Then Betty made a terrible blunder. 
She took Percival’s face between her 
hands and said, “ I knew you’d say 
that. You’re the best-tempered man 
in tho world. There never waa a saint 
with such a good temper." 

Now to be called goira-tempered is to 
be accused by impheation of a lock of 
all other quuities worthy of remark. 
It is to be dubbed negligible, and Per- 
cival did not like this. 

"No,” he said, “no—I’m not like 
that. I’m not good-tempered.” 

Daintily Betty laid fingers upon his 
lips. 

"Don't contradict me, dear,” she 
returned. “Of course you’re good- 
temMred. It *s the thing I like about 
you nest.” 

" I’m not,” be told her, still smiling, 
but with a suggestion of pain in bis 
voice. “ I can’t allow you to call me 
that. Please withdraw the observation.” 

"I won’t,” said Betty. "I’vesaid 
that you have the sweetest nature any 
man ever had, and it's true.” 

Percival regarded her gravely. 


I "Betty,” he said, "yon are dis¬ 
appointing me. You call me good- 
tempered while all the. time I know 
that I am not. X am' cross-grained. 
At the least thing I am* ready to do 
violence and to say terrible words. I 
am the plaything of my passions. If 1 
have seemed suave and courteous, forget 
it. It was only a mask. And now you 
know tho sort of man I am.” 

She did not. She still assumed that 
he was starting some new sort of par¬ 
lour game. So she stuck to her pivnt, 

“ I know I’m right,” she said. "But, 
anyhow, don’t lot’s quarrel over it.” 

"I have no desire to quarrel,” he 
frowned; “ but I object to being called 
names. I am not good-tempered. You 
hear? I am the worst-tempered man 
in Ijondon. I am like an east wind; I 
am like a tornado; I am an unbearable 
man.” 

With a laugh, the first symptom of 
mild hysteria, Betty moaned— 

" You are not I You are not! You 
are good-tempered—sweet-tempered. 
It’s just because you are so sweet- 
tempered that you won’t admit it.” 

That touched Percival on the raw. 

“ Be quiet i ” he cried out on a note 
of fury; “ I won’t stand it I Mo good- 
temper^. I, I mean. You don’t 
know mot Don’t argue 1 I say you 
don’t know me.” 

Betty was in tears now. " You are 
good-tempered,” sho sobbed. "Goo- 
good-tempered. Yon cou-couldn’t do 
an unkind thing—or s-say a harsh 
word.” 

Fercival’s face grew red, his ^es 
fierce. Madly he seissed an enoydo- 
picdia from the table and crashra it 
into tho grate. The rattlo of the fire- 
irons roused him to an access of wrath. 

"This is too much I” he shouted, 
stretching a hand out for another book. 
“I tell you I am not good-tempered. 
I give you one last chance before we 
part for ever. Am I good-tempered? ” 
* She bowed her head. 

Porcival stalked up to her and glared 
into her eyes. 

"You persist?” he demanded 
throatily. 

Again sho bowed her head. With 
her right hand she fumbled at the third 
finger of her left. Shakily she held out 
the engagement ring. 

"Yes,” she toldliim; "and please 

f o. I hear mother coming down. 

don’t want her to see you in this 
state.” 

"I don’t want to see her in any 
state,” he barked. " Good-byel * I am 
a bad-tempered man I ” 

In a moment be was outside in the 
road. A little innocent dog came 
I trotting up to him. He kicked it aside 
and strode im into the gloom. 







Jixeited Old Lady {m expreu thunders througit station), “Ou, fobtrb, •doesn’t that tbaib btop mrbb?' 
Patient Porter. “ No, ud* ; it dok’t bven hebitatk.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’a Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Roger Rockford was the missing heir, or the claimant, 
or something just as romantic, to the estate and title of 
Westwood. Rosalind Wynnstay was the attractive niece 
of the American millionaire wlio had rented the former. 
So now yon see what Rosalind in Arden (Dent) is about. 
Anyhow, you see the end, for with protagonists so situated 
it would be as much as a circulating library subscription is 
worth not to leave them embracing on the last page. Mr. 
H. B. Mabbiott Watson seems to have boon not only 
sensible of this, but (I fancy) somewhat hard put to it to 
provide them with six shilungs-worth of obstacle to the 
inevitable. Indeed, having practically finished his tale 
when the lovers told their love sevei^ chapters before it 
should be commercially due, he was obliged to invent a 
number of quite tiresome persons, who (like the works of a 
ws^) have nothing to do with the case, in order that they 
might chatter through a' sufficieno^r of pages. All this is 
onfy to say that I found Rosalind in Arden a dainty and 
attractive, if not strikingly original, short story, spoilt by 
expansion into a noveL Also the process seems to have 
been hurried. As witness this:—" At the registered hour 
he [Rogerl was at Charing Gross to ca^ the boat train to 
Dover. He paid no heed to his man, but recalled him 
when he reached the Oare St. Lasare.” If the author had 
paid a little more heed to his proofs this would never have 
happened. _ 

The first few strains of The Common Chord ^Iabtin 
Bbokbb) made my heart sink. For I found that PHniUS 
Bottomb hod apparently arranged for me to meet one after 
the other a composer*pianist with nerves, a beautiful young 


girl living a Bohemian life alone in a studio, and a hand¬ 
some young man, stupid but staunch, who loved her in 
vain. I felt those were all people I know well enough to 
wish to avoid; which only shows once more the danger of 
judging by appearances. It was the fast friendship between 
Jean Ucelle, the French musician, and Jimmy Armstrong, 
the sturdy Briton, which first sliowod mo that Jean at 
least must bo unusual, and 1 soon began to realise that for 
all his Gallic charm he hod enough Saxon grit (for after all 
he had an English mother) to gratify my insular prejudice. 
Oh, and another thing. Jimmy, who might so well have 
been handicapped in his rivalry for the love of Judith S. 
Calvert by the possession of riclies or noblo birth, laboured 
under no such unromantic disabilities, and in fact, on the 
score of prospects, Jean was always giving away a pound or 
two of weight; so that Judith, who was quite nice enough 
for either of them, had a fair choice. Still, she naturally 
enough chose Jean, though there were nearly some serious 
complications over the artistic allurements of Sotiia, the 
great Bussian dancer (need she have danced the swan 
dance? Are there not swallows and humming birds?), for 
whom Jean wrote the music which " caused him to arrive." 
In the end no one suffered much except Jimmy, and I am 
afraid he was always cut out for silent selt-sacrifico. so that 
I did not greatly mind. Altogether, if PHYiiUS Bottomb 
has used some familiar harmonies in building up her novel, 
she has managed to arrange them with uncxpectM freshness, 
and The Common Chord should on no account be lost. 

- -T ■ ^ 

Perhaps Mr. Winston Chubchili,, author of the admir¬ 
able Coniaton and no tyro, therefore, in the iioveyst's art, 
has, in The Inside of the Cup (MacmiIiLAn), let his sinceri¬ 
ties run away with him. Ho crowds his stage with so many 
folk that it IS almost impossible to keep aixsarate count of 
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them, to say nothing of getting comfortably acquainted, on a young Englishwoman, married to a shrewd but stodgy 
Ilis theme is the old theme of the generous and impatient solicitor, when she comes suddenly in contact with a rather 
modernists of every ago. Why preach (and finance! Christi- " ’’ ’ ' " ' “ 

anity and conduct lives and accent principles altogether 


modomists of every ago. Why preacli (and finance! Christi- fine and lawless dweller in the '* foothills ” of the Far West, 
anity and conduct lives and accept principles altogether These two last arc the Wilderness Lovers, and I found their 
opposed to it ? Why polish so assiduonsly the outside of goings-on rather mawkish and Mr. Fdkbhom^s reasonings 
tlio cup? nis hero, John I fodder, is a sterling parson in an thereon a trifle dull beside the breezy go-ahead movements 
important Middle-West American city; his villains, Eldon of the financier. Still, there are the two things, and you 
Parr, millionaire, manipulator and pillar of the Church, can make yonr choice which you will skip. There is very 
with the satellites who stand in with the big man in tho good stuff in the book either way. 

same deals and worahip in the same tabornaclo. Ifis heroine - 

is Eldon Pair's daughter A lisoii, a lovable character, admir- I found something stimnlatingly colonial about Ltrof the 
ably drawn. Tho coiilondiiig forctos range thcmsolvos for the Banges (Heinemann). There is a fine quality of youth and 
contest—the big battalions of tho dollars and tho orthodoxies vigour in Miss Eleamob Mobdapnt'b writing that invests 
on the one side, tho modern ideas and the deep sincerities with fresh interest the not %'eiy new story she tells. Lu 
on the other -with a prcciso definition which it is the herself is as vital a heroine as you need wish. We first 
weakness of real life not to allow. If tho o.agerness of meet her, the starving child-mother of two little brothers 
tho author’s convictions shatlors tho respectable quality of on the Main llanges, the throe of them having been 
detachment, his book will lui none tho loss w'elcomo to abandoned by their parents. Then comes along/uffnn Onfc, 


to abandoned by their parents. Then comes along Julian Orde, 


tlioso who are sincerely iniorest3<l in tho always rccuning I wanderer, cynic, sentimentalist and incurable ^oist (a figure 

_ A A1 . _ J a J3 AMik a M 


oxiMsriiiients wiWi now 
wine and old bottles. 
And certainly hero is a 
tract which is neither 
dull nor shallow. 




name and Hang him ” is,' 1' .' • s 1 

for a proverb, an un-' ^ W f 1 A 

usually acute estimate of ^ 

the way of tho world. BLl t"? Iwmmi] f 

Itut I think it rather w 

Ihegutteris not nearly so / / I 

hlackashopaintshimsclf. ^ / 

lie was too much inch noil STIDIKS IN ('HISIlNOI.OaV’. 

to look upon tho wine T’uuti.sino thi: eosriur.Nfi: rnrcK with a r 

when it is reil, and ho got --- 

six months for abstracting from Ihoonico pctly-cnsh Ijox tholof the stage. 


rnrcK with a lav riarnm, 


-touched in with admir¬ 
able success), who from 
the natural kindness that 
is in him rescues the little 
family from starvation, 
puts Lu —much to her 

I disgust—on a farm, and 

finally, after a period of 

_ separation, drifts back to 

her with results that 
wore inevitable. There 
follow some chapters 
dealing with a hospital 

- t that are as crudely (and 

_superfluously) horrible 

as anything that I re- 
, V member in recent fiction. 

\ ^ What upheld mo through 

them W'as tho certainty 
that no heroine W'ith tho 
>==r===s=^ gift for dancing dis- 

* \ \ played by Ln as a child 

of nature in the moun¬ 
tains w’ould over bo 
AT Fiarns. allowed to end without 

-becoming a popidar idol 

Which of cotu’se is what happens; loading 


SIX moniiis lor ansiraciing irom iiiooiiico pciiy-casii uox ino ot me stage. Avnicii or coui’se is wiiat Happens; loading 
wherewithal to back a hoive wbicb didn't win. lint beyond up to tli^ final scene, grimly moving, in which she again 
that tho mud which ho kuops Hinging at himself doesn’t meets Orde, and, dying, he connnanib her to dance again 
slick. That, of course, is the obvious design of the author, for him ns she did under tho trees in their j'outh. There 
Mr. John Bahnktt. Ife moans you lo think him the lino is a plenty of othoifincidents; at sorao of them one might 
fellow that ho really is. But this left-handed way of porliaps snocr ns melodramatic, but the whole effect is 
drawing a hero, or mthcrof making tlio hero paint his own undeniably robust. For this and for tlie character of Orde 
picture, using tho darkest possible colours for tho shadows, T hail tho book as one that promises well for Australian 
gives an imtating air of artificiality to tho greater part of literature. 

tho story. There is a delightful love scone at tho end, — ' - 


and nothing in tho sinner’s life becomes him half so well nn « „i: g. _ -i.- 

u™ -ir on,i. it » in hi. own 

get his di-anmtio climax^_ cdnsidorable pathos in the looai 

llie Wilderness Lovers (HounKit and Stodoh ton) makes • 

0 entirely distinct apiieals to the reader, tliough Mr. ’• Some oi our old curc-jguests who «« to wmo hoto 

T, 1 __ 1 _ .1 ___ after year, will surely rommd thciusclvos of those donkey oavaloadM, 

B. PuNSHOM has done ms bos^and a vtiy good best ^hich formerly walked throng^ tho whole town and how great tho 


two entirely distinct appeals to the reatler, tliough Ikfr. 
E. B. PuNBHON has done his best—and a very good best— 


E n 1 i.L. i aicer year, win sureiv ruiaxuu nutuuscuvoa ot tnoso aomtejoaTUoaoeB. 

. B. PuNSHON has done hia bos^and a \ti> good best ^hich formerly walked throufl^ the whole town and how great tho 
to weave th^ni nito ono stoiy. first thoro are tho doings pleasure always was for tho strengers to take a ride on those donkeys, 
of^an American millionaire who tallcH delightful Yankee and They used to bo ^nito a sj^ndid epooimon of donk^s and they 

ia bUssfuUy convinced that tho angels nro blind to the belong^ to tho town stu^ Shew timM i»em to bo finafiy over 

. ._if.y_«« A Thoso doukoy-cavalcados havo totslly disappoored. As far as they aro 

miaerv hia operations maj c*tU80 so long aa J*® ^ gtUl alive, tho bearers of this boautim donkey period are to bo found 

ohnroh or builds a Sunday School with part of tiio profits, jn town stable for donkeys, ^ere are very few who live still 
^hen there ia a ps 3 'chological study of tho effect produced andit won't be long till also tne last of their nee wilt be dead.*' 





■JuiiY 9, 1913.] 


PUNCJf, OR TIIK LONDON CDAllIVARf. 


CHARIVARIA having been arrived at in the negotia-’ Iris,’ Iloidolborg Road, Clifton Hill.’* 

” ^ I t'ona between the mcrond gentleman This innst have been much more satis- 

Sa\8 Mr. Bahiiy Pain, in ^ Sirs. ■ and the bargees. .5 ] factory than keeping back tho news 

Slurjihy: “There s illnesses as is ill-; * from Miss llowgato until the wedding 

nesses, and there's illnesses as ain’t. I It is announced that, in spite of tho : day. ,, 

And it’s only them with time and considerable expense involved, the crass' "* 

money to spare ns can afford tlie ill -' on tho dome of St. Paul’s is to bo re-1 Tho fact that a huge signboard, 
nesses as ain’t.” It seems almost iiy! gilded. To tho credit of tho authorities | advertising “ Como Over Hero ” at tho 
credible, but Mr. Basby Pain has cvi-;anofrerbynnAnievicnncommorcialman Ixmdon Opera, House, fell and was 
dently.not hoard of tho Insurance Act. to bear tho cost in return for advertising wi'ecked tho other day, reminds us that, 
f _ rights is said to have been lufusod. j when Franco’s clianipion prizo-iigbter 

“Dr. ,T. Sinclair,” it is announced, . appeared in tho Kovuo, a atrip of paper 

‘^laS been appointed chief medical A costermonger’s donkey was killed; announcing “ Kngagenient of Georges 
ollicer to the Post Oifico." Tho work by. a motor omnibus in the'Strand last CaiRrntier” was pasted across tho 
involyott must bo peculiarly arduous, | week. It must have been an unoquar poster depicting Milo, Poi.airb. So 
for, since it took over tho telephones, | combat from tho beginning. ■ far, no damages have been claimed for 


tho Post Office suffers fram 
more complaints than any other 
public department. 

With reference to the gentle¬ 
man who recently hoaxed tho 
Ijondon Hospital in tho matter 
of a big donation to its funds, 
wo understand that tho medical 
staff trust that, if he should ever 
have to undergo an operation, 
ho will place himself in their 
hands. 

* * 

• *{* 

Negotiations aro reported to 
be in progress for tho purchase 
by the British Government of an 
linger airship. Meanwhile, is 
anything being done to provide 
us with guns capable of hitting: 
aircraft’? Wo need not only 
Ungers, but also Ungor-Strikers.' 

***.>."^ j 

A swarm of {kios occupied a 
post-office letter-box at Bal- 
combo, Devon, one day last' 
week. A Suffragette is sus-! 
poctod of having brought them' 
there in lioc bonnet. I 





breach. 

^ In an ago wlieu under-diussing 
is all too common, it is grali- 
' lying to roiul that tho monks at 
the monastery of St. Miohool at 
Maikop, in the Caucasus, have 
gone on strike in consequence of 
an order issued by their Father j 
• Superior prohibiting them from ' 
wearing trousers. 

! Last year’s flmds in Norfolk 
I have resulted in deposits of mud 
in tho Broads. Norfolk people, 
however, are not easily dis- 
; couraged, and wo may expect 
.shortly to see some such | 
advortisoment as this:— 

•‘WHY c;0 TO TTIK CONTINENT 

WIIKN VOU CAN r.KT 

Exc'ki.i.knt Mud Uatiib 
; Jn Yoru OivN CovsTuv?” 


Reading that tho Ijowcstoft 
drifter, Lord Wenlock, realised 
113:17 for one night’s work, her 

^ --J,-Q.. , catch being 1.50 crans, a woll- 

thcro in lior bonnet. amtleiiian {who hna brought a pirnumt artirt to-do Gotham man asked his 

*0.* to see tlw Academy). ‘"limuK auk iivNDUKns ok nKAVTirvi. lisbmonger to obtain a cran for 

Croydon, which is seeking to him, as ho had never lasted one. 

extend its boundaries, is in some' 

fear lost the borough shall be'- - - '- -Sir Rohkbt Rookhs has taken 

annexed by London. This would bo I We aro not allowed to connnent on a' exception to tho toast-master’s having 
strenuously resisted by Croydon, and, j case which, at the time of going to announced Sir Samuki, J'iVANS us “ Tho 
as it is thought that Ijondon would j press, is still snh jitHiee, but we hope President of the Divoieo Court " at the 
probably object to being annexed by > we shall not got into trouble for draw- Guildhall Luncheon to tho French 
Croydon, it is possible that a delicate .ing allention to the following head- President. “Sammy” would certainly 
situation may arise before long. I linos which appeared in The Duihj Mail have sounded more gonial. 

j last week:— 

An elephant, wo read, figured among j j,ADY 8 ACKVILLE Wo are authorised to deny as a silly 


the presents at an Eastbourne wedding. I 
Wo suspect it was a white one. I 

tjt { 

Tho Vicar of Sittinghoui'no, Kent,; 
we learn from The Express, has staiied I 
a “Bargemen’s Brotherhood,” which: 


“J,ADY 8ACKVILLE 
ON THE SCO’l'TS. 

MR. WALTER SCOTT 
ON HI8 KNEES." 


If The Sydney Herald publishes many 


canard the report that Mr. Lmyu 
Gkokob will shortly appear in a Revue 
at the National Liberal Club, ontitled 
“ Halo Ragtime.” 

“Tlio BraAs Biind aro entrring for tho Band 


attend a place of worship once on tho “ Mr. Herbert Moss has retuined to want of instruincnts.” 

Sunday wnen on shore, and to cndrnt'onr Sydney. His engagement (under ro- Weslmeath nuJepeitdent. 

not to swear.” Tho word in italics (ours) mantle circumstances) has just lieon No Brass Band of spirit would let a 
would seem to point to a compromise announced to Miss Howgate, of ‘Glen littlo thing like that worry it. 
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BETTER THAN A PLAY. 

[Tjtnog addressed to a waiter at a restaurant where they offer 
facilities tor theatre-dinners.] 

Nay, rush mo not, Antonio; let me savour 
This coffco tl la Turque at my slow ease. 

And lap this blend of Benedictine flavour 
Distilled by holy friars on their knees; 

Bring me a biund of Cuba, green and balmy, 

With gilded cummerbund and long and fat; 

I have no play to see to-night, mm ami, 

I thank my gods for that, 

Tliis hour to inward peace is dedicated; 

To-night I will escape that captious mood 
Which comes of healthy appetite unsatod 
Or else the bitter pangs of bolted food, 
liingering meals, with clioico cigai-s for sequel. 

Suit my digestive system better far; 

1 have soon many plays, but few to equal 
A really good cigar. 

And then compare the charges I For a scanty 
Stoll I must put my domi-guinea down. 

Whereas this full and generous “ Elegante ” 

Costs me the paltry sum of half-a-crown; 

And, as I smoke it, I may hold a quiet 
Duologue with myself, of fancy wrought. 

Where no intruding mummers, making riot. 

Distract my train of thought. 

It is, I own, an honourable calling. 

That of the histrion ; I respect his art; 

The grind, 1 always think, must be appalling 
Of getting such a lot of words by heart; 

I would not seem, for worlds, to oast suspicion 
Upon liis shining claims; I but protest 
lie cannot stand tho strain of competition 
With one of Cuba’s best. 

But when tho ferment of my peptic juices 
Begins, my good Antonio, to abate, 

Lotting my brain, now blind to Thespian uses. 

Enter upon a more i-ocoptive state. 

Lest you should deem that I have touched too lightly 
On sacred matters, I will move along 
To whero they give two exhibitions nightly. 

And liear a comic song, O.- S. 


ONCE UPON A TIME. 

Civilization. 

Once upon a time there was a man who was tired of 
hurry and fret and competition and politics and fashion 
and modernity. Above all he was tired of newspapers. 

“I will,” he said, “betake me to the wilderness for a 
while and get bock a little peace and simplicity." 

But the first thing that he saw on reaching the wilder¬ 
ness was the oiKoo of The Wildemess Gazelle. 


From a circular:— 

“ Briefly, Pollidol is diaoctylamidoaisotolud.*' 

If the writer is really aiming at brevity, ho must try again. 


“Dnly one of tho ofScers is now living who took part in tho 
‘Charts of,the Light Brigado’ at Balaclava; but there aro probably 
still 1,900 of the privates on earth who took port in that great 
historiOsl event ,”—Orecnicood (B.C.) Ledge, 

All that was lefbof them—left of six hundred. 


THE CREATIVE GIFT. 

[■ * A character will every now and then scorn to take the bit between 
his tooth and say and do things for which his creator feels himself 
hardly responsible.”— Wiluam AncHeB."] • 

Tui-i budding dramatist looked again at tho passage in 
the Playwright’s Manual. Yes, there it was in cold print. 

"Once your characters aro clearly in your mind," he 
read, “you con let them work out their own salvation. 
They, not you, will construct the play. The late Clyde 
Fitch used to insist that his charocti^ often surprised 
him by their actions.” 

The budding, dramatist breathed hard. This was »naw 
gospel to him; he hod been on tho wrong track from the 
start. Clearly the proper course was to individualize the 
characters mentally, to decide on tho opening scene, and 
then to sit back in a receptive mood and ir^rd the actions 
of tho children of his party. At last he could begin on. 
To-Morrow, his great dramatization of Laziness; for already 
tho character of Lucius Doolitlle was clearly in his head. 
How, then, should the play open ? Once this was decided, 
ho could liberate fAwtius and let him go his own way. 

At exactly eight o’clock the next morning a splendid idea 
for the beginning of Act I. presented itself. Scene: Morning 
in Jjucius Doolittle’s bachelor apartments. An alarm clock 
heard ringing without. Lucius in his pyjamas emerges from 
his bedroom door, and ligJUing a cigarette (character touch) 
strolls listlessly toward the bath. A grant oeginning: true 
to eveiy-day life and yet unusual. Not a soul in the 
audience imt would be ' startled into attention by the 
insistent tinkle of the alarm-. What psychology! And 
later, perhaps, the audience could actually hear Lucius’s 
bath running. Uncompromising realism I 

Such was the budding dramatist’s fever of excitement 
that he could hardly wait to scramblo into his clothes and to 
pounce upon his bacon and eggs before be^nning tho work 
of a lifetime. At lust all was ready—his pen chosen, his 
paper ranged before him. Trembling with excitement ho 
proceeded to focus his inner eye upon Lucius Doolittle, 
who was to choose his ■ own path through tho piece 
unhindered. Cautiously be wrote as follows: "Time — 
early morning. Doolittle’s apartments are in disorder. 
Glasses ami a half-emptied bottle stand on the centre-table ; 
beside them lies a pack of cards. There is nobody in the 
room; DooMttAo is obviously not yet up." 

The dramatist paused, and with a little gasp of excite-. 
ment set dftwn these words:— 

“ An alarm dock is heard ringhig without.’* 

Ho waited, eyes shut. 

“ Now, Lucius, ^o tt,” ho murmured. 

Somehow in his inner consciousness he could feel 
Doolittle stirring, waking. What was the character saying ? 
Wait—hero it was I Slowly the dramatist’s hand traced 
tho words as if from dictation:— 

Voice of Doolittle ^ithin). "Bl - the clock; I’m going 

to sleep again," [Long pause. 

CUBTAlN. 

The dramatist looked at the finished work doubtfully, 
critically. 

“ It’s a short Act,” be muttered, “ but I like the method. 
It' certainly shows up the man Doolittle." ' 


“ Stuff tbs shoes with paper, then dip a rag in turpentine and rub 
tho suede. Continue rubbing, turning tho rag when soiled, till tho 
shoes look quite clean. Then hang in a eurrent of air to remove 
tho smell of the turpentine .”—North Star. 

If on descending from this breezy position you find that the 
odour still remains, have a hot bath and change all your 
clothes. 










































































ANOTIIEB INJUSTrOE. 

])EiNa in tho tliick of a toiupurarv 
ombarrasHmont, and haviiif;, ns it 
soemod, run upon tho rocks at tho 
procise moment liiat all niy friends 
and relations had performed a similar 
feat, there was nothing for it but to 
seek professional aid. 

On asking tho advice of one to 
whom all such mysteries are an open 
took, I was direetto to an upper room 
in Jermyn Street. 

The second floor, he had told me; 
but when I reached it and found no 
name on the door but plain 

pXlBOK BbEITSTBInJ 

I felt convinced there hod been some 
mistake. For only that morning hod I 
not been reading about Lord Nrwton's 
Moneylenders Bill, the point of which 
is that no moneylender at the present 
time would dream of having anything 
but a Ohristian—or, if possible, a 
Beotch—name. 

I was therefore beating a retreat, 
when the door opened and I was asked 
if I was looking for anything. To the 


blond, muscular, snub-nosed and vorv 
ohvious Anglo-Saxon gentleman who 
put tho question 1 replied that I was 
in search of ouo whoso privilege and 
pleasure it was to assist his fellows in 
times of financial btiess. 

“ Como in,” lie said; “ that's what 
T ’ll! jolly well hero for.” 

1 held my swiiimiing head. 

"But,” 1 said, “how can joa ho a 
moneylender when your name is Aaron 
Broitstoin ? It’s impossible. If your 
name was Aaron Breitstciii you would 
have to change it in onlor to succeed 
in such a business. You would call 
yourself Graham or MotTalt or Bunty 
or Archer or Bosslyn or 1 farms woi-th 
or Poai'son. I know; 1 have toon 
reading the aliases in tho daily press 
only this morning.” 

"My real name is not Aaron Breit- 
stein,” he said. “That's only my 
business name.” 

“ What is your real name ? ” I asked. 

" John George Albion,” ho said. 

“But if that's your real name," I 
replied, “you must bo English, and 
indeed you look it; and how can an 
Englishman bo a moneylender? It’s 
not done.” 


“ I 'ill merely an innovator,” ho said. 
“ I want to ho in tho van. ^cing this 
change coming I decided to ho tho first 
moneylender with a frankly Semitic 
name, and so I opened this office right 
away in order to got a start of all tho 
‘ Scotchmen ’ when they have to revert 
to tlicir true st^dc.” 

“ But your triumph cannot lost long,” 
T reminded him; “ fur you ’ll have to 
change back too.” 

“ 1 don’t think so,” ho said. “ I don't 
oxptxsl to ho worried very much. Only 
the susiK'cted are under suspicion, you 
know.” 

“ Ti-uo,” I soid. 

“ Meuiiwhile,” ho continued, “ how 
much do you want ? ” 

1 told him. 

“ Your name and address? ” he added, 
looking mo full in tho face. 

I smiled as 1 gave them, and ho 
smiled as ho wrote them down. 

“Ah I” he said, “Jjord Nkwtok is 
very solicitous for tho hpalth of the 

S iublic, but what about the publio’s 
rionds in need? What about money- 
torrowere’ aliases ? That 'sVhere wo 
suffer, and no peer will over do any¬ 
thing to protect us.” • 
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RURAL REVELRY. 

(Vide Ixical Press passim) 

Om Friday last the annual outing of 
the Titteringham Literary Society was 
held in ]^rfect weather, to the complete 
satisfaction of all who wore privileged 
to participate therein. Hitherto the 
members nave fared forth on their 
annual expeditions in horse-drawn 
vehicles, usually of the waggonette 
type, but on this occasion a new de¬ 
parture was made, and the Society 
availed themselves of the new and 
commoliods motor-brake recently ac¬ 
quired by Messrs. Docking and Posh. 
Mr. Jno. Posh, Junr., was at the wheel. 


and his tactful execution of his chanf- 
forial functions elicited the warmest 
encomiums, the list of casualties being 
confined to one hedgehog, for which no 
claim was preferred. 

An exeellent start was effected at 
10.30 A.H. from the “Hammer and 
Tongs Inn,” and in less than an hour 
the splendidly upholstered vehicle, 
gliding swiftly over the well-appointed 
road, draw up at the entrance to New- 
bottle Abbey. A special feature of these 
excursions is . the excellent practice of 
allotting each place visited to a member 
with special antiquarian knowledge. 
On this occasion it feU to the lot of 
our esteemed fellow-eitisen, Mr. ^ra 


Tipple, to discourse on the beauties of 
Newbottle Abbey; and right eloquently 
did he avail himself of his opportunities. 
Mr. Tipple gave a short and muterly 
sketch of the original Boman e^p of 
Novo-Bottilium, on the irite of which the 
Abbey was subsequently built by Qoswy,. 
King of Northumbria. Later on, when 
Kino John was on his disastrous maroh 
to the Wash, he was entertained, wito 
lavish hospitality by the Abbot, and in 
return for a magnificent dish of carp, 
which were served up to the r^al 
epicure, the Abbey received the right 
to adopt the somewhat pagan idotto of 
Carpe diem. Proceeding thence to 
Sttattingford the party partook of an 
excellent luncheon at the “ Gray Goose 
Hotel,” where mine host (Mr. Jonah 
Bulpilt) literally surpassed himself in 
the amplitude of the Tnentt provided. 

Before leaving Stuttingford on the 
return journey, the Society spent a 
delightful hour in the Free Library, 
whore Mr. Widgery Bamber, the 
librarian, did the honours of the in¬ 
stitution, and Mr. Thoophilus Moult 
delivered an interesting address on the 
principal branches of local manufacture, 
vis., cotton, linen, canvas for sails, 
sacking, candlewioks, hats, axes, adzes, 
spades, boos, and sickles. The chief 
articles of export, in addition to some 
of the above, are wool, grain, butter, 
batli-chairs, gunpowder, golf-balls, pig- 
iron, crinolines (for Central Africa), 
Bwoggles and bobbins. On the motion 
of Mr. Hathorley Goole a vote of thanks 
was passed to Mr. Moult for his lucid 
and illuminating address. 

Having partaken of lunch at Stutting- 
ford the party were delighted to find 
tea provided for them on roaclii.ng 
Tittonhanger at 4.45 f.m., Messrs. 
Pottle and Sons, the well-known 
caterers of Wigborough, having pur¬ 
veyed the repast, which ii^uded 
shrimps and cherries as hors d'ceuvre. 
When repletion had supervened the 
partyjuigmtod to the monastery, where 
the Kev. John Bluck, whose services as 
cicerone were greatly appreciated, gave 
a vivid account of this great but now 
derelict foundation. In the days of 
Hnnby YII. the staff included an 
oroh-mahdible, seventeen wapentakers, 
twenty halber^ersi several seneschals, 
and a deputy swan-marker. The soil 
is chiefly day and the land is in many 

i iarts swampy, ■ but remarkably fine 
obsters are bred in the river; the air.is 
salubrious and the surrounding scenery 
of pleasing character. Severn human 
bones were dug up in the immediate 
neighbourhood of the gatehouse, which 
is a fine spedmen tn mid-Victorian 
flamboyant style, with moohicolated 
transoms and gabled triforium. 

On ari excnxsion of this sort not much ^ 
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THE SEARCH FOR OLYMPIC TALENT. 

An UNT11U6IABT (wno HAB THK FUTI-BK of BlilTAtN VKBY MUCH Al'-IIKAItT) TIMING A AVKI.BIIKn OVUn THE ‘JOO MKTUE8. 


titiio is available for the collector, but 
while tlio Stuttlebury woods wore 
being explored specimens were obtained 
of the lesser pimpernel, the striped or 
deadly pipsqueak, stuntw'ort, talking 
nettle, and friable rock-bane, also 
known as the vegetable lamprey. Mr. 
Josiah Povey also brought back witli 
him two horseshoes, three gutty golf- 
balls, probably dating from the early 
’nineties, a disused sprocket-wheel, and 
a pair of Argosy braces. 

A halt was made on the return 
journey at the parish church of Great 
Snoring, which the Bev. John Tiluck 
described as one of the stateliest monu¬ 
ments of the Decorated Soporific school 
of art. Within a mile of home the 
complete success of the excursion was 
very nearly impaired by a serious acci¬ 
dent. Mr. Timothy Wanlip, junr., who 
had partaken heartily of Crimps, was 
suddenly seized with what Mr. Lloyd 
Geobois elegantly calls “cross-Channel” 
s^ptoms, and itell from the box-seat. ] 
Fortunately the brake had been fitted 
only the day before by Messrs. Bracklev 
and Jeeves with a oowscraper, whicn 
most efficiently prevented Mr. Wanlip, 
junr., from being crashed under the 
who^. Bestoratives were promptly 
administered by our . good mend Mr. 
Hugo Trotter, IaP.S., and the home¬ 
ward journey was completed without 
any further contretemps. 


THU DAVID-AND-.10NATHAN 
BBIGADE. 

“ Thr ufTectionato relations between 
Mr. Chukoiiill and Mr. JjLOYD 
Gkoror," says Tfut Star, “was [sic) 
noted in various little wivj’s at the 
National Ijibcral Club outside the 

3 leeches. As they left the i*oom Mr. 

HUiU'HitJ. was assuring Mr. Grorok, 
‘You’ro the man for us,’ and patting 
him on the back.” 

The almost doglike devotion tliat 
Mr. AsguiTH displays at all times 
towards Mr. John Rkiimoxo received 
a charming illustration during the 
division on tlie Third lieoding of the 
Ministerial Investments Bill. As they 
returned from the fjobby the Prkmikr 
was holding on to the Irish Ijoodor’s 
hand and, looking wistfully up into his 
eyes, was heaixl to remark, “ Where 
siiouhl wo bo without yon ’? ” 

Sir Maubicr Levy and Mr. Hams.vy 
MAcDoNATiD,it is well known, are bosom 
friends and enjoy each otlier’s confi¬ 
dence in a remarkable degree. The 
depth of the feeling existing between 
them was made apparent to passers-by 
the other day when, standing outside 
the Leicester Lounge, the Badical 
plutocrat placed his arm round his 
coUeaguo’s neck and murmured in his 
ear, “ Bausay, you ’ro the limit I ” 

Mr. Lewis IIabcoubt and Mr. John 


Huiinh are, of course, inseparable. Only 
the other day, us they strollwl together 
across Palace Yard, the Colonial Sko- 
kktahy was observed to punch his com¬ 
rade in the ribs and shout admiringly, 
“ Ho, you are a one! ” 

THE STOBY BOOK. 

fit is nnnnuiifcd in an American nows- 


plainly visible and somewhat raised above Ibo 
surface of the shell. I’he • W ’ and * I’' were 
in capital letters.’’] 

A VOLUME most delightful 
I 'in happy to possess. 

Of pasted cuttings quite full 
Collected from the Pirns; 

' Eor years I’ve kept it going. 
Preserving thus intact 
Tlie fictions, glib and flowing, 
Betuiled to us as fact. 

The range of choice is ample. 

But one I chiefly love— 

Tlie staggering example 
That’s repr^uced above; 

I ’vo sought in each direction, 

But none with this can vie, 

The gem of my collection. 

The Very Biggest Lie. . 

«s=s=aaass=assa 

Ijettor from a parent to a Bridlington 
schoolmistress:— 

“ Dear Miss-.—Dorothy’s absenso was 

required at homo yesterday afternoon.—J.F." 
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LOT 176. 

“ Do you happen to want,” 1 said to 
Uenry, “ an opera hat that doesn’t op ? 
At least it only works on ono side.” 

“ No,” said Henry. 

“ To anyone who buys my opera hat 
for a large sum I am giving away four 
square yards of linoleum, a revolving 
bookcase, two curtain roils, a pair of 
spring-gripdumb-bells and an extremely 
patent mouse-trap.” 

“ No,” said Henry again. 

“Tho mouse-trap," I pleaded, "is 
unused. That is to say, no mouse has 
used it yet. My mouse-trap has never 
been blooded.” 

“I don’t want it myself,” said Henry, 
“ but I know a man who does.” 

“ Henry, you know everybody. For 
Heaven’s sake introduce mo to your 
friend. Why does ho particularly want 
a mouse-trap? ” 

“ He doesn’t. Ho wants anything 
that’s old. Old clothes, old carpets, 
anything that's old ho ’ll buy.” 

He scorned to be exactly tho man 1 
wanted. 

“ Introduce mo to your follow club¬ 
man,” I said firmly. 

That evening I wrote to Henry’s 
friend, Mr. Bennett. “Dear Sir,” I 
wrote, “ if you would call upon mo to¬ 
morrow r should like to show you some 
really old things, all genuine antiques. 
In particular I would call your atten¬ 
tion to an old opera Iiat of exquisite 
workmanship and a mouse-trap of 
chaste and handsome design. 1 have 
also a few yards of Queen Anno lino¬ 
leum of a circular pattern which I 
think will please you. My James the 
First spring-grip dumb-bells and Louis 
Quatorso cu^m-rods are well known 
to connoisseurs. A genuine old cork 
bedroom suite, comprising ono bath- 
mat, will also be included in the sale. 
Yours faithfully.” 

On second thoughts 1 tore the letter 
up and sent Mr. Bennett a postcai-d 
asking him to favour the undersigned 
with a call at 10.30 prompt. And at 
10.30 prompt ho came. 

I had expected to see a bearded 
patriarch with a hooked nose and 
three hats on his head, but Mr. Bennett 
turned out to bo a very spruce gentle¬ 
man, wearing (I was sorry to see) much 
bettor clothes than the opera hat 1 
roppsed to sell him. He became 
usmosslike at once. 

“Just toll mo what you want to 
sell,” ho said, whipping out a pocket- 
bpok, “ and € ’ll make a note of it. I 
take anything.” 

1 looked round my spacious apartment 
and wondered what to begin with. 

“ Tho revolving bookcase,” I an¬ 
nounced. * 


"I’m afraid there’s very little side 
for revolving bookcases now,” bo said, 
as he made a note of it. 

“ As a matter of fact,” I minted out, 
“ this one doesn’t revolve. It got stuck 
some years ago.” 

He didn’t seem to think that this 
would increase tho rush, but bo mode 
a note of it. 

" Then the writing-desk.” 

"Tho what?” 

“Tho Georgian bureau. A copy of 
an old twentieth-century escritoire." 

“ Walnut? ” ho said, tapping it. 

“ Possibly. Tho value of this 
Georgian writing-desk, however, lies 
not in tho wood but in the literary 
associations.” 

“Ahl My customers don’t bother 
much about that, but still—whose was 
it?” 

“ Mine,” I said with dignity, placing 
my hand in the breast pocket of my 
coat. " 1 have written many charming 
things at that desk. My ‘Ode to a 
Bell-push,’ my ‘Thoughts on Asia,’ 

. ... It 

lYiy "■■■ - 

“ Anything else in this room ? ” said 
Mr. Bennett. “ Carpet, curtains-” 

“ Nothing else,” I said coldly. 

Wo went into the bedroom and, 
gazing on the linoleum, my enthusiasm 
returned to mo. 

“ Tho linoleum,” I said with a wave 
of tho hand. 

" Very much worn,” said Mr. Bennett. 

I called his attention to the piece 
under the bed. 

“ Not under there,” I said. “I never 
walk on that piece. It’s os good os 
new.” 

lie made a note. “ What else ? ” ho 
said. 

1 showed him round tho collection. 
He saw tho Louis Quatorze curtain- 
rods, the cork bedroom suite, the 
Ctesarian nail-brush (quite bald), the 
antique shaving-mirror with genuine 
crack—he saw it all. And then we 
wont book into tho other rooms and 
found some more things for him. 

“ Yes,” he said, consulting his note¬ 
book. “ And now how would you like 
me to buy these ? ” 

“ At a largo price,” I said. “ If you 
have brought your cheque-book I’ll 
lend you a pen.” 

“You want me to make you an 
offer? Otherwise I should soil them 
by auction for you, deducting ten per 
cent, commission.” 

“ Not by auction,” 1 said impulsively. 
“ I couldn’t bear to know how much, 
or rather how little, my Georgian 
bureau fetched. It was there, as I 
think I told you, that I wrote my 
* Guido to the Bound Pond.’ Give me 
an inclusive price for the lot, and never, 
never let me know the details.” 


He named an indusive price. It was 
something under a hundied-and-fifty 
pounds. I shouldn’t have minded that 
if it hod only been a liftle over ten 
pounds. But it wasn’t. 

" Right,” I agreed. “ And, oh, I was 
nearly forgetting. There’s an old 
opem hat of exquisite workmanship, 
which-” 

“Ah, now, clothes hod much better bo 
sold by auctidn. Make a pile of oU you 
don’t want and I ’ll send round a^ck 
for them. I have an auction sole every | 
Wednesday.” • 

“ Very well. Send round to-morrow. ' 
And you might—er—also send round ! 
0 —er—cheque for—quite so. Well, 
then, good morning.” 

When ho had gone I went into my ^ 
bedroom and made a pile of my opera- , 
hat. It didn’t look very impressive— 
hardly worth having a sack specially 
sent round for it. To keep it company 
I coUected an assortment of clothes. 

It pained me to brook up my wardrobe 
in this way, but I wanted the bidding 
for my o^ra-hat to be brisk, and a 
few pi^iminary suits would warm tho 
public up. Altogether it was a goodly 
pile when it was done. Tho opera-hat 
perched on the top, half of it only at ' 
work. I 

# # S! * 

To-day I received from Mr. Bennett 
a cheque, a catalogue and an account. ; 
Tho catalogue was marked " Lots 172- i 
179.” Somehow I felt that my opera | 
hat would bo Lot 176. I turned to it ! 
in the account. 

“ Ixit 176—Six shillings.” ; 

“ It did well,” I said. “ Perhaps in 
my h^t of hearts 1 hoped for seven 
and sixpence, but six shillings—yes, it ! 
was a good hat.” 

And then I turned to the catalogue. 

“ Lot 176 —Frock coat and vest, dress 
coat and vest, ditto, pair of trousers 
and opera hat.” 

“^«d opera hat." Well, well. At 
ledst it hod tho position of honour at 
tho end. My opera hat was starred. 

A. A. M. 


Alto Ban, 

“Mr. and Mm. Lloyd Ooorge wera present 
at a perfonnanco oi * La Bohomo,’ given at 
Covent Garden on Monday night, when Melba 
and Cainso were never to such good 
advontago. Tho Xing and Queen were also 
present.”—Carnarvon Herald. 


“ ‘Cynic,’ ‘iconoclast,’ ‘wanton’—all these 
terms, and many more, have been applied to 
Bernard Shaw from tho time when his widows' 
Houses was produced down to tho present.” 

The Sunday Times (Sydney), 

But you ought to have heard tho things 
they said when his Widowers' Houses 
was produced. 
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O iAo^Kr- 


HINTS TO CUMBERS: HOW TO ATTRACT NOTICE. 

VI. ACQL’IRI'! a FKW OlUGfKAL KXPT.KT1VK8 AKD LKT THKM L.UUSK OM APFROralATii OC'CASIOXS. 


THE M.P.’8 CARDEH OF VERSES. 

(After ItouEitr Lovis SriirKEHos.) 

I. 

Tiik Whole Duty ok MKMUKitii. 
M.l’.’s should to their chief.s lie true 
And vote as they are told to do; 

Do gontleniauly in debate 
Or try to bo, at any rate. 

II. 

A Tiiouoht. 

It’s loally very nice to tliiiik 
That in tiie ilouso tlicre's moat and 
drink, 

Witli no necessity to siioak 
And all the time £B a week! 

III. 

The Daily ltou.vn. 

In winter sitting late at niglit 
I hate tlio aiiificial light; 

III summer it is ratlier hard 
To leave the sun in Palace Yard. 

I have to go inside the place. 

And hang about all day in case 
The Tories spring a snap division 
^And theif object to its rescission. 
Now does it not seem hard to you, 
Wheif there ara nicer things to do. 
That I should have to spend my day 
In such a tiuesome sort of way? 


Two OK A Kind. ] 

I love the man who pairs with me 
And gives mo whole days oil; 

On politics wo disagree 
Put both are keen on golf. 

It's nicer far at Walton Heath 
Tlian voting like machines, 

I'or here tlicra's lovely turf beneath 
Our feet and perfect gieens 1 

All worries wo have left Iiohind ; 

Wo are as free ns air; 

It would ho difficult to find 
A more contented pair. 

V. 

The Boad to Success. 

1 do as I am told each day 
And in the end it's bound to pay, 
L'or if I don't make any slips 
1 'll win the favour of the Whips. 

A Moiulier who, though not much 
worth. 

Can't some day gel a docent berth. 
He is a bad M.P., 1 'm sure. 

Or else his brains ara very poor. 

VI. 

A PitETTY Thought. 

The House is so full of delightful M.P.’s 
I 'in sura w’e should all be as happy os 
bees. ' 


Good and Had Members. 
Members 1 once you've been elected, 
Always vote as you ’ra expoeted. 

Not the way your heart inclines, 

Hut on striet^t Party lines. 

I.et it be vour only hobby 
To perambulate the Lobby; 

Very seldom even try 
To attract the Speaker's eye. 

Beady at a moment’s notice 
, In your place, wbate’er the vote is— 
That was how—and still is yet — 
Members roachod the Cabinet. 

But the lazy and unruly 
And the so^ who speak unduly. 

Let them put aside the notion 
They will ever get promotion. 

Faithless and unwilling henchmen 
Never will become front-bench-men. 
And.they cannot well complain 
If Private Members they remain. 

"Two KSiorvoin at Bradford have boon 
poisoned by dyo. 

“ The action is attributed to Sufiragettei, 
and the supply has boon cut off.” 

South African Nem. 

In England the supply of them con¬ 
tinues. 
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Bseeiu/'e ftc dadi lAHeuT *8° **7 “7 lamented fnend Labby, Btuituss done.—Second Beading of ' 

eSSBNOE UF PAR1.IAMEI^. i yged to put the circulars in an Moneylonders Bill passed ■without 
(Exibaoibd moK nm Dubt ov Toby, M.P.) unstamped envelope and re-address division. Chorus of approval promises 
Home of fjords, June 30.—Lord them to the sender, Moses or Aaron as swift and certain progress to Statute 
Newton not only makes eKoellent jokes; the case might be. Pictured to myself Book. 

he passes good Jlills. Already this their benevolent smile when, having House of Commons, 8.30 am., Thurs- 
Session, whilst others talk and wrangle, paid twopence for the missive expectant day .—After sitting that ran nearly the 
he hM earned through a useful measure of prey, they fouud their own circular, full round of the clock House sleepily 
dealing with the evils of betting. To- “ Am told this artless expedient is adjourned. In other days, before Irish 
day moves second reading of the , p--, Members found salvation, it was I 


day moves second reading of the 
Moneylenders Bill. Not the 
kiiyd jhat Josiah or Abraham 
would voluntarily endorse, even 
with the prospect of something 
more than the maximum of 5 
per cent, interest which figures 
modestly in their circulars. And 
yet its provisions ore so simple, 
and the obvious marvel is they 
were not earlier enforced. 

* All that Lord Newton asks is 
that moneylenders shall describe 
themselves as such; that in 
addition to their assumed names 
they shall give their own; and 
that their circulars shall bo sent 
only to such hapless students of 
this type of literature as shall in¬ 
dicate desire to have it supplied. 

A flatter audible on cei-tain 
benches when, os result of in¬ 
quiry, Newton told how these 


CftEV/C S LANSOOWNE 

(«a kfCwAity lECauiACO 





a familiar incident in week’s 
work to go homo with the milk 
in the morning. Of late an 
all-night sitting is so unusual 
as to create some talk. Suggests 
inquiry about reasonableness of 
charging overtime. Labour 
Members testify that when that 
overloaded Titan, the British 
workman, is i^uired to stay on 
after completion of a full dky’s 
work ho is paid per hour at 
increased rate. Why should 
there be one law for the dock- 
worker and another for the 
wage-earner at Westminster? 
Talk of organising strikes if 
demands on this score be ignored 
by ChanceiiIiOb of Exchequer, 
Late sitting occasioned by 
resolute opposition displayed 
against Plural Voting Bill in 


benches when, os result of m- , , ... ^ ., resolute opposition displayed 

quiry, Newton told how these iMNsnowNE.” 

honest traders, solicitous to add appear- countercheckod by hereditary wai'iness. Committee. Earlier in afternoon there 
'ande of respectability to shady busi- Orders have been given in all money- wasoutbruakdisclosin^afresholectricity 
ness, borrow names of noble lords lenders’offices not to take in unstam|XKl in an atmosphere which through lon{| 
and flaunt them in place of their letters. What puzzles mo is how these hours is dolefully depressing. Marconi 
own, invariably suggestive of Semitic fellows come to know of my straitened episode petered out and Aruheu-Shee 
origin. For example, there aro among circumstances, a condition of life the not quite ready with his oil-can. 
the tribe a Burton, a Stewabt (no privacy of whicli 1 jealously guard. As Accordingly, by way of filling up time, 
kinsman of Londonderry or Gallo- they say at the War Office, tho Admiralty Wolmer, devounxl witli anxiety for 
way), a Fobtescue and—iiere Newton, or elsewhere, when an embarrassing political purity, brings in Bill extond- 
smitten with genuine emotion, shud- document gets into tbo papera, there’s ing scope of Corrupt Practices Act. 
dored—a CunzoN. This indignity to an a leakage somewhere.” Based upon incident occurring at 

historic assembly, which has not even a recent by-election at Leicester. Borne 

preamble to recommend it, will be mode misunderstanding about communica- 


impossible by passing of the Bill. 

“For example,” Newton said, 
glancing lightly from Ministerial Bench 
to Front Bench opposite, from Secre- 
taby of State fob India to Leader 
OF Opposition who confronted him, 
“ Moses and Aaron trading os Crewe 
and Lanbdo'WNB will be obliged to dis¬ 
close their identity.” 

Prospect of deliverance from the pest 
of moneylenders’ circulars evidently 
touched a chord of sympathy. The 
> Mehbeb fob Sabk, who watched debate 
&om Commons’ pen, bore personal 
testimony to prevalence of the plague. 

“Barely a morning passes witeout 
the post nringing me one or more of 
these droulars,” he said. “ Any day I 
might, on ridiculously low terms, find 
myself in possession of sums varying 
from £100 to £20,000. No questions 
asked; no disclosure made. Just your 
note of hand, and there’s your money. 
Following a hint dropped some years 


''■ii. 11 


The stairs that Bknr built. 
(Mr. WirouwooD Bbns.) 


Based upon incident occurring at 
recent by-election at Leicester. Borne 
misunderstanding about communica¬ 
tion to working-men voters as to view 
taken by Labour leaders in tho Com¬ 
mons of interposition of third candidate. 
Woi.MER witli frankness of comparative 
youth had already indicated his view of 
transaction. 

“A forged telegram,” ho romarkotl, 
when Maurice Levy, who transmitteil 
tiie message, escorted the new Member 
for Leicester to tlio Tablo to take tho 
oath. 

“A vulgar and insulting remark,” i 
Levy described it. ! 

Wolmer, shocked at this language, 
appealed to Speaker for protection. 
Cot more than he expected in shape of 
stern reminder that bis own disorderly 
conduct had put him out of court. 

Few minutes later the SfbXkkr again 
shortened unseemly episode by stepping 
Levy, who was on tlio point df what 
would havo been deplorable final retort 
to the noblo Lord who. talked about 
forgery. 
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"THK FIVE MEMBEES." 

JkFr. Mastkbmas, Colonel LoCKWoon, Mr. Bonab Law, Mr. Habcoubt and Mr. Willib 
that is to docomtc the contra panel ot tho now gtainnsQ to tho Terraco. 


liminess done. — Wroallod round 
Plural Voting Bill tlio long night 
tlirough. 

Friday .—^Tlio week lias seen some- 
tiling more than irrenistihlu progress 
of Home Kule Bill, Welsh Church Dis- 
ostahlislunent Bill, and Plural Voting 
Bill towards Statute Book. Has wit¬ 
nessed opening of now staircase leading 
from dining-room lobby to Terrace. 
Tendency of Parliamentary mind dis¬ 
tinctly running in direction of stair¬ 
cases loading anywhithor so that they 
I lead away from the workshop whore our 
i £400 a year is so arduously earned. 

I A few years ago new staircuso was 
{ built regardless of ox|>enso for use of 
' ladies -going to tea on tho Tori'aco or 
dinner in tho Harcourt Boom. Kxtrava- 
gance was the outcome of protest by 
clique of misanthropes who complained 
that, when they loft enclosure on Ter¬ 
raco reserved “For Members only” 
and tried to run upstairs in rasponso to 
sound of division boll, their progitiss 
was impeded by what they called 
“ women ” tripping downstairs, usually 
occupying tho whole of centre-way. 

Now staircase primarily for service 
of JdembeiB; they are indebted to tho 
energy of Wkdowood Bknn, repro- 
Bontative in Commons ot Boam of 
Works. A First Commissioner j^in this 
case tiis deputy) is naturally desirous of 
leaving his mark—to be more precise, 
his signatero—indelibly written on 
walls of historic edifice. Thus TjOulu 


built a spacious banquet hall and 
Mouihers call it the “ Harcourt Boom.” 
The new descent to the Terraco will be 
known as tho Bonmachreo Staircase, 
a name which happily blonds the 
patronymic of the Minister with a com¬ 
pliment to the Irish alliance with tho 
Ministry of the day. 

As JIknn told a deeply interested 
House, it is intended to decorate the 
centre panel of the stairoaso with a 
picture designed by Bkymoub Lucas 
representing " Tho Flight of tho Five 
Memhers.” Promise of much competi¬ 
tion for places on the paitol. As yet 
no decision nrriveil at as to identity of 
sitters for what is likely to be a stirring 

ffl t^ro of Members bolting downstair!. 

that has yet lioon settled is that, in 
accordance with rule governing nom¬ 
ination of Select Committees, two shall 
be selected from the Ministerial side, 
two from the Opposition Benches, with 
one Irish Member. 

limhms done. —^Plural Voting Bill 
tlirough Committee. 

The Surprise. 

From a Ceylon circular:— 

“ Printed Carpets on Japanese grass, looks 
like carpets.” 

Botten if they had looked like banana 
skins. 

•• — ■ • 

“ Wanted—Baby’s cot: also rabbits.” 

Advt. in “ rieforia Cotanut." , 
Wo prefer the ordinary hutch. 


ItsDUOSD figuring as models for tho pioturo 

THli PUSHEB. 

Jamks may say what he likes, but ik 
was not ray intention to hit tho girl in 
tho rhododendron-coloured joraey. I 
hate these losing huxards on the red. 
And tho same applies to tho young man 
with tho artificittlly-prcserviKl eye who 
w’as helping her to study tho lino of 
her putt; the wanton destruction of 
plate-glass is wholly abhorrent to my 
retiring disposition. But, just as the 
hoe or tho butterfly is lured by the 
brightness of certain flowers, just as 
tho moth fluttora round tho evening 
lamp and the bird dashes itself against 
the lighthouse window, well—^lie was 
a pale-faced handsomo-looking fellow, 
my ball, with a block rolling eye, and 
naturally enough the society of two 
commonplaco men was a bit dull for 
him. 

It was at the fourth tee that the 
trouble began. I hod waggled about 
a long time before letting fly, and 
probably he hypnotised me. so that 
1 caught him a most tremendous crook 
across the left flank with the toe of my 
club. Fortunately there is no silly 
point at golf, or he would have got it 
m the neck; but Pink Coat and her 
cavalier who were then standing on the 
seventh green only escaped his im¬ 
portunity by a magnificent piece of 
ducking. It vras done in perfMt time 
and looked very pretty. As I walked 
slowly away from James to round up 
the renegade I took off my cap and 
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|spoke to them. "No holding him 
to-day,. I am afraid,” I murmured 
apologetically; ” the drouglit seems to 
be in his blood.” 

The girl stared and the young man 
put'up the forcing-frame which had 
fallen from his eye during the recent 
manoeuvres and positively looked nib¬ 
licks at me. 

'* Oughtn’t to allow them on the links 
at idl,” 1 heard him say, as 1 tried to 
bolt the wanderer from the burrow 
where he had gone to earth. 

He was quite steady after that, 

S tQ the eleventh hole, where, taking 
vantage of the fact that 1 used a 
cleek for my second, he tried to make 
up to them again. I shouted “ Fore I ” 
and watched him. He travelled with 
% low curly gait about ankle high, the 
sort of shot that leaves cover-point 
guessing every time, fihododendron 
and Gl^-house were taking the flag 
out of the fifteenth hole, and Idiey out 
him hy a brisk leap into the air. I 
could scarcely refi^ from shouting 
" Encore I ” as I hurried across to whip 
him in. I managed, however, to make 
anotiier apology, and there.was another 
frost. 

" Ditgnstingi” said the young man as 


he replaced his stopper, and they both 
doliberatoly turned their backs on me. 

" I don’t think I like those people,” 
I said to James as I rejoined him; 
" they seem rather reserved.” 

“ I know the man a little,” said James, 
and os luck would have it ho was the 
only occupant of the male compartment 
of the club-house when w'o came in to 
tea. 

" Hullo, I’m afraid my partner 
nearly damaged yon this afternoon,” 
said James; “ he ’a very sorry about it.” 

Then 1 made my third apology, and 
the chap looked at me through his 
gloss os if I hod been a green-fly. 
This was unbearable. Hang it all, the 
grievance was more mine than his. It 
was. obviously the gay, worldly appear¬ 
ance of himself and his partner that hod 
tempted my ball away from its proper 
courses. 

I determined to be affable. 

"Are you going to play another 
round?” 1 askM him. 

" No,” he replied coldly; " I am going 
home. There’s no safe place on those 
links.” ■ . 

Very sadly indeed I ate an enormous 
tesf' a;ndt whether it was the effect of 
the second piece of (»ke or not I do 


not know, but my first drive after¬ 
wards had a huge slice upon it. 
Almost at once it was obvious that 
my ball would droi), not on the coui'so, 
but out of hounds in tho road that runs 
outside. A second later, as it hovered 
in tho air| it was door that it was 
extremely likely to hit a largo open 
motor-car coming from tho club-house. 
As a matter of fact it timed its descent 
with extraordinary precision. I iiavo 
seldom soon two motorists look so 
frightened. Simultaneously they leapt 
into the air and flung themselves back 
against tho cushions. One of them, 1 
noticed, hod a monocle in his eye. 
His companion wore a fur coat, but 
she had a kind of pink woollen garment 
on her lap, and tho adventurer fell 
exactly between them. 

I did not pursue them to reclaim 
my property. Legally speaking, they 
bod “no right to appropriate tho ball; 
yet, morauy, I felt that they bsid 
earned it. 


"IXunpehira, 689. Oxford 1 for no 
wiokoto.’—DundM Courier. • 

This is headed “Goon Wohk by Ox- 
FOBD,” and we must congratulate them 
I on their plucky run. 
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TRY OUR MIXTURE. 

SCKSK—4 liEHTArBAKT. 

[Both the Old and the Young Man 
should look the picture of radiant 
health, the Waiter ahouul be very 
yenial, the Doctors pompous and 
well~medhing,and the Voices should 
be extremely agitated. 

Old Man. I am glad to sue you arc 
taking Bingo’s Ijifo Pi'csorvor. 

Young Man. Yos,l always take it, and 
so do all niy family, it is sploudid stufT. 

Old Man. And so oiicap, loo. Only 
one-and-nino the small bottle, and 
inferior makes cost two-and-iiino or 
oven throc-and-two. 

Young Man (sternly), f avoid nil 
substitutes. Bingo's is tim only true 
and original life pi’osorver. (Very im¬ 
pressively) It saved tlio life of my aunt 
at Cromer. 

Old Man. TIow delightful. 

Young Man. And inv great-niiclo, 
who is ninety-eiglit, ascribes his roliusl 
health ontii-oly to Bingo. 

Old Man (con amore). J uni not at 
all surprised. 

Youny Man. My grandfntlicrlived to 
be oiiC'hundi'od-nnd-eluvon willi the aid 
of tlio largo bottle of Bingo, and then 
ho was only killed hy a niotor-’bus. 

Old Man. Good. 

Young Man. My liver, etc., etc. 

Old Man (an hour later). Vmi niiiy 
well say that. 

Young Man. It is splendid stiifl'. 

Old Man (after a pause). It is splon— 
I mean it is really good. (.1 reverent 
silence for a minute.) But tell me, 
Abraham, how does your love alTair 
pitigioss ? 

Young Man (assuming a lugubrious 
e.rpression and hearing uinofound sigh). 
Alas I alas 1 

Old Man. Oh dear,doos she ixdiise you ? 

Young Man. Befuso iiio? Amelia? 
No, she loves mo to distraction; she 
would go through fhe and water for me; 
but her father will not hear of an en¬ 
gagement. He says 1 havo no money. 

Old Man. What an imjmsse ! 

Young Man. Aurelia has enough for 
two, but sho will not marry without 
her fatlior’s consout. 

Old Man. Why not ? 

Young Man. She would lose her 
money if she did. I don’t know what 
wo shall do. Alas! (Weeps bitterly.) 

Old Man. All this is very pathetic. 
It aifocts mo strangely. It is quite like 
a play. (Bestaurant band starts play¬ 
ing “ Hitehy Koo.”) Ah, there is somo 
slow mucio. I think I will now weep. 
' (Does so.) [Enter Waiter. • • 

Waiter. Another bottle, Sir? (Per- 
eeivea their situation.) Dear, dear, don’t 
take on so, gentlemen. Be British. 

Old Man, Ow, ow, ow. 


TKa/7rr. Come, come, Sir,,pvor)’ cloud 
has a silver lining. 

Old Man (rousing himself). That’s 
true. J never thought of that. 

[A woman's shriek now rends the air, 
which is also filled with copfused 
cries and shouts. Several jwople 
rush in to the Bestaurant in a very 
excited condition. Then an elderly 
gentleman in a state of collapse is 

.. carried in. Ilis daughter (mtwh 
affected) is by his side. 

h'ifst Voice. ■ Quick, quick, a chair. 

Second Voice. No, a sofa. 

Eirst Voice. Water, water. 

Second Voice. Waiter, waiter. 

First Voice. I’etch a doctor. 

Third ami Fourth I 'oices. IIol]), help! 
Oh lor I Oh lor 1 

Young Man. Goodness gracious, it is 
Aurelia. (Bttshes up to her.) 

Aurelia. Oh, Abraham, help. My 
pour father lias boon taken ill; ho is 
dying. What shall wo do ? 

Young Man. Send fur a doctor. 

[Euler three Doctoi's, each with a silk 
hat, a stethoscope ami a thing that 
looks like a stilcllo. They punch 
the elderly gentleman about the ribs. 

First Doctor (after hurried examina- 
liun). I can do nothing. Ho has onlv 
an hour to live. Science is of no avail. 
My remedies are worthless. I am sorry. 

[Pockets fee and exit. 

Young Mail. Ani'clia, hear up. This 
one may ho wrong, llj is not on the 
panel. 

Second Doctor (shaking his head). He 
cannot live a day. [Exit. 

Old Man. This one is very tci’se. The 
whole thing is strangely dramatic. 


nries). No, my colleagues are right this 
time. It is quite hopeless, though 1 
give him a week, it is most interost- 
iug. I can do iiothhig. I will call 
again. • [H.r/f. 

Aurelia. Oli! what shall I do? 

Young Man (tearing his hair dis- 
iraeledly). 1 am completely nonplussed. 

Old Man. Abraham, have yon for¬ 
gotten Bingo’s Life Preserver? 

Young Man. A)i, my Bingo. (Pulls 
out his bottle and gives it to Aurelia’s 
Father, who at once shows some signs 
of life. Slowly he returns to conscious¬ 
ness ; at last he rises, looks rouml him 
and begins to dance about.) 

Aurelia's Father. I feel very fit. 
I would like a game of squash i-ockets. 
‘ Aurelia (shocked). Yutnav. 

Aurelia’s Father (surprised). Why, it 
isn’t Sunday. Oh I I remember now. 
I was ill. What was the matter? 

Old Man. Ill, Sir I You were at death’s 
door. You were saved by this gallant 
young follow. 

Yotmg Man (modestly). It wasn’t me. 
I only did what every Englishman 


worthy of the name would have done. 
It was Bingo who saved you. 

Aurelia’s Father (in a tone of dis¬ 
pleasure). Abraham, do’I see you here? 

Yotir^ Man (Peirously). '! was hero 
first. 

rt«rcfia’<.F'af/(cr. I suppose you were. 
I was hronglit in here, of course, when 
1 was taken ill. And who is this Bingo 
who saved me? • 

Yotmg Man. Biugo’s Life Preserver, 
which 1 gave you in the nick of time. 


now. It comes back to tn^ My old 
father always told me to take it. The 
last, indeed the only, thing he ever 
gave me was a bottle of Bingo. But 
I neglected Ids warnings. 1 went my 
own way, i-eckless, careless, Bingoless. 
(Vert/ firmly) I will bo wiser now. 
Morning and night I will lake ray Bin go'. 

Aurelia. An«l you will consent to our 
engagement ? 

Aurelia's Fa I her. Well, I suppose 
I must, (nriimpily) Abe, you can take 
my daughter. 

All. Hip! liq)! hoorah! 

Old Man (to the audience). Tliis is all 
duo to Bingo. 

Abraham and Aurolia embrace; the 
Waiter hihigs out drinks for all, 
ami the Old Man walks off with 
Aurelia’s Fatlior. As the curtain 
falls he is heard saying — 

Yes, but the largo bottle at two-and- 
seven comes clioaper in the long run. 

Cl’ht.vin. 


PUT TO TUB PitOOP. 
IjATKLv r gave the camera-man 
One last conclusive show: 

Ho was to trace iny final face 
For after-men to know. 

The deed was done; I looked—and got 
A really nasty blow. 

Plump aud Idgh-browed I knew 1 was. 
But not holf-bald and fat. 

Those linos! That nose I Could they 
he those 

I wear beueath my hat ? 

And, horrified, “lund heavens 1” I 
' cried, 

■■ It can’t hare come to that 1 ” 

Back went they; but next day arrived 
Still deadlier printed lies; 

A blasting sight! By day and night ^ 
Their memory never dies. I 

Tliat Clapham Junction of a brow I 
Those bagged and bleary eyes I 

And with them came a note that made 
Still worse Ills wanton act: 

The earlier lot had given me what. 

Said he, my features lacked. 

Till Art *'ie-touohed." These latest 
showed 

The Unmitigated Foot. 
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HINTS TO 

• 

FOREIGNERS WHO PRODUCE CINEMA FILMS FOR THE 
ENGLISH MARKET. 
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An ISNaUBK kobt.kman as a uui.k i>okk not act in thk 

ABOVN MANNKn Ul'ltINU A M18UNDF.nSTANDlN<l WITH A LAIIV 
WHO HAS KNOAOUD HIS AFKKCTIONS. 


KnOI.ISH SroUTSMKN AND St*01tT8WOMFN AHK BEt.DOM AS 
DKCOnATIVE AS THIS. 


When the Kaiu. or Wessex meets an Ex-omcBR op 

HIS BSOIMEKT IK THE UESEBI THEY ABE tlKUKEI.Y XO BEHAVH 
UXE IBIS. 


WliUK THE NOTICE rBBCEDlNO THE riCTURK DKEINITKI.V 
STATES THAT THE ACTION TAKES PLACE IN PICCADILLY THE 
ABOVE doesn't look BIGHT SOMEHOW. • 
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CAMPER’S LUCK. 

WisiJi, yo3, of course one is “roughing 
it,” as tlicy say. That is all right. 
You don’t oxpect a vagrant's life to be 
a bed of roses. But I am not com¬ 
plaining of the rules of the gamo. 
Being no mean sportsman, I am always 
prepared to rough it in a spacious, 
weatherproof, woll-vontilatod and 
luxuriously appointed caravan, with a 
first-class stove, comforlablo chairs and 
a thundering good bod. The trouble 
lies not in the inherent privations of 
existence on tour—far from it. The 
trouble lies in the ups and downs, the 
undulations- -if you take me—in tho 
run of luck. Even so, it would bo all 
right if one thing did not lead to 
another. But it docs. 

They go in cycles, generally of about 
twenty-four hours. If a day moans to 
be good it is not at all easy to spoil it. 
And if it means to be bad you can’t 
cure it. It is simply tho steady pre¬ 
ponderance of good days over bad that 
makes caravanning the finest holiday 
in tho world. Jlut “ when they are 
bod ” (like the little girl in tho poem) 
“ they ai-o horrid.” 

You can nearly alwiws toll them as 
soon as you get up. The i'ubl)er bath 
acts as a sort of rough index for tlie 
day. If it l>ohavos well you are pretty 
sure to bo all right. But if it begins 
by Hopping over when yon arc filling 
it, and flooding the corner whom you 
keep the boots, and ends by turning 
on you viciously as you are emptying 
it out of a high window, you are in 
for it. You must go forwanl in faith, 
with no immediate hope, and with your 
eye fixed bravely on tho morrow. In 
the meantime you may oxpect a bad 
egg for breakfast, a heavy downpour 
of rain while you are packing up, a 
broken trace when you stick in the 
gate, a mistake in tho map, which 
lands you into impossible country, a 
lame horse. You will find you have 
forgotten tho corkscrew and loft Iwhind 
your only pipe; tho shops in the 
village that you were counting on aie 
closed for tho weekly half-holiday; your 
letters have boon sent to tho wrong 
place. You enduro endless delays in 
finding camping ground, because tho 
farmer has lecuntly made tho farm over 
to his brother-in-law (just now at the 
station with the milk), who has sub-let 
tho only |>ossiblo liolil to tho butcher, 
who is at a market four miles olT, and 
(when ho is found) can’t move the 
cattle unless he has permission to put 
them into tho meadow that belongs to. 
the aged schoolmaster, who is in bed 
with a sharp attack of pneumonia and 
can’t be consultal. That is the sort of 
way it works. 


And, as I have said, one thing loads 
to another. 

It is late at night and everything is 
at last in order. It occurs to you, just 
bofora turning in, that you will clean 
the fish for breakfast. That will not 
take five minutes. You go into tho 
kitchen, get a bowl, a sharp knife and 
the bucket. In pouring the water into 
tho bowl you slip and flood tho floor. 
You mop it up, and then you must 
wash your hands. Yon got a basin, 
fetch tho soap from tho l^lroom and 
pour out more water. You wash your 
hands. Very well, you return to tho 
fish. The candle has almost burned 
out. You go and grope for another in 
tho locker, and have tho misfortune to 
get your hand into tho blacking. You 
light the candle, wash your hands and 
return to your fish. But by degrees 
you are getting deeper in. The candle 
topples over. You had jammed it on 
tho top of tho hot stump and it has 
gone weak in the knees. You make a 
grab at it. You are too late to save it, 
but you knock something off tho table 
and can hear it dripping quiotly in tho 
dark. You plunge fishy hands into 
your pockets, but find you bavo no 
matches. You have to go for them to 
the bedroom, stopping on tho lard en 
route. You find that the dripping sound 
was methylated spirit and it has con¬ 
taminated the frying-pan. Very well. 
You fix your candle. Everything is 
getting pretty fishy by this time, so 
you wash your hands. You return to 
your fish. Then you try to wash the 
frying-pan with cold water, and fail. 
You must boil water, and you have no 
water left. You light a lantern and go 
for water to tho spring (600 yards). 
You propose to ignite the stove. It is 
empty. The oil is beneath the van, 
and it is now raining hard. You bring 
the oil and upsot the niilk.which some 
fool had left on the step. You light 
the stove; boil tho water; wash the 

□ ; wash tho floor; chuck away the 
; wash your hands; put out the 
stove; take back the oil and put the 
fish in the frying-pan. It is now two 
hours since you began and your net 
loss is one quart of milk, a pint of 
methylated spirit and a chunk of lard. 
You see what I mean when I say that 
one thing leads to another. 

But then, if tho morrow is a good day, 
it will inaugurate a new cycle. The 
fish will nut, after all, taste of methy¬ 
lated spirit. You will find enough 
milk in tho blue jug. As you empty 
the bath out of the window, it will quite 
gratuitously put out a rising confla¬ 
gration where some one hod set fire to 
tho old newspapers, and might have set 
fire to tho van. At breakfast, if you 
happen to drop a plate off the table, it 


wiUnot break but it will kill a wasp- 
As the day goes on itinerant butchers 
and bakers will minister to you in the 
nick of time. A preteiviatunuly intelli¬ 
gent postman will pursue wu on a 
bicycle with tho lost letters. By taking 
a wrong turning you are brought to tho 
most perfect camp of the tour in a 
sheltered meadow by a winding stream. 
One of tlie lamps of the stove goes out, 
while yon are not watching it, and 
thereby saves tho sirloin from being 
grossly ovoi'dono. •• ' 

And late at night a sadden heavy 
shower extinguishes the grolnophone of 
tho party camped over the hedge. 


FAUVETTE. 

{A Toy Dog.) 

Fauve'Ctu a dainty lady is; ‘ 

Her life is hedged with luxuries. 

Her room with richest tapestries. 

Her garb is very fair to view; 

She has a silken coat of blue. 

And one of roseate satin, too. 

In this attire her days are spent 
Upon a couch of pleasing scent 
'Twixt sleep and taking nutriment. 

For which she has a silver dish 
Served with the rarer kinds of fish. 

Or breast of game, if she should wish, 

She comes of high and ancient line; 
Her hirth, her hrooding, are so fine 
That she has won of medals, nine. 

Such worth demands the greatest care; 
Tho’ sometimes, when the day is fair. 
She will go forth to breathe the air. 

Not doomed to walk, os others are, 

She takes a drive, not fast or far, 

Well guarded in a costly car. 

For this she has a coat of fur 
And goggles light as gossamer, 

Lost wind or dust should ravish her. 

And she, from this high post, looks down 
Coldly, between a sneer and frown, 

On the low mongrels of the town. 

Who see her on her owner’s lap. 

And, stung by her derisive yap. 

Would give the world to have one snap. 

It may be, if some boarhound ate 
The frail and shivering Fauvette, 

Her mistress would be much upset. 

For me, at an event so tristo, ” 

I should not worry in the least, 

I do so hate the little beast. 

Duu-Dum. 


applied 
[r. Llov 


wash” to Mr. Liiovn Geobge’s style 
at the National liberal Club Luncheon. 
Conversely, the name of the Cban- 
cbiiIiOR’s new private secretory is 
Mr. Whitbbouse. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mr. OiiivBB Onions is tlie latest expositor of the art of 
what might be called the concurrent sequel. I remonihor j 
that, when he published the further history of Jim Jeffries | 
under tlie title of The Debit Account, I complained that 
only those with some previous knotvlodge of his past could 
make out what it was hll about. In the present volume, 
The Story of Louie (Secker), he has been so far from 
repeating this mistake that Louie's story is entirely and 
absorbingly complete in itself; and only when about two- 
thirds of the way through did I suddenly find myself in 
familiar company. This many-sided consideration of one 
history is a fascinating development of fiction, which may 
however bo overdone. Certainly the previous books hod 
^iven me no idea that there wa^ so much in Louie. 1 am 
inclined indeed to call her the most attractive figure in all 
Mr. Onions’ rather sombre company. Child of a runaway 
match between an artist’s model (who was also a pugilist) 
and a lady of quality, Louie ia throughout the true daughter 
of such parents. She is a fighter, but she fights mean. 
Her upbnnging by a mother who is ashamed of her; her 
attempt to earn independence at a gardening academy; the 
episode of her early love and its consequences—all these 
ate so vividly told that, long before she met Jim Jeffries at 
the Business College, Louie had become for mo absolutely 
human and real; so much so that the tragedy wherein, 


accoitling to tlio previous books, she had played but a sub- 
onlinate part I now regarded exclusively as it concerned 
her. On which, since it was presumably just what Mr. 
Onions intended, I make him my felicitations, coupling 
with them u gentle hope that ho will now leave this some¬ 
what depressing affair and toll us about another. 

One of tho chief attractions of tliat pleasant writer, Mr. 
Abciiibai.o M.\rhhai,i>, is the natural and unvoxed fiucncy 
of style by which he communicates to the reader something 
of his own atmosphere of case and confidence. It may bo 
that in The Honour of the Clintons (Stanuky Paui.) the 
narrative is at times a little too unstudied; that a little 
more selection of detail might have strengthened it; 
that tho dialogue, always extraordinarily probable, might 
with advantage have indulged our illuminations more freely; 
but those are tho defects of a sound virtue. Tho plot of Mr. 
MaushaUi’s clover story is concerned with a theft committed I 
by a lady at a country-house parly. A hint of her guilt is 
dropped rather early in tho talo, but this matters less liecause 
the theft and its oxposui'e, though no doubt they provided the 
author with his original motive for making tho book, inlorcst 
us chiefly for their offoct on tho character of sonfeono wIiq 
had no sort of hand in the crime. Pompous, dictatorial, 
thoroughly satisfied with himself and tho Providondo that 
has made nim what he is, the Head of tho House of Clinton 
is suddenly asked to face this blow that f^Ils upon his 
family’s honour, and in tho test discovers an unsuspected 
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iiol)ility. All the dolicato pliuws of ilio atru^'glo botwoon con¬ 
science and tlie instinct of self-pi'oson'ation arc analysed by 
tbe autlior with tl )0 very nicest judgment. Mr. Makshalii’u 
familiarity with tlio externals of this typo has long been 
recognised, but here lie is not content with just u true 
picture of life in a sotting wcll-ol).sorvcil; lie lias attempted 
a diflicult problem in psychology, and brought a very sure 
hand to his task. lie has many ailmirers, and this new 
book promises to add much to the stature, and even more 
to the quality, of his reputation. 

Tjct those who are fatigued by the novel of pi-obli!m and 
of piupose turn to How Many Miles to Hahylon.'! (CosSTAnnB) 
and seek rofroshmont. One is naturally chary of super¬ 
latives when writing of a now novelist, hut I can honestly 
say that no “ fiixt book " has for many years im]>ressed mo 
more than Miss Ikwin's. Mah, the heroine, is taken 
through her childhood and school-days (which are most 
vividly doscrilMxl) until she returns to her iclations, who 

did not understand her,-- 

and with whom she had 
little or no sympathy; 

and during this part of ^^' 
the stoi-y she is drawn iBjk 

with an insight that is 
almost uncanny in its 
perfection. Apart from ' 

Ittwm evidently iiiia- ^ 

and Marlborough j ' "f ^ 

' cricket match is occa- [ ^ . 

; nothing that is not pre-1 

: I Alter on, after Mab's "-mr 

• marriage, I think that '/."''y, . oR 

I the author's grasp over ■ . .-7 

■ the story is a little less 
I amt*. I lor account of , ■ 

\ Mab's flight fnmi hot 
husband is too metic- ,, <• , /-• /-> 

tdous in its detail. It mioiit iik i.ikk it scmk i>ay." 

IS impossible to cavil at--— - 

the flight itself, hut one may well I'egi'et the attom|)t to! 
make so much of what is nitlier attenuated material. For! 
the i*ost, however, 1 am not onl,\ a captive to the curiously 
' delightful atmosphei'e of the book, but also an enthusiastic 
I luhnircr of the skill with which a most diflicult chai'aclor 
has lieon handle I. 

I hod always supposed that any fool couhl make money 
in the late nibber boom. Hut ajipamntly f was wrong. 
This certainly was not the experience of Sir Derrek Ilyder- 
(lale. But then he was the hero of The Lost Destiny 
(Stanukv Paul), and in many rosjiocls an exceptional man. 
Things happened to him as they do not happen to onlinaiy 
poraons. For example, ho had a visitation in a railway 
cniTTOge from an invisihle voice (something like the gnat 
and Alice) which warned him concerning his futuro. A 
little later on a liold bad flnaiicier—possibly in active league 
with the Evil One, but of this I am not certain—gave him. 
two hunflrcd pounds to gamble with in return for half his { 
w'innirgs during four yeara. So Ityderdah took the money,, 
and abandoned his alternative career as an Empire-builder, 
for that of a plunger. It w’as hero that I detected the root! 
idea that alone saves Mr. G. Villikus Stuart’s story from | 
utter sensationalism and futility. The conception of a man: 








Mother. ‘-COMK ATOXCI, ftllKtiOllY, as' 
YKn MIC.IIT UK I.IKK IT SCMK l>AY." 


on the downwanl path, haunted by what he might haro 
been, is in itself excellent. Unfortunately the author has 
by no means done it justice in treatment. His characters 
aio like nothing on earth. I thought the Tcw financier was 
utiioal enough, when, just for melodrama, ho mode an 
appointment with the now ruined Jtyderdale at midnight, 
and dared his victim to murder him. Which the latter 
promptly did, with sufficient ingenuity, by means of a 
poisoned syphon. And then the Homo Secretary—^but no, 
you must really find out for yourself how he oapie in an 
easy winner in the, race for incredibility. I have said just 
enough not to spoil the story for those who like this sori; of 
thing, and to avert the danger of deadly Imrcdom froin those 
who don't. 

- .- - C ^ 

1 have a shrewd suspicion that of the twonty-and-three 
stories that go to make up the volume Through the Windouf 
(Mii.tiS AND Book) the twenty were got together mainly 
in order to provide the remaining tlu'ee Avith an excuse for 

---existence. I only hope 

that they were hunted 
' -. ■■ ■ up from the limbo of a 

bottom drawer and that 
' thne and effort Avero 

^ 'a not spent upon writing 

AS, r y ™ * I them for the purpose. 

- I ^ saving j 

I % , , Jf ' - ' many of them wore 

* LI I worth the tolling, and 

, . . '■ 1 ' -" V, :one, "The FIa’o Pound | 

' ^ V \ Note,” so much so that 

*\\^ ■ Jgyi **' already, I am 

V'' afraid, been many timer 

v' ' capable they are no 

more, and certainly 
- ■ they are not up to Miss 

Mauy E. Mann’s form, 

■ ''. as anybody could see 

for himsolf who had no 
previous experience of 
"’liat MisS MANK'h! 

nes T BKOIS IMITATISU TlIKM GOerKUS: , • Li 1 1 

form might be. Each 

-—---stor)'^ has its point, but 

in none is the point fairly doA'cloped; the roader is informed 
that such and such a thing happened but is not given to 
understand why. There are, licsides, tAvo peivading faults. 
In the first place the politics aro bmoted. Many will agree 
that Miss Mania’s opponents aro* misguided party, but 
oven they are not to be dismissed in such an offhand 
manner. In the second place tho few serious attempts at 
ebaraotorization achieve little moro than an unhappy class 
distinction, feminine merits being confined to the upper 
ten and masculine virtues to members of tho Senior 
Service. Tho thiuo that remain are “ The Setting Sun,” 
an elegy'; Beetles,” a gruesome but delightful incident, 
and “ Medlars," an incomparable jest. Thera is'that about 
tho two last named that loads mo to suspect that the author, 
if sho Avould suJijoct hci'self to a process of ruthless self- 
criticism and elimin.ation, could produce a book of short 
stories not unAvoi-thy of that great model, Maufabbant. 

“ It iras decided that the members should ondoarour to raise a 
(und for a matblo foot by asIcuiR parents who-hnd liad their cbildtou 
baptised in tho Cathedral to donate at least one shilling mr dhild 

towards the same. At the April meeting, Mrs. Z-hoadea tho list 

with £5 .”—Grafton Diocesan Mem. 

Wo are glad to see that the large family is getting 
popular again. 












Lowaoii* CflABbAfil 




GHARIVAfllA. 

ICb. Ebx9 Hasdo, in a spaeoh 
Pbtotowi eiplaioed fviiy ha nersr goes 
to Subldngl^ Palace. "I never ao- 
oapt tovOBte which 1 cannot return/' 
be said. *'l cannot ask the King to 
my baokyaid, so I keep away from bis." 
His MijEsrr is said to be greatly re¬ 
lieved the e^lanation. 

'fare marriage between the Balkan 

AlUes being at an end, the Powers have 

decided to keep the ring. 

^ 

A lady—'Dr. Mabib 0. Stopbb— has 
been ap^inted Lecturer on Fossils at 
London University, and there is an ugly 
rumour on foot to the effect that the 
subject of her first paper will be Man. 

• ■ 

The elephant which Lord EUbdinob 
was tiding at the time of the bomb 
outrage at Delhi, has, in consideration 
of bis steadineu on that occasion, been 
made a State pensioner. We under¬ 
stand, since the news has leaked out, 
that he has been pestered with unwel¬ 
come attentions on the part of fortune- 
hunters, and, with the view of putting 
an end to the nuisance, ho womd bke 
it to be known in the elephant world 
that it is not his intention to marry. 

»• IF* 

• * 

One of the witnesses in a recent sen¬ 
sational will-suit is said to have refused 
fabulous sums offered to him by the 
managers of several Bevuos as an 
inducement to him merely to toddle 
once round the stage on his kneos. 

V »< 

By the way, so many smart people 
wore prevented by lock of accommoda¬ 
tion wm attending the trial referred 
to that it hiw been suggested that the 
High Couit authonties should bo 
autnorised in future, on the occasion of 
a causa cdUhre such as this, to hire a 
theatre for its run. The cost could be 
recoup^ by charging fdr all seats except 
those in the gallery, the surplus to go 
to the Trustee in Bankruptcy of the 
litigant who loses. 

Owing to the advance in the price of 
raw materials our soap is to cost us 
more, and the day may not be far 
^tant when it will ba cheaper to use 
mdia-mbber. ^ 

>• 

Meanwhile it is said that quite a 
number of little boys, whose parents 
are alarmed at the prospect of an 
inoreatise in the price of yet another 
'ty, bavb gamely offered to wash 
l^bolyenceawee^ 





tho price of soap goes up, wiute-wosh, 
thank Heaven, is choap enough. 

C 

A few weeks ago we stated in this 
column that tho " Old Six Bells ” inn, 
Willesden, hod “been condemned by 
the local authorities as unfit for habita¬ 
tion.” We are now informed by tho 
agents of the owner that this statement 
is “^uite inaccurate and calculated 
to senonsly damage both the value of 
the property and also the business at 
present being carried on by tho tenant, 
viz: that of aCoffeo and Dining Booms." 
We hasten to express our regrets, and 
we trust that if any readers of Punch 
have been in the habit of using the 
place 08 “a Coffee and Dining Booms ” 
or ^ve cherished the intention of 
biddiag for it when (if ever) it comes 
into the maricet, they wi}l not have 
been put off by our erroneous state¬ 


ment. Tiong may tho old inn remain 

as sound as a bell—as six bells i 
» « 

The fact that Tagg’s Island is boing 
advertised as “ Tho Uiv iora of London ” 
is, we boar, hotly resented by certain 
South London watering - places, and 
stops are to lie taken at once to dtaw 
public attention to the claims of Ber¬ 
mondsey and Botlierhitho. 

* « 

The rocont fire at the Welcome Club, 
Earl’s Court Exhibition, fortunatdy did 
but ^little damage, but the Committee 
realise now that it is possible for a 
welcome to bo too warm. 

The Epping Guoraians have decided 
to purchase a fifteen-shilling wi^ for a 
paupmr inmate of the workhouEC, but 
any lady paimr arising for a trans* 
formation wilfbe discouraged. 




















BAULKED! 

I4axt Mimjut o» Eubank. -‘MABCONI BNQUIBY OLOSEDl* THIS IS INDEEID A DITTBB 
DISABPOINTMBNT." 
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“I’M Bonnv TO TnouDLK YOU, Madam, 111 . 1 ' you ah:'. uinEcrLv ox iuk i.inb ov oub duivr. NVitr. you kindly uovk onk way 

OB THB OTHEB?” 

“CEBTAIKLY NOT. I HKABO YOU BllOCT VRBY RUDKLY, BUT I'VR NO INTENTION OF MOVINO. I SHOULD IIAVK TIIOl'tillT TIIVE 
A ORNTLKMAN, WHKN TIK SAW MR IIRBR, WOULD DLAY THR OTHKIt WAV.” 


ORRATING AN IMPRESSION. 

Tiik sumiuor swank • by - the - sea 
season is upon us attain, and Brixtoii, 
Bow, Baltoi'soa und Broinloy ara 
busy. 

You that liave yacliting caps to woar 
prepare to wear tiicin —sliorlly. A well- 
found cap of tins sort, a blue coat with | 
bmss buttons, white llannel trousers, a j 

S air of white shoes, and the tliinf; isj 
one—you arc a ;|'acbting man. But^ 
•wliy make the mistake of buying or| 
hiring a yacht? Thera is an easier 
and a cheaper way. 

It is Saturday—a fine day—and you 
have arrived at Weymouth, or maybe 
it is Scarborough. Jtegiu well by culti- 
vating an air of aloofness, of dotoch- 
mont from the common herd. 

Thera are yachts in the harbour. 
One of them, if not )'our8, shall bo as 
yours in the eyes of the girl whom you 
wish to impress. Don't overdo the 
thing. Create an impression .that you 
are the owner, or at least a ^ost of 
the owner, of one of those yachts, and 
the worst is over. 

With as showy a weed as threepence 
will run to, make your way to the 
quay and stroll about in a dignified 
manner till your Dulcinea appears with 
the latest holiday thriller under her 


arm and the newest Bon Marcli6 turban 
hiding her pretty curls. 

Now is the supremo niomont. Sum¬ 
moning your courage from its abiding 
place you should put one hand to your 
mouth, liolding the cigar.dolicatoly with 
the otiior, and sing out, “ Nymph, 
ahoyl" or “Lucy, ahoy! ” ns your fancy 
dictates, having firat made sure that no 
yaclit so named is within hearing. 

It is unlikely that Dulcinea is voi-scd ' 
in the nnnnces of a nautical hail, hut it 
is well not to call out twice unless you 
are fairly certain of yourself. There 
being no response from the vasty deep, 
it is as well at this juncture to pause, 
turn on your iieel with a smothered 
exclamation of annoyance, and retreat 
to your hed'Sitting-room in the little 
street behind the harbour for a while to 
allow tho idea to sink in. 

Dulcinea has a rocoptiro mind, and 
when next you meet sho will prnhahly 
respond to any suitable conversational 
opening. 

Commercial Candour. 

“ Kngraved froo while you wait at our bloros 
a few days only.'* 

Advt. in “ fjethbridye Uoritiug .Vmm." 

Sorry, hut we cannot wait. We have an 
engagement the day after to-morrow. 


THE MENU. 

I IIAVK a garden where lliora grows 
The Yvliito, the pink, tlio crimson roso; 
CanLations blent of every hue 
Are there, and dandelions, too; 

Some parsley, mint and tliyiiiu and cross 
Are also grown at tliis address. 

Tho place abuts iqion a way 
Untrodden save on market day, 

And then frcfiuontcd mostly by 
llnltappy sheep m route to die. 

These pass my gate and, passing, bloat. 
And what return are hutelior's meat. 
But there wore lambs on Wednesday last 
Wlio called upon ino us they pass<^ 
(Not hy my invitation, hut 
ilccaiiso tl.o wickot wasn't shut) 

And took a meal at my oxiiense. 

Was ever sucli impoilinenco? 

I put tliat meal in evidence: - - 

Tiioy did not cat, as you'd suppose, 
Tho white, tlio pink, tho crimson roso. 
Carnations blent of every hue 
Wore not tho ond they Itod in view; 
Nor wore tho pamley, tliymo or cross 
Or lion in its dandiness. , 

They ate with neither pause nor stint * 
Thoir pot avereion—namely, min||. 
fjaid waste tho bed and left it bare. 
And, saucoloss lamb being dismal fare, 

I must admit they had mo^licro. 
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CHANCE, THE FRIEND. 

Hk got in at Southampton West—a 
retired Army man, 1 should guess, florid 
and with a bristling sandy moustache. 
All too soon ho caught my eye. This 
orb was not out for capture at the 
moment; it merely rose inadvoiliently 
from my book while X turned a page 
and rested a fraction of a second tw 
long on the newcomer’s couutonanco. 
But it was enough. It was all he 
needed, and in a nfoment ho was off. 

"With this wet wicket,” he said, 
“ Oxford ought to win.” 

I said in i-eply as little as I could 
and resumed my reading. 

“ IDiat follow, Mbli.S,” he went on. 
He ’ll do the triek. Very artful, those 
Colonial;. Bemember ik Cootkub ? ” 
‘ 1 had to confess to a recollection of 
Le Qjutkub. 

“ Bhodrs schidor, you know. South 
African, I believe, or was it New Zea¬ 
land?” 


I hod no suggestion to offer, although 
I knew that Lb Gouteuk was neither, 
but an Australian. 

"Well, anyway,” ho pursaed, “ho 
was that kind of homer, too. If 
Oxford wins the toss they ought to put 
Cambridge in after all this ram. I did 
that once at Cheltenham, I remember, 
and the other side thought I was mod. 
But wo beat them.” 

I made such a determined dive at 
my book that for a while he was mute. 
Then he relented. 

“Funny thing,” ho said, “but I’m 
sure to see old Tou Hobsoe at Lord’s 
to-day. I see him every Varsity match. 
I once scored off Tom —^he's a ground 
bowler, you know. We were on tour, 



going to let him win if I could hdp ii; 
not ukdy. We have a laugh over it' 
every year. Ate you a cricketer ? ” 

£ said I had dabbled in the game. 

“Nothing like it,” &e said. “It’s 
the best game. I wish I viusn't too 
old.. Lawn tennis and goB ..for. me 
now; but Just at the mesemt moment 
neither. The fact is I/ve'erodred my¬ 
self up.” 

r had to ask bow. 

“ Broke a muscle in my leg,” he said. 
“Just as I was serving. Mpst, ex¬ 
traordinary sensation. Bxoctly as if 
some one nad thrown a stone and hit 
me in the calf. As a matter of fact, I 
looked round to see who had done it. 
I’m going up to town now to see one 
of those Swwish masseur fellows; but 
not till they draw stumps at Lord’s, of 
course.” 

The train stopping at Winchester 
gave me the opportunity to buy a 
paper and change my seat. Another 
man getting in took mine, and I won¬ 
dered bow soon the chatterbox would 
do it on him. He merely waited for 
the train to start and then began. 

“ Not a very promising day for the 
Varsity match ?” he said. 

The other agreed. 

“ You going? ” he asked. 

The otW admitted that he was. 

I then succeeded in getting into the 
power of my book again and happily 
lost some of the connecting links, the 
next thing I caught being these words: 
“ But as a matter of foot I can’t play 
anything just now. I’ve gone and 
crocked myself up. Broken a muscle 
in my calf. Have you ever done that ? 

The newcomer had not and hoped 
he never would. 

“Well, you never know,” he wm 
assured. “ Lots of men have done it 
this year. It is the most extraordinary 
thing. Exactly as if some one hod 
thrown a stone hard and bit you.. In 
fact, I looked round to see who it was.” 

AtBasingstokethe newcomer changed 
4iis compartment and another traveller 
entered and took the fatifl seat, and he 
too was put through it. 

But now an unprecedented thing hap- 

E ened, which I ask no one to brieve, 
ut which none the less is true. tHie! 
conversation had followed its lunal' 
course—^the weather, the yret wi^et, 
the Cobnisl bowler, the Oheltenhaid 
triumph, the low subterfuge ori Ton— 
all as though I had not already heard, 
it twice; and I sat and marvelled atj 
such'a wont of delicaoy of feeUng, such , 
amasmg hardihood aodra^ti^iq'insen-' 
sitiveness; because I Mia one of those 
foolish ersaturte who are nuserable for 
an hour if they eaich theny^vee telling. 
the same thug thrice to the saine 
person, eveiialW^iiderval of vradcs. 
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THE SEARCH FOR OLYMPIC TALENT. 

A PATSIOIIC FAIIMRR Tl'UNS A PrEBCii BULL INTO A FIELD tS OnUBII TO TEUT TIIF. UVItULlNO I>08Hlnir.ITlKII OF IIIS FABU-HANDi. 


The talker of the Ti. & S. W. B. 
was, however, not like that, and on he 
wont undismayed until he reached the 
broken muscle. It was tiien that the 
tmexpeoted occurred, for no sooner did 
tlie newcomer learn of the calamity than 
he chipped in. 

“ Yes, I know what that is," lie said. 
•• I've done it too. Alost extraordinary 
sensation -exactly as if you'd been hit 
in the calf by a stone! ’’ 

My talker, who hod lieen all fussy 
animation till then, suddenly petrified. 
Uis mouth was open but no words 
emerged. Ue scrutinised his ris-d-vis 
with a cold and glassy gaxe. Some¬ 
how ho seemed to scent a “plant” or 
conspiracy, although knowing that there 
could not be one, for colhision hadi 


been impossible. He even glanced 
suspiciously at mo, as I could feel. I 

“ Yes,” repeated the other, all un¬ 
conscious of his Promethean theft; 
“ it's the rummost feeling. Just here " 
—he touched his calf. “Exactly, as 
I say, as if someone had thrown a stone 
at you." 

The converoationalist feebly ac¬ 
quiesced and turned to his paper. The 
other man turned to his paper, and wo 
bod silence all the way to Vauxball. 

I swear this is a true story. 

The worst of it is that it was pure 
chance and could not bo adopted as a 
strategic move with bores. 


THE SEASON. 

{To a Dibuiante.) 

A FEW short weeks wherein to dine. 

To dance, to flirt, to laugh, to shine 
Like some now star; 

To wear gay gowns and strange-drossod 
hair 

And hats that make the people stare 
Or say wo are 
Original, as it may l)o— 

Yes, that, iny dear, for you and mo 
The Kcason means; 

Hut for tlio girls who shape nur frocks. 
Our headgear (and, maybe, our locks)— 
Some in their trons 
Perhaps, as wo—the Season holds 
Quite other things. Tucks, hems and 
folds. 

Gauze, silk and loco 
They wield for us with closo-eycd care. 
White-faced and worn, so wo bo fair 
And take our “place"; 

The weeks drag slow mr such as those 
Whose backs are bent that wo may 
please. 

For us to stitch, 

Their fingers fly or else their wheels; 
Their very dreams build cotton-reels 1 
Time’s Hurry-Witch 
Pursues them witf||^ beating-broom 
And cares not foqH& fading bloom. 


Toil, toil, 
The Season s 
While we, in 


wrer maids, 
jocund glades, 


Have but one fear— 

Lost, os wo flit from flower to flower. 
Our honey will at lost turn sour I 
Ho, should wo hot 
Remember, now wo both are “out,” 
When wo (for trifles) <pine and pout, 

Or moan our lot. 

That there are maidens still more sod 
Who, wore they hidden, would bo glad 
Within our shoes 
To stop, to flirt, to dance, to dine. 
Willing, as wo, like stars to shine, 

I'o pick and chooso 
How they each rosy day shall spend 
And dream that rose-days never end ? 

Another Impending Apology. 

“ A liird-liculcnant is not always chosen bo- 
causo of Iiis unod looks. The Karl of Omven, 
the lu-w fsird-liionUiiittiit of Yorkshire, is an 
exception."—/Mi/)/ Hketeh, 

From an hotel advt. in Daily Newi :— 

“ jiudrooin. Breakfast, Biatli, T.ight Attend¬ 
ance Sfii.” 

The “ light attendance " is not a feature 
of this hotel only. 

“ The eiitcrpribing propriotoi;ot the Queen's 
Hotel, fashioned after the go^ old KngHoh 
stylo us regards cleanliness and homo com- 
foris, has undergone notablo 'altirations 
interiislly."—KVfli/atit Sunday Journal. 

Wo shall call upon lym when he is 
convalescent. 
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THE WOBST POIJOY. 

A FEW months ago there appeai'ed 
in Punch some examples of truthful 
advertisements issued by a firm of 
House Agents. The idea appears to 
be spreading. We bave before us the 
following remarkable announcement of 
a Tourist Company:— . 

A Week in DEuaiiTFuii Eauviu.e 
for 

£6 5s. Od. 

(and certain additions wliich will be 
apparent to those who read further). 

Select Pabtieb 

(as select as can be expected in View of 
the fact that nobody who pays the fees 
is refused) will leave London every 
Saturday evening until further notice 
and return to London on the following 
Friday morning. 

(The advertised “ week ’* therefore in- 
wudee the days of departure and return.) 

Charge (jaagabk strictly in advane ^— 
£5 6«. Od. 


moderately good), and includes room 
(containing two, three or even four 
beds), light (which is cut off at 11 o'clock 
each night), attendance (for which tiie 
tourist is expected to givo lavisli tips), 
breakfast (coffee and rolls), and evening 
dinner (at which the only liquid pro¬ 
vided free is water, which we strongly 
advise our clients not to touch) each day. 

Hxtra charge for superior 
accommodation — 

10s. Gd. 

For first-class hotel accommodation — 
£2 2s. Od. 

If a.separate bedroom is roquirerl the 
additional charge is 12s. 6tt. 

(Tt will bo noted that the tourist is 
expected to obtain any refroshmonts he 
may require between breakfast—which 
is, of course, quite unsatisfying to the 
average Englishman — and evening 
dinner. Similarly he must make the 
best arrangements ho can for feeding 
himself on both journeys.) 

The feature of this Tour is the 
admirable series of 

Excuhsionb. 


(This, however, means 3rd Class travel Excuhsionb. 

tboughout. For Itad Clam the ad- These are arranged to give our clients 
^tional ^arro u £1; and for Krst opportunity of visiting wliat wo 
Choss £2 os. (JO.) consi^rthe principal points of interest 

> Aoopmmodation is imTided in a in the district and at the same time to 
bqs^ng • hopse in ^uvllle (only securo an adequi^ profit for ourselves. 


Charge for the series of Four 
Excursions :— 

if hooked in Tx>ndon... £3 10s. Od. 

If booked in Euiville.. £3 15s. Od, 

Charge for any Shujle Excursion • 

If hooked in London ... £1 Os. Od. 

If booked in Eauville... £1 2s.Od. 
(Tho Excursions aro porsoiiiUly con- 
ductc<l, and gratuities to tl;o conductor 
are heartily encouraged.) 

Tho Tourist must expect a number of 
further incidental expenses, but these 
unfortunately will not benefit us. If, 
however, wo can devise any further, 
nuans of extracting money from him, 
wo shall not liesitate to apply them. 

Beersations of Great Hen. 

“Ilo also took great iiitm-xt in ptiidiing 
electric tniniways in lirndfurd." 

Jiradjard Daily Arijtu, 

'• At tho rcriuest of Dr. Mawfloii, Mr. K. K. 
Waite, curator of tho Uhristchurch Muhcuih, 
has consented to prepare the report on tho 
collccticn of fliib-H uiado by the Australasian 
Antarctic Expedition. Mr. Waite has in hand 
already tho fishes which ho collected at tho 
Mocrpiario aid Auckland Islands when ho 
went to tlto Southern Ocean in Or, Mawsop’a 
exploring vessel, the Aurora, lost year." 

ChriiUihureb Press. 

Wo are prepared to congratulate Mr. 
Waite, to take off our hats to him— 
but wo will not shako bhn by tho hand. - 
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JEUX D'ESPRiT AT DRURY UHE. 

(.1 tribute to the art of the liimiitn 
proinior dansour awl the two ladies 
who accompany him in a now famous 
pas do troiH.) 

Nijinsky, thoro aro certain souls 
Moro blind to boauty than a ben is, 

Wlio, jarrad not by the caracoles 

In all your other ballet rdloa, 

Take umbrage at your “ Tennis." 

They do not liko ^'our leaps and flings; 
Some trifling disappointment rankles 

Wlion, bounoing lightly from the wings, 

You flaunt tliose tasteful trouserings 
Tied tightly round the ankles. 

Thov grumble at the ladies' skirts. 

The rost-lmpressionistio setting; 

Tliey muse on Wimbledon ; it hu^ 

To see you waste your time on flirts 
And otiose cur\'otting. 

But I, I li%Te the hidden key 
‘To that coy dance, whore others lack 
it;» 

I oomprehend the mystery; 

The largo ball does not bother me, 
‘Nor yet the'blood-huod racquet. 


You have the core, the inner truth 
(All errors in the husk it pardons) 

Of tennis, not the game sans ruth. 

But tennis, well-beloved of youth 
In old-world English gardens. 

With two fair maidens at your call 
Amid parterres of bright geraniums. 

Grown tired of hunting for the ball 

You yield a captive to their thrall 
And kiss them on the craniums. 

But this to mo most clearly shone. 
Fantastic sprite from Eastern Europe, 

Tliat only throe of you were on; 

And whore, I ask, was James or John 
Who hol£)ed to make the four up ? 

A shadowy motive seemed to go 
Through all those steps and still en¬ 
liven : 

“ Shall wo pursue the ball ? Not so; 

It was not w'o w’ho whuckod it. No; 

I The criminal was Ivan.” 

But where was Ivan ? Fancy sped: 
Through all the dance's twisting 
' mazes 

I nursed his pioturo in my head. 

Couched lowly in the strawberry bod 
Stuffing himself like blazes. 


This is the triumph of all ai-t. 
Especially its latest model— 
Symrolio images to start 
Of things unseen, of worlds apart. 

« « « « « 

The press critiques wore twaddle. 

Evob. 

" Apart from the honour of tho tiling there 
is littlo material profit awaiting Mr. Alfred 
Austin’s successor, tho salary at^hod to the 
pAt being only a paltry £70 a year, with an 
allowance of £S7 in lieu of the traditional sack 
of butt .”—Liverpool Courier. 

Everybody is talking about Butt—tho 
now oreakfost food. Small sock 5/-, 
larger sack 7/6. 

"On oMning a doable dark slide of book- 
form tho loose plate will have its back towards 
the plate which is fastened in, and the lose 
plate will bo the one in this lower (od^ 
number of tho slide.”— Photography. , 

One of tho things we wanted to know. 

"At tho oonolusiott of the lecture, Mr. Betor 
Warren, in the name of the sufasoribocs, 
handed over to the enermtio sooretary, Mr. 8. 
Wood, a handsome oak dresser.” 

Cnllompton Deanery Parish Magasine, 

It is Mr. Fetes Wabbee who strikes 
us as Uie really, eneigatio man. 























A WAY THEY HAVE IN THE BALKANS. 

Gbbbcb. "NOW HOW DO WE DIVIDE THESE BUIXIARIAN SPOILS-SUPPOSINO WE* 
GET ’EM?*’ 

Sbbvu. “WHY, MY DEAR FELLOW. AREN’T YOU AND I ALLIES? Off COURSE WE 
EIGHT EACH OTHER FOR ’EM.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(&mucxBD mam tmm Dun m Ton, M.P.) 

House of CovmoHS, liondaf/, July 7. 
—^**The Angel of D^h is abroad in 
the land.” Onoe again the Pbbuibb 
stood at the Ibble in presence of a 
crowded, hnshed assembly, beads 
rererentiy uncovered as if in tbe actual 
presence of Death. It was only a few 
weeks igo that lament was raised 
for Qeobob Wvndhau. To-day it is 
the> sudden cutting-off of AiiVnen 
Lyttelton that mi^os the House of 
CommonsPa house of mourning. 

Points of resemblance make more 
striking tise close se¬ 
quence of their deaths, 
iwth men were in the 
prime of life; both when 
dast seen at Westmin¬ 
ster were apparently in 
full enjoyment of health 
and strength; both, 
having by sheer capa¬ 
city won their way to 
high place in tlie ranks 
of their Party, seemed 
to have before them a 
long career of useful 
work; umn both with 
awful suddenness came 
the end. 

» There was one notable 
absentee from Front 
Opposition Bench. It 
seemed natural, indeed 
imperative, that, as 
happened in the caso 
of Geobqe Wyndbau, 

Pbincb Abthub should 
add Ills wreath of 
“myrtles brown with 
ivy never sore ” to the 
garland laid by the 
Pbiub Minimteb on the 
bier of his lost friend. Shrinking from 
that ordeal bo did not even trust him¬ 
self to be present. It was loft to the 
titular Leaoeb op the Opposition to 
voice the grief of Alfbeo Lyttelton’s 
personal colleagues on the Front Bench 
and the sorrow of the Party he graced 
and strengthened by his comradeship. 

Not least arduous among the duties 
pertaining to office of Party Leader 
» that of from time to time paying a 
tribute to the memory of a great man 
dead. On an historic occasion Dibbaeli, 
called to fill the part, was so prostrated 
by emotion that he inadvertently appro- 
pri%M a purple patch from a funeral 
oration by a French statesman, incor¬ 
porating it in what was presented to 
the House of Commons as his personal 
lamentation. Mr. Qladstonb was a 
master of the art; so in differing styles 
was GAkPEBCL-BANNEBicAN and is 
Pboiob Abtvob. Sabk, who has 


listened to a long succession of funeral that, in spite of angry diffeienee on a 
neeehes ddiveM from either side of particular question, there ezistabetw^ 
the Table, testifies that for genuine Nationalist and Ulsterman a 
feeling, simplicity of construction and sympathy, a sentiment of brotherhood 
exquisitenesB of phrasing few have jeolous for each other’s welfare, 
equalled, none suipasoed, the Pbbmibb's Come up accidentally, as such things 

brief speech, uttered with faltering frequently do. Pbbuieb having in 
voice under strain of emotion that more reply to question stated intentimi of 
than onco threatened breakdown. making new appointment to Laureato- 
As he said, Alfbeo Lyttelton “ has ship, Joyce rora from Nationalist Camp 
left behind liim no resentment and no with supplementary question, 
enmity, nothing but a gracious memory “ When this matter comes to bo 
of a manly and winning personality, tho enquired into,” he said, “will consi- 
memory of oiio who served with un- deration bo given to the undoubted 
stinted measure of devotion his gonom- poetic ability of tho hon. Memlwr 
tion and his country.” That a sentiment for Nor! h Armagh ? ” 

Houso taken by sur¬ 
prise. Always found 
interesting poisonality 
in Moobk, K.C. His 
interjectionary coiitri- 

ills own country ho, in 
common with another 

, Wkdqwood and Outiiwaiib ». Colonial Sbcuktaiiy. Moobb of earlier dato, 

IS recognised os a poet, 

in which Membera on both sides was agrcoablo surprise, 
shared. For the Pkkmieb, boyond the Premieu took keon’est iiiterast in it. 
common grief at tho passing of ono “Perhaps tlio hon. gentloinan,” )io 
“who of all men of this generation said, oddrossing Joycr, “will furnish 
came nearest to tho ideal of manhood,” mo with a copy of tho poems alluded 
there was the breaking of the link of to.” 

thirty-three years’ ailectionato friend- Incident tempomrily distracted in¬ 
ship. torest from Plural Voting Bill. Useful , 

Happy in a pure and liealtliy life suggestion made from above Gangway 
Alfbed Lyttelton was honoured in that spcciinoiis of tho new Moouk j 
his death by rare eulogy spoken lioforo Melodies sliall lie circulated with the 
a responsive audience gathered on the Votes. 

historic stage it was long time his liminess done. —Plural Voting Bill 
pleasure and his pride to tread. discussed on Report Stage. 

Business done. — Home Buie Bill Friday. —^Talk in tone of surpriro 

read a third time by majority of 109 in about tho Sfbaxer pci-mitting Wkdc- 
Honse of 695 Members. wood and Outhwaite wantonly to 

Thursday. —One of those littlo inci- waste twenty minutes of precious time, 
dents that go straight to susceptible first by cliallonging division on formal 
heartof House just happened. Personal, Resolution movM from Trcasuiy Bench, 
perhaps trivial, in its range, to the then by nolnally forcing ono on pro- 
seeing eye it touches depth of grave posal to suspend eleven, o’clock rule, 
political situation. Seems to show Performance was by way of tit-for-tat 


Wkdqwood and Outiiwaiib v. Colonial Skcuktaiiy. 
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A MAN WITHOUT IDEAS. 

Bboauhe I chanced to look np at the 
exact instant of time when the illusion 
was perfect, I could have sworn—for a 
second or so—that the car, like some 
swift ffrejr beast, had sprung; upon him 
from mhind with a low roar, gulped 
him down whole and vanished, leaving 
only a billow of swirling dust to mark 
the spot whom she had made him her 
prey. It was all illusion, of course, for 
a moment later he sat up in the middle 
of the road and peer^ about him, 
blinking. A stammering ereacendo yell 
from the car's exhaust horn came back 
to us through the drowsy dusty air, with 
a carious effect of mockery—ohmdy 
she was far off—and the tramp rose, 
rather alertly for a tramp. He limped 
over to my railing and, with one hand 
dutching a post, stared down the road. 

He gulpea—a long, slow rise, dedine 
and of the “Aoiun’s apple" that 
wad almost unnerving. He was collar* 
less and slightly scrag-necked, so that 
I got the ful braefit m it. 

“ A narrow squeak," I said. 

He did not answer inunediatdy. He 
xnerdy gdped once more, and, braid¬ 
ing heavily, ocmtinned to survey the' 


slowly settling dust that the car had 


Then quite suddenly he turned to me. 

A fine cai*, that. Sir—^magnificent. 
One of the best I’ve ever been knocked 
down by,” ho remarked. 

1 hod expected wrath, sorrow, lan¬ 
guage—anything, in fact, but praiso of 
the car, and I tliink 1 showed my 
surprise, for he smiled a faint, dusty 
smile. 

** It is my fatal habit of walking in 
the middle of the rood," be explained 
rather shyly. “Thinking ... I find 
I cannot think freely if 1 keep close in 
to the hedge. Of course I have never 
been actually struck by a car—but the 
rush and clamour of their close passing 
sometimes slightly confuse me and 1 
stumble—as you saw. I was wrapt in 
thought. Nevertheless, I know-" 

"Nuthin’,” said an angry and con¬ 
temptuous voice. “He don’t know 
nuthin’. He’s always being rode over 
—and he don’t know nuthin’." 

The first drifter—a tallish person— 
shrank into himself like a snail’s horn 
and quite suddenly an ahr of extra¬ 
ordinary insignificance p^aded him. 

“ He don’t know nuthin’," repeated 
the voices and I looked round to< 


encounter the blue-eyed stare of another 
drifter—a small man in anQient tweeds, 
very sunburnt, with a loinon-coloured 
beanl and a repaired nose. Manifestly 
angry and scornful. 

“ Wo parts company here,’’ ho said 
decidedly. ’"But before we parts I’m 
going to tell the truth about you. 
Before your face . . . I’ve liad enough 
of it." 

Ho turned to mo abruptly; the fii’st 
drifter resembled a captured apple- 
stcalor. 

“ lie calls himself a philosopher . . . 
and that’s the cause of everything. 
Ho don’t do anything—except keep on 
philoBophying. Ho ain’t got an idea 
in his’oaef. The rows we’ve had I’’ 

The little drifter made a gesture of 
despair. 

“And yet I like the man—I don’t 
deny it”—ho ran his eye over the 
philosopher rather as though the latter 
were a horse for sale or a piece of 
furnitura—“ but he’s too much^ respon¬ 
sibility. He keeps on with this pnilo- 
sophying all the time And he 'ain’t 
practiciu. And it comes ’ard on me 
. . ; Mister, he ain’t got* what a 
pro^cal man would call on idea in the 
’ole of ’is ’ead. He’s like a child. 
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Ifclplcss. Walks in tlio iniddlo of Uio 
road and that. You seen for yourself. 
I don’t hardly like walking with him. 
It makes folk stare and wonder. If 
lie’d only try to learn to got idoas into 
his 'ead. . . 

The little drifter suddenly opened 
the tattered rush fish-basket ho carried, 
disclosing n tightly packed mass of 
withered, yellowish vegetable matter, 
which he described as salad. Ilis 
comrade, the man without ideas, stood 
limply listening with an extra¬ 
ordinary appearance of guilt. 

“1 had to think out tho idea of 
having some salad yo-ilcrday,” said tho 
small drifter with a sort of pitter pride, 
“ and I left it to him to get it in a 
likcly-lookitigroad of houses in Brocken- 
hurst, while i worked another road for 
a hit of something to go with it, 1 
waited for him just outside tho village 
about two houra aftenvards with a 
knuckle of ham, four fairish cinsts, a 
heel of cold pudding, and a hand-out 
of bread-and-chcise. Pit«ontly here 
he comes moonin' along tho middle of 
the road, muttering to hissclf. lie 
stops at me and * I 'vo got it,’ ho says. 

* Well done,’ I says, thinking of sahul. 

* Yes,’ ho says, ‘ what England wants 
is a national wlieat licit extending from 
one end of tho country to the other, 
whera she can grow' her own wheat in 
case of war,’ he says.” 

*' At tho expense of tho State, with¬ 
out regard to the price of wheat, 
imported or otherwise,” put in tho first 
drifter mildly. “You mustn’t forgot 
the State subsidy.” 

Tho little drifter turned to mo with 
a gesture of infinite despair. 

“ Therc, Mister,” he exclaimed, “ now' 
you can see for yourself. Ho thinks 
aliout wheat belts for England when 
he ought to bo borrying a bit of 
salad. . . . Why, oven' when an old 
party back by Kufus's Slone took a 
fancy to him ho couldn’t do no good. 
It was n mild-looking, peaceful old 
party and they got talking together. 
1 watched 'em, and estimated tho old 
imrty would lie worth a good shilling 
to us, and perhaps raoro, if this philoso¬ 
pher only used his 'ead and got an i<loa 
to put up on tho old party. I edged 
up to ’em a bit, and I heard tho old 
party saving something about he 
wished all tho world was ns peaceful 
as tho Now Forest. But whore mo or 
you would have agreed with him, Sir, 
this ndiculous man answora tho old 
party very cold. * I 'vo thought it out,' 
lie says, * and 1 consider that tho Avorld 
will^ never be at peace until England 
has ca^ured nil tlio navies and made 
’em oil her own, and supports one 
great navy at the expense of nil the 
■ otbw countries, that used to have 


navies—tax ’em in proportion,* ho says; 
and the peaceful old party snorted and 
went away without a word or a 
shilling! ” 

The tall drifter looked iishamcdly at 
his foot. 

“ Uo ain’t got an idea in his *ole 
baly. Sir,” insisted tho other excitedly, 
“and yet 1 like the man. But we 
parts company to-day. It would ruin 
mo to travel with him any longer.” 

“ 1 woukln’t mind so much his not 
having no ideas in his ’end,” continued 
tho small drifter, “ but he ain’t I'oliable. 
Ho spoils chances of odd money that 
a haby wouldn’t spoil. And yet ho's 
lucky—he gets plenty of chances. 
More than mo—but bo don’t use ’em. 
Up on tho downs near Winchester a 
gentleman, land-measuring or some¬ 
thing, asked him to keep hisoyeon aspot 
on top of the downs and signal to him 
when tho gontlrmen rcaciiecl the place. 
Well, tho gentleman climbed up tho 
downs about a mile and turned round 
and waited to bo signalled to. But ho 
never signalled a signal— he was staring 
at the clouds in tho sky, and he told 
me afterwards that ho was thinking of 
a plan for rejecting-” 

“ ZVojocting, ” corrected tho toll 
diiftcr. 

“ - advorlisements on to tho clouds 
hy means of skinometergiaphs-” 

“ Searchlights, not cinematographs,” 
protested tho philosopher feebly. 

“All tho same,” Knap))cd tho small 
driftei'. “Craziness.” 

Ho half wheeled to tho road, hesi¬ 
tated, glanced at the tall drifter rvith 
a curious look that was half aft'uction, 
half contempt. “Cornin’?” ho said; 
“ 1 ’ll give you one more chance -and 
only one. Ami don't forget it 1 ” 

“ Yes, John,” said tho man without 
ideas, and, with a shy nod in my 
direction, followed his partner down 
tho road. , 

I watched them for a few moments. 
Before they wore out of sight the 
philosopher, with his head howed in 
thought, had edged out into tho exact 
middle of tho rood again. . . . 

Ho was a carious character, and I 
believe it is quite possible that, some 
day, ho may oven light upon a notion 
that will make millionaires of them 
both—provided that a motor does not 
get him first. But I am quite, quite 
certain he will never convince his 
little partner that he has ever liad an 
idea in his life. ' 


“BEAUTIPyiNO COL'NSEL." 
Jlendlint in “ Evening 

But alas for the hopes of our K.G.’s 
the advice winch followed was meant 
exclusively for tho housewife. 


THE ROSERY. 

“ 'Tis roses, roses all the way” 
A-climbing to the leads. 

Or blooming lowlier mii the clay 
Of half-a-score of beds; 

Standard and dwarf, they rise to view 
For all the world to gorge 
U^n a feast of scent and hue— 

The handiwork of George. 

He used to bo a restful type, ' 

A youth of cultured brow. 

Who liked his after-breakfast pipe ,, 
Uis morning scieed, but now 
Ho leaves tho hurried meal ta seizo 
A sj'ringe and a pail, 

To wage a war on aphides. 

On anthracnoso or scale. 

Ho kens tho name of ever}' rose, 

Tho lingo of his craft, 

Tho latest thing in hoe or hose. 

The moper time to graft; 

And when tho morn is young and 
fresh 

He lises with tho thrush 
To water Madame Pauvert (tlcsh) 

Or Mrs. Sandford (blush). 

There was a day when he and I 
Were seldom scon apart. 

But time has rent the ancient tie 
And others claim his heart. 

While T can never really feel 
1 like his present sot, 

His Ulrich Brunner, Mar^chal Kiel, 
And Marie Henrietto. 

1 deprecate this garden zest, 
kfy heal t profusely bleeds 
For one who bids tho weary guest 
Assist him with tho weeds. 

Who after dinner sits and dreams; 

Of cankers and their cures. 

Or talks for hours on cheerless themes 
Like chemical manures. 

What though the blooms ho loves to 
raise 

Bewitch tho folk who call ? 

What though admiring neighbours 
> gaze 

Across his gaixlen wall ? 

To mo this rosory shall hring 
Profound regrets, shall be 
Anathema—tho cursed thing 
That came 'twixt George and me. 

J.M.S. 

esaiassssssasssssa 

From a Birmingham evening paper: 

“In tho timo oi Henry VIII. and Queen 
Elizabeth, green goosebeny pie wm at the 
height of its popularity; and long boforo their 
time, in 12TG, it was growing in Edward I.'s 
garden at Westminster.’’ 

Life, in fact, was very easy for Eo- 
WABD I.’s cook, even when, in the 
orchards, a blight had fallen on tho 
apple-dumplings, and the steak-and- 
ktdney-pudding tree had wilted. 
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Beiired HModaalur (laU of London ). “Now iiii'N, 'Emby, I'm doin’ so hatd a XiARum pariy 'prk nixt wi'kk, and T bhaix 

KXPKOT AN ONUIIITRO QPAXTITY OF MILK, CRUAM AND BDTrUR. AFTRR THAT rilB COAVB CAN 'AVH A Rl HP TILD MH AN* MBN, P. 
RBTDRNB FROM THB CONTRNONO.’’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mb. Jack London is, I think, the most exhausting writer 
1 know. Lest this should bo taken for other than the 
genuine tribute I intend it to be, I had better hasten to 
explain. What I mean is that he can bring physical liard* 
ships and fatigue so convincingly before the reader that, for 
my own part, I rise from some chapters of his writing 
foeling as if I ached in every limb. 1 hod this sensation 
stronger than ever just now, after reading Smoke BeUeio 
(Mills and Boon). Here Mr. London is back in that 
klondyke country that ho has made specially his own, and 
has already mined with such excellent results. Smoke 
Bellew however has this to distinguish him from other 
heroes of the district, that you make his acquaintance 
while he is still a genuine cMchcujm (I put in tliat word 
beoause it sounds jmly and I have lust learnt it—the mean> 
ing is tenderfoot, or amateur, or what you will) and watch 
the prooess of his gradual hardening. This is where the 
aches come in. I Mfy uiybody to r^ of Smoke’s journey 
to the Yukon, a chapter that deserves to be called an epic 
of tatigaa, without sharing the sensations of its hero. It 
would, 1 am sure, give an appetite to the most dyspeptic. 
Arrived, Smoke uxd his p^ner Shorty have of course 
advent!^ in ]^ty, oulminating in a breathless race with 
do^-teamn thu leaves them with hsdf of a nullion-doUar 
claim and the 'hero with a prospect of matrimonial bliss. 


Mjrsdtf X' rhdn’t earn over-murii w bit jarospeotive bride; 
and I doubt if lir. LotmoN did eitiiw. I found it hard to 


forgive her the trick by which- in the early stages of their 
acquaintance—she hod deprived Smoke and Shorty of the 
results of their night march to Squaw Creek. But you do 
not go to Mr. Ijondon for wodding-bells. You go to him 
for tales of endui'anco and for sheer breath-taking adven¬ 
ture, and heio theie is no living writer tliat I know of to 
equal him. lie has them all beat. 

I believe that Mrs. Coxon, whose new novel, Apnl 
Panhasard (Lank), has just hold iny attention, would have 
found everything simpler had she not been determined to 
enforce sprightlinoss in her cliarocters. Aprtl Panhasard 
herself is clearly a very nice agmeahle woman, but she is 
compelled to wriggle into wit every lime that she o{iens her 
mouth; and this compulsion, together with the fact that 
“ her hair in the shadowy light gleamed like a saint's aura, 
burnished, mystical,” prevents her from showing the natural 
simple side of her chai actor. She goes into retirement 
whilst her divorco case is proceeding, tells her neighbours 
(oJll of them, by the way, ns sprightly as herself) that she is 
a widow, goes about with a young man, loves an American, 
and of course starts the sprightly tongues wagging. Then 
Mrs. Coxon obviously felt that this little plot was neither 
long enough nor strong enough for throe hundred pages, so 
she brought in some characters out of an oarljer novel of 
hers, witn a child who is prettily loqnooious until he* is 
suddenly killed in the bunting-field. The child’s death is 
well written and shows one that Mrs. Coxon would write 
a fine nokel could she but allow her people to speak 
and act tor themselves and eoold she avoid'sach sentences 
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as "A faint thrill of fear nioed tbroogh hor veins,’* or “A “forheaven’s sake, what fs thy jMtter? tiet*t&M|K li^’ 
little sob escaped her, wrong from her full heart.” I like and have dcma wift) itt” xb&i is^bat t oadie 
her eonoeption of her eharacters, bat thejr are dot given eiying alond many tio^ daring' fbe eariy ehspHt|, <n' 
any very Interesting things to do and their uootions are Jams Svrd Bat when t kmw tb»hotror 

far too omdaly statM. of coarse it was by no means dona with. ’For d$$ilMiate i 

and nnshxinking analysis of a hateful situation, etmoneAd ! 

Much is expected from a son of the man who wrote The me to Mr. B. O. Pbowss. Of the great devemess of 
Life of Lord Macaulay. The reader need not fear disap- book there can be no quration; considered at an entertain* 
pointment in taking aprAeLt/«o//oknBr*yftf(OoMBTaBiiBl, ment, I would rather go to the dentist's than endure it^ 
by Quonoa MaoATniAT TbbvsiiTAH. His literary skill is ^ain. It is impossible to give an idea of it withcmtiaveah 
shown in connection with various episodes, notaliiy in the ing the plot; but this mattens less since it is the treatment 
admirably condensed but vivid narrative of the Com Law for which it should be read by all who value artistry<moxe 
League Campaign, culminating in the surrender of PbbIi than good spirits. Well, then, James Murd and me wife 
and the establishment of originally obsouro men like Bbioht Evelyn had one child, a boy of seven years, who, as the 
and CoBSBN in the foremost rank of statesmanship, their result of an accident, had become maimed incuraUy both in 
aid oourted by both camps. Disclosure is made of a body and mind. And the parents, having for his sake left 
xemarkaUe ovmture by Disbaeli when defeat of his Budget the town, where they both enjoy^ full and vigorous Uves, 



xemarkaUe ovmture by Disbaeli when defeat of his Budget the town, where they both enjoyed full and vigorous Uves, 
of 1863 appeared imminent. Late on a December evening for the depths of the country, haid nothing to do but brood 


he sent a note to 
Bbiobx at the Beform 
C&ub, asking him to 
call atGrosvenor Gate. 
The summons was 
obeyed. Straightway 

DiBBABU proTOUnded 
• scheme whereby 
Bbioht, Cobdeb and 
Milhbb Gibbob, ex- 
tremest Bodioals of the 
day, were to enter the 
Tory Cabinet. Bbioht’s 
soon^ rejection of the 
proposal did not pre¬ 
vent its repetition 
when, a few years later, 
Disbaeli found himself 
in anotiier fix. 

Such flattering atten¬ 
tion had the effect of 
increasing^natural ten¬ 
dency on Bbioht’b part 
to have a good conceit 
of himself. During the 



and develop suspicions 
and estraimements and 
hatreds, mat last one I 
day the father took the 
boy for a walk to the 
din-edge—and come 
back alone. You could 
hardly call itapleasant 
story, could you? It 
is told by a tnird per¬ 
son, an old friend of the 
unhappy parents, who 
IS staying with them; 
and this particular 
method adds a qnaUty 
of detached and olmc^ - 
unemotional dryness to 
the tragedy that makes 
it far more horrible. 
It is indeed a fine piece 
of literary work, power¬ 
ful, subtle, and sinister. 
But I bhould be veiy 
careful as to the per 
sons to whom I recom- 


• C- ^ FORGOTTEN DEEDS OF VALOUR. -, k t 

of himself. During the _ vaa o w sonstowhomirecom- 

lasttwentvvearsdhis who has bjstad the nsmso oh thh Rubxcoh, BaspEOTFuixv mended it. 

'..f “ ” - BUT IKBIBTS OH JuriUB CA'BAB CBOBBIHa W LOWSB DOWK BO AS HOr TO 

life this araumed some- oibtdrb thb best root, ih the bivkb. * 

thing of a tone of---Mr. Goao has chosen 

arrogance. An example is supplied in a remark he a strango subject for the novel-form in The Kingdom 
made comparing his style of oiatoi-y with another's (Heimbhann) —^nothing less than the struggle for peace 
“ When I ^ak,” ha said, “ I stiikc across fiom headland and truth and perfect charity in the soul of a modem (and 
to headloD'^. Mr. Glapbtome follows the coast lino, and something of a modernist) mar, Tadre Bernardo. Those 
when he comes to a navigable river he is unable to resist who recognise this travail of a,soul to be a legitimate and 
the temptation of tracing it to its source.” There is truth vitally tragic theme will here welcome a treatment of it 
and force in this. But it is the soit of thing that had been which is marked by much sympathy and a quite exorational 
better |aid by somebody else. detachment. The devil’s Mvocate has the fulloit licence 

Among other diversions, the author tells a oemital story notwithstanding that the author stands for thq Oatbolio 

about Bbiobt’s famous citation of the cave of Adullam. A point of view and for his saintly, sore-tried hero who finally 

Fieuch historian quoting it explained to his countrymen enters into his kingdom of seif-conquest and peace. The 
tl^t it was an “ allusion d «» passage de la bible. Adullam littlenesses, bigotries and misimders^ndings of eonventaal 
dw'f voulu tuer David." In a more famUtar reference, Mr. life are in particular suggested with a keen but not utt- 
TbBvbltan is not so successful. Writing of Lord Jobk charitable emphasis, and it would seam that so detailed an 
MABBBm’ couplet about “our old nobihty,” he describes it as impression could only be the work of one who had aotaa&y 
“ a EVankenstein that was to pursue its author through life.” passed through the routine and strug^ of the Ufe- >The 
Alas, pomr Frankenstein, ever condemned to be thru mis- seeondaty theme, the mani^e of Orlandp the 
taken for his own petaid after being hoist with it. Mr. Bernardo's Mend, and Vittoria, his Uftfsllt ii hNeraba 


taken fox his own petai^ after being hoist with it. Mr. Bernardo's Mend, and Vittoria, his < 
TBBVBiffilv's admirable work, invaluable to the student so es to briiu opt the dem humsb sy 
^ modern ripstogr, is illustrated by various cartoons Cfid Father irmlfI, uVnoa^lhc.,In 
need fron» V^A, who, amongst other serviees to sUei)| end cm the taWhh sn 

[mmclEslfsed an eyeglMS John Bbiobt never sfigidt and ew^shri of 
Ik torn ^ ' toifi»l!>iw»nwiiihiateA|^^ 


,iiinAhif|i 








JUI.T 23, 1913.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


CHARiVARIA. 

Bocmamia’b ,motto u^n advancing 
into Bulgaria:—“ J’j/ suis, fy reste "— 

a M ^ V »• _a. tM T _ 


private address, tho address of their existence of the i-equisite agreement, 
prison. ^ 4 , and stigmatises Ids opponents os “ the 

* ^ hyenas of grand opera.” Tlio Com< 

Voluntary' contributions towards tho pan}', we understand, retorts that th^ 


a free translation of which is, “ I am equipment of our Defence Foixsos con* hyena laughs longest wiio laughs last. 


here, I Boumania,” 


tinue to come in. Tho lack of mounts 


for our Territorials seems to have struck; According to Mr. CiiAnr.KS B. Coen* 
Is it quite fair to describe the the popular imagination, and it is said bam tho Church of St. Bartholomew 
ambulance which has been devised by that during tho past week tho War the Groat was founded by a Jostor. 
Mr. S. F. Cody as Qur first air-hospital ? Office has recoivod from various parts Hoi'c, surely, is another pidpit for the 
Mr. Lloyd-Gkoboe's Sanatoria were of the Empire ofi'ers of an elephant, thi-eo'Bov. llAnitY Laudeb. 


in <ibe 4 iir for a very long time. 


^ propM, the report that a million | about, and a xebm, 

pound hotel is to be erected-- 

on the site of St. George’s 
Hospital has led to a curious 
misunderstanding among in¬ 
sured persons. Tlieyimagino 

,that this now structure will . 

be one of those sanatoria » 

which the Ghanceltair as- 

Rured them a little while ago j 

would bo “ sort of first-class y 

Meanwhile it is said that 
it is the intention of those 
interested in this hotel scheme' 

also to buy up Buckingham' '^n^ S^SSamH-mm^UL 
Palace with a view to its] nflflMBk 

being-used as a cottage-' 

annexe for simple-lifers. I fjwtk 

It has been proposed, in^ 
consequence of the Suffragist, 
outrages in the House of: JaaMmH lv 
Commons, tliut tho Caller}': 
shall bo close.!. Tlio idea,' ' 

however, does not commend y V 
itself to certain of tho Mom-1 I 

bers, who must have J 

It is much more likely that \ 

members of tho Public, lieforo ' 

being admitted, will have to / ‘ ^ 

submit to boing__searched.; o,ft.,-, 


donkeys, a couple of trained ostriches, 
an olcMashionod high bicyclo, a run- 



Mr. Hembv Arthi’u Jones is gener¬ 
ous. Ho has now made it possible for 

-- - all of us to obtain his “ Divine 

Gift ”—on paying for it. 

•f* .*• 

“Bombardier Wells and 
Pat O’Kekfp. have signed 
articles to box twenty rounds 
at tho Bing on August Bank 
Holiday.” This, we under¬ 
stand, is not Waonkb’s 
“ Bing,” in spite of tho pre- 
owlent of tho Revues. 

T 

_ Our VioldSports day byday, 

as pictured in The Liverpool 
Echo: - 

“PlKr.U Sl’ORT KDITION. 

At Bulky. 

IKKn ISO ton TIIK KSrillK TIIOI'IIY." 

Tho German cruiser SlcUin 
came into collision last week 
with tlio American yacht 
Cussnndru. Whilo tho latter 
BTdW lost her jib-boom, tho Stettin 
fjMm was holod above tho water- 
yacht claims tho 

By tho way, the first prize 
in our International Story 
Competition goes, tliisweok, 
to the following conlrihution 
from Now York:— 


„ -tt I TIte LamUaJ]i(lo applicant for aiwrtiiienh }rilh seit-vifir). “ThimV; I ” nir. j-tiinur* <ii i iwa* 

Mr. IjAWBEMCE MorsMAN . j 'W'liAT IK) YOl' THINK OP TH.fT tVH A BKA-vjKW?” iiiout,}Vc.<t VirKiiiiti, whilefishiiiR 

hinted at-this possibility tliQ - - ----' jinir tloiinlaiiulnli.', was attacked 

other day when ho said, “In tho war- Tho Australian laihour Party is now by more than a tloacn anakca mraisuring from 
^ainrt evil it is not always sufficient | agitating for a six-hours’ day. ' ^Vo are tl^'m"lvr» atoil 

to gird tho loins. Sometimes it is I not yet informed how many minutes him. bimlinKhia arms, hands, and foot, 
necessary to strip.” . theie aie to be in each hour. «Mr. Knsor, ufk>c vainly ondoavourinK to 

* ! >•'.* loose his i^rms and Icfjs, had tho proscnco of 

Now that the Plural Voting Bill* Surprisingly low"inicos for old mas- r"** 

18 bound to become law, many Unionists tors were n*nbscd at tho sale of the g„akc«. torched and sizding, untwined thom- 
are concentrating their attention on the late Duke of Suthebland's pictures at m..iv(.h fn>m his liody. 
problem of how to abolish the Singular Chbistik's, and, though no living artist Ho then threw hi^lf into tho stream. 
Voting which returned the Liberals to was in this case affoctod by tho slump, extinguishing hii burning clolhcK." 
power. n, * ! a mooting of painters of old masters '‘x,* 

“• j is to bo lield to consider tlio situation. It looks rather as if it is not only 

Plural Besidenoe, wbioh will still! Territorials who find a difficulty in 

be permitted after the abolition of Tlio kfetropolitan Opera Company obtaining mounts. In an abcount of.a 
Plural Voting, is being encoui^ed of Now York is bringing an action recent i-oyal function The Liverpool 
by the Gat-and-Mouse Act, and it is against Mr. Hamhkbstein, witli tho Echo says;—“After formal prosonto- 
proposed that some of our loading object of restraining him from produc- tions bon been made their Majesties 
Suffragettes should print on their ing. grand orora in that city before left tho station accompanied by an 
visiting-cards, in addition to. their 1920. Mr. Hamuebsteim denies tho escort of Life Guards in open carriages.” 


“Tiiimh:, “Mr. Ocorgo Knsor, of Piod- 
nioiit', W'c.'it Virginiii, whilo fishing 

-linir klouiilaiiulnlc, was attacked 

by more tliaii a dozen anakes monsuring from 


“Ho thou threw himself into tho stream, 
exlingnisbiug his burning clothes." 

It looks i*atkor as if it is not only 
our Territorials who find a difficulty in 
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MORE LEAVES FROM THE BEERBOHM TREE 
OF KNOWLEDGE. 

fin friendly imitation of Sir HKitoEnt Trkb’s rcoently-piiblishod 
ThotighU and Afler-Hunightii.2 

Eveby trao craftsman should take joy and pride in his 
handiwork apart from the incident of wages. And here we 
may learn a lesson even from “ Our Bottera.” There exist 
men and women of the loftiest birth who are so enamoured 
of stage-craft that they will actually pay large sums to be 
allowed to play the part of walking gentleman and walking 
livdy. The words of the late IIobeut Louis Stevenson are 
their cry: “ Give us the giicnion of going on!" 

To get what they want is the peculiar faculty of tho 
English race. I once met an Englishman who had made 
a successful tour through tho Fatherland with tho most 
limited knowledge of tho vernacular, lie knew only one 
woni of German, and that was English. It was “ Beer.” 
Yet liis neetfcj wore always satisfied. 

When power passes from tho hands of “ Our Bettera ” 
into those of the People—a risky translation, yot many such 
have reached us from tho original hVencIi —1 shall look for 
tho reign of Universal Peace. I have an instinctive horror 
of war. Apart from bloodshed—almost always a marked 
concomitant of sanguinary disputes—war is tho enemy of 
Art, and distracts attention from the theatres.' 

I have in my time played tlie part of groat and bloody 
captains like Macbeth, but my heart was never in the work; 
nor were my legs cither. 1 would always sooner play 
Beethoven. Beethoven created; Macbeth destroyed. 
Surely there is a ditTorence horp. ' 

The modern critic mils at thh star-system. Yet it is one 
of those eternal aiTangcments which have a heavenly origin. 
You have only to look at tho firmament on a fine night and 
you will see stars. 

How often, as an actor-manager, have I envied mediocrity! 
So gentle is the treatment it gets from tho critics. 

Tho actor is independent of recognised laws—^the laws 
that govern blank verse, for instance, lie needs no educa¬ 
tion and often gets none. He requires no tools or acces¬ 
sories. The painter has his palette, tho sculptor his chisel, 
the poet his blotting-pad, tho musician his loud pedal; but 
the actor has just himself. ’ 

AFTKH-THOVailT. 

I had forgotten that the actor from time to time makes use 
of certain aids, such as grease and ingments ami wigs and 
costumes. Also of words, generally written by somebody else. 
How stupid of me I What' would the greatest Hamlet be 
without Srakhpearh f 

The latest hand-maiden of the drama is tho gramophone. 
It helps to correct the evanescence of tho actor’s triumphs, 
permitting posterity to appreciate what might otherwise 
appear incredible in the reports of tho time. I myself have, 
by request, done two gramophone records for the British 
Museum—in tho respective voices of Hamlet and Falstaff, 
In a spasm of humour I once said that I was so nervous 
that I spoke the speech of Hamlet in tho voice of Falstaff, 
and that of Falstaff in tho voice of Hamlet. This statement 
(fictional, of course, as humour so often is) was iHceivcd 
with scepticism by a critic who suggested that I hod spoken 
them both in tho voice of Beehhohu Tbeb. Even a 
critic, it will bo recognised, may he something of a humorist. 

The abseifce of a ** fouiih wall" on tho stage is no doubt 
desirable for tho sake of unbroken communication between 
the actors and thq, audience; but it is destructive to that 
coipplete illusion which is the end of all art, seeing that 
very few actuakrooms are constructed without this feature. 
In my more creative moments I have thought of introducing 


it at His Majesty's, and here I am happy, for once, in. 
enjoying the support of some of my most muevolent critics. 

I nave been accused, by a nameless writer, qf overwhelm-: 
ing Sbakspeabe under an avalanche of irrelevant scenery. 
My final answer to these criticisms is that my revivals have 
paid. The ultimate tost of all Art (and when I talk of Art 
I exclude painting, sculpture, poetry, music, architecture, 
&.C., except as they are anciUary to the drama) is the 
approval of the paying public. 

In tho setting of a play there must either ho frank con¬ 
vention or an attempt at complete illusion. If you cannot 
reproduce the atmosphere of ancient Elsinore in the gra,vfi- 
digger’s scene, liettcr have no scene at all. A view of the 
Euston Rood with its monumental masonry would lie an 
intolerable compromise. 

Those who contend that we should mount Shaksfeabe’h 
plays in the simple manner of the Elixabothan age would, 
if they were consistent, demand that his female characters 
should lie taken by males. Yet I have never heard it 
seriously suggested that Juliet should ho played by Mr. 
Boukcuieb, or Cleopatra by mi. 

The effect of illusion can be produced by a combined 
effort of imagination on tho part of actor and audience. 
Thus, if tho actor imagines himself to ho fat ho appears fat. 
It is true that when playing Falstaff I have used material 
devices to produce tho semblance of bulginess, but I could 
have done it just as well out of m'y own imagination, only 
I did not want to put too much strain on that of my 
collaborators in the pit. 

Tho absolute aim of all Aii (a term that excludes painting, 
sculpture, poetry, music, architecture, &o., except as they 
are ancillary to the drama) is illusion. It is hot easy to 
be yourself (tho secret of all 8tr|Bngth),.and at the same time 
to 1)0 somel)Ody else (the aim bf all Art). But it must be 
done somehow, and the trub artist-^hy winch I moan the 
true actor—will, while retaining his own identity intact for 
future use, so far merge it, for the time, in that of his 
character that, after cimting the illusion that ho is a 
corpse, it 'would be unthinkable that he should arise and 
appear before tho curiain to. take tho applause of the 
groundlings.'' He would much rather that tho audience 
should go home under the impression that ho is still dead. 

And, after all, what is the applause of men to tho true 
artist ? Dead to thb world—for his illusory simulation of 
death will have deceived everybody but himself—the pul¬ 
sations of his own heart, heating nigh with the sense of 
achievement, will bo all the applause that ho heeds. 

AwTEn-THovanT. 

Tf in the foregoing remarks I have now and then by in¬ 
advertence given vent to a vital truth, I take no credit. I am 
but a Tube on which a little bird has sat and sung. And 
these were the words that it sang 

“ Be yourself I ” 

“ lieally V I asked. 

“ Yes,” said the little bird ; “ be yourself. You cannot 
better that I ” O. S. 


The People’s Laureate. 

{Withoutprejudice to Dr . Bridges .) 

Though Kiflinq long had been his country's pride, 
Uncrowned, except with glory, 

Asquith ignored the People’s Voice, and cried— 

” ‘ But that's another ’ Tory.” 

In a recent article giving hints on the famishing of a 
country cottage. The Westminster Gazette recommended 
that every room should contain ” one suggestive piotuie.” 
Gan this be the effect of the Bussian Bwet on our once 
incorruptible contemporary? 
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Lytix-eycA Hubert (apjiearing, as muni, from nowhere). “ Kxci-sk mk, Sin, nvT T think it mv utTV as a Scout to intobm you 

THAT YOU HAVB A SMUT OH YOUJl HOSK.” 


THE BREAKING OF HENRY BOND. 

Inspired by the receipt of u communication beginnimj: 
THK JIJUTKS ACT, 1870. 

Tun Town Ci.EnK of this Boitut.'iiit is roqniri'd by Iaw to 
innko out a true I,ist iti Iho lollowiii" form:— 


ChHxlitiii and Hnniaino 

TUlts 

Nature of 

At fiill IriiKth. 

HllHillOSN. 

Qimlillealioit. 

Adams, Jobn , . . 

riontlcman. . . . 

b’roohold. 

Alley, James . . . 

Ulcrchiint (slain naluro 
of tilercbimdiiio) 

Copyhnld. 

Bond, Henry , . . 

Biiiiknr. 

Lnasnliolil. 

Boyd, (rcorgo . . , 

(irocer . 

Poor Italo. 

Colo, Gbarlo.) . . . 

Butcher. 

llouso Uutv. 

■ 


Thsbe is joy to-day at the “ Crown and Anchor," 
Where the fat pint mugs they fill. 

But a hitter strife and a bitter rancotir 
At the leasehold house on the hill — 

At the leasehold house of the lordly banker 
Who bent the burg to his u'ill. 

Gay aro the peacocks that strat in his plcasauiices, 
Bright are the lilies that float on his pond, 

Very imposing and portly his presence is 
(All save his hair, of which only a frond 
Still stays on the bald pate, dabbm witli essences). 
Curved is the boko of Bond. 

Proud of his place and its hireling beauty. 
Thinking he walked with the world’s 6lite, 

He mocked Charles Cole and his dull House Duty, 
Driving around with the morning’s meat: 

He spumed poor Boyd and his business fruity; 
How oft in our humble street 


At tliu sound of liis cushioned motor’s sally 
Till) reverent Kuinirli lias hared its Itoad! 

Ay, even (lio nierclninl prince, .liinics Alloy, 

And .Adams (.lolin) wlio is (|uito well-lncd - 

h’roni the frocliold “ Court" and tliecopyhold “ Clialet ” 
Have curtsied and iieen cut dead. 

But tlio l‘jiiglisii law respects not mainnion; 

“ r servo the Caw," said the grave Town Clerk; 

“ 1 will write me a list there shall ho no sham on, 

A steel-true list; and fur all his park 

1 shall label Bond like the vendor of gammon 
With a crude coinmeixiial mark. 

A gentleman! Faugh! his pride is rotten. 

Ho lifts in the air his upstart crown. 

But the glory of gold is of dust begotten, 

A barren breed and of no renown; 

Is coin any liottor than heef or cotton ? 

A banker shall Bond go down. 

His fathers carried no blood-stained banners. 

The knightly plume they have never worn; 

He wants the 'repose of Norman manners; 

I brand him here with the brand of scorn; 

Ilis sires very likely were cmitiff tanners. 

While John is a gentleman born.” 

1 read thus far and T know the canker 
That grieved our burg had been cut away; 

The bubble had burst of Bond the banker— 

I wrote to tho Clerk and said, “ Hurray I 

You have scored off Henry, the horrible swanker, 
Good luck to you, Sir. Good day I ” Evois. 















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[JuiiT 23, 1913. 



THE LONG-FELT WANT. 

Hr was sitting next to mo at Tjord’s, 
and I admirod him for never point* 
ing to Bhoors and saying, “There’s 
Hobbs,” as most of the other persons 
round mo were doin^. Nor did he 
attempt any conversation until the tea 
interval, when, after expressing his 
mef that a good game should ^ thus 
frivolously interrupted, ho turned to 
diverse topics. 

After a while he told mo what ho was. 

“ 1 am an inventor,” ho said. 

“ And a very interesting profession,” 
I replied. 

“None more , 80 ,” he said, “even 


when one is just an ordinary inventor; 
but when one is sociologically imagina¬ 
tive—ah 1 ” 

“How docs one invent?" I asked 
him. “That’s what always bothers 
me. Do you sit down under a clear sky 
and produce your patents, or-? ” 

“ That’s what the ordinary inventor 
does,” ho said. “ There’s no knowing 
when the idea may come'to him. At 
breakfast, in the train, in the middle of 
tho night, even while talking to some¬ 
body. But the sociologically imagina¬ 
tive inventor has to prepare the way. 
Ho has first to ask himself what is 
wanted, and then get to work to supply 
that want. The cinema came that 


way, for example. The inventor of 
my type got up one morning with a 
blank mind and said to himsmf, ‘What 
human nature now needs is that thou¬ 
sands of electric palaces should spring 
up all over the world, in which ani¬ 
mated photographic representations of 
sentiment and melodrama may beguile 
the tedium of life;’ and straightway he 
invented the cinema. That is the nest 
kind of inventing. But, to give you 
an example of tho other kind, asbestos 
grates were an accident pure and sit^ple. 
An inventor chanced to walk througn 
some catacombs and noticed ,a great 
heap of skulls, and this instantly gave 
him tho idea of asbestos fuel. You 
see tho difference ? Tho accidental in¬ 
ventors may be useful enough, but 
very little credit is duo to them, whereas 
tho sociologically imaginative inventors | 
are conscious benefactors, and should 
have pensions and statues.” 

“ And what are you at work on just 
now ? ” 1 asked him. 

“ Just now,” he replied," and in fact 
for months past, my mind is occupied 
with a problem, the solution of which 
will come as a trumpet call all over 
England, and perhaps even more over 
Scotland. Many are the householders 
who will rise and bless mo.” 

“Well?” I said. 

“ Well,” he continued, “ you have, 

I suppose, often stayed in country 
houses where, the people still having 
some remnants of old - fashionedness 
left, the billiard - room is locked on 
Sundays?” 

“ I have,” I replied. 

“ And you have noticed,” he went on, 
“ that your host or hostess has always 
apologised for this state of things 
in much the same words. ‘It is not 
they who object, of couree; you will 
acquit them of being so small-minded 
as that; but one must consider the 
servants.’ You have hoard that? ” 

“ Often,” I replied. 

“ As to how it would affect tho ser¬ 
vants,” he proceeded, “we need not 
pauso to consider. That is a side issue. 
The point is that it might. But 
suppose the servants did not know; 
suppose that some one could invent 
a means by which billiards could be 
played on Sunday in secret, then no 
one would mind and many dull hours 
could be turned to cheerfulness. Do 
you see ? ” 

“Certainly I do,” I said. “Buthow?" 

“ There,” said he, “ is where I come 
in—tho sociologically imaginative in¬ 
ventor. What IS wanted is a silencer 
for billiard balls. It is that deadly 
click, click that gives the show away 
and cuts into the very heart of the day 
of rest. Now if the ivo^—or even 
bonzoline—could be muted, aU would 
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THE SEARCH FOR OLYMPIC TALENT. 
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bo well. The more fact that voices are 
heard proceeding from tiio hilliartl- 
room is nothing; yon may sit and talk 
in any room on Sunday without doing 
tlie servants moral liariii; it is the 
click, click that is fatal. My life-work 
then is to invent a moans hy which tlio 
balls shall touch in a silence as of the 
tomb. And,” he added, ” I shall do 
it. The word failure is not in my 
dictionary." 

Intrepid follow, I pray that ho may. 

"It was a similar fate which compcIIcKl 
Oliver Goldsmith to reel out Human histories 
and ‘ Animated Natives' when he might have 
given us more masterpieces such as ‘ The Yinar 
of Wakefield ’ and * The Deserted Village.' ” 
Birmingitam Daily Jw. 

Or when ho might have been tucking 
in animated “ natives." 

"It is hard to believe that Sir Fredoriok 
Youn^, the Grand Old Man of the Royal 
Colonial Institute, was 97 on the longest dav. 
Ho was erect, hole and hearty, and would 
easily pass for S.”— Lmdon lAfe, 

How annoyed he must be when strange 
mothers pat him on the head and talk 
baby language to him. 

" A novelty also will be provided on Monday 
morning by the arrival, direct from their 
nativity, of the two braves ‘ Sotting Sun ’ and 
* Running Bull.'"— Wotem Morning News , 
So young and yet so brave. 


THE BATH. 

Hanq garlands on the bathroom dour; 

Lot all the passages ho spruce; 

For, lo, tiie victim comes once mom. 
And, ail, ho struggles like the deuce! 

Bring soaps of many scented sorts; 

liOt girls in pinafores attend. 

With .Tulin, their hrotlior, in his sliorts. 
To wash their dusky little friend. 

Their little friend, the dusky dog, 
Bhort-leggod and very obstinate. 
Faced like a much-oiTondod frog. 

And fighting hanl against his fate. 

No Briton ho! From paloco-lioru 
Cliineso patricians he descends; 
lie keeps their higli ancestral scorn; 
His spirit breaks, but never bends. 

Our water-ways ho fain would ’scape; 

lie hates the customary bath 
That thins his tail and spoils his shape. 
And turns him to a fur-clud lath; 

And, seeing that the Pekinese 
Have lustrous eyes that bulge li ke buds. 
He fain would save such eyes as these. 
Their owner's pride, from British suds. 

Vain are his protests—^in ho goes. 

His young barbarians crowd around; 
They soap his paws, they soap his nose; 
They soap wherever rar is found. 


.\nd soon, still laughing, they extract 
His limpness fioin tlio darkling tide; 
Thoy make the towel's roughness act 
On back and head and dripping side. 

They shout and rub and rub and shout - 
Ho deprecates their odious glee— 
Until at last they' turn him out, 

A dump gigantic bumble-bee. 

Buleasod, ho barks and rolls, and speeds 
From lawn to lawn,from path to path. 
And in one glorious minute needs 
More soapsuds and another bath. 
_R. C. L. 

Mot Very Far North. 

" Jfr. StcfTiinssou, on bo.vrd tho Karliik, 
is rc.porlcd to havo rcarluxl Romo on his way 
lo tho Far North."— Times. 

Wo shall lie gliul to welcome tho 
intrepid explorer at Cricklowood when 
the ice breaks U 2 ). 

" 'I'lic Hill Club hold their first I’rogrosstve 
Hridgo Drivel on Thursday.” 

South Pacific Mail. 

Wo can imagine it. 

“ Will any kind reader of Tiik Tabf.s toll 
NGLr.TOM how to put water-lilies ou a menu 
in French ? "—The Table. • 

Don’t think to deceive your guests in 
this way, N iii,i,TOM. At the first mouth¬ 
ful they will know it's watoi'-lilies. 
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THE POINT OF VIEW. 

“ Oklia," I said sternly, looking up 
from my paper, “ I have somothing to 
say to you, child. Ccaso your trifling 
for a moment; retrain for the nonce 
from writing absurd messages on the 
bock of my collar, which can only be 
rood by others.” 

“They’ll tell you about it,” said 
Celia, writing busily. “It’s nothing 
very private.” 

“Iteally, I can’t think why your 
nurse allows you a pencil. Do you 
know that this collar was quite clean 
when I started wearing it, and that 
there's nearly halt the month to go ? ” 
“ I am rich,” said Celia. “ I will buy 
you a third collar.” 

This gave mo the opening I sought. 
I put down the paper and turned 
gravely to her. 

“ Don’t buy clothes for me, woman,” 
I said bitterly; “ buy them for your¬ 
self. Ueavcn knows you need them.” 

“ I knew Heaven knew, but I didn’t 
know you did,” replied Celia gladly. 
“ Hooray I Now I shan't feel so extra¬ 
vagant. Two dinner frocks, a hat, 
a-” 

“ Celia, you misunderstand mo. 
Listen.” I cleared my throat onco or 
twice. “ What 1 am about to road to 
you is from The Times —our first 
paper.” 

“Thank you. Our first husband,” 
she added with a wave of the hand. 

I began to road;— 

“'Thoro is an orgy of undro-ssing 
going on,’ ” I read, “ ‘ and it shows 
no signs of abating.’ This refers to 
women's clothes,” 1 explained—“ ‘ an 
orgy of undressing.’ ” 

“ Oh, tho shame of it I ” said Celia in 
a shocked voice. 

“ ‘ Five years ago women still wore 
skirls and bodices which covered them, 
stockings thick enough not to show the 
colour of their skins, and sulliciont—er 
—stays and petticoats to conceal the 
details of their persons.’ ” 

“Oh, fie, fie! Oh, la. Sir! How 
vastly improper, I declare,” twittered 
Celia, and she swooned along tho sofa. 

“ ‘ Nowadays, women wear almost 
nothing under their gowns. Petti¬ 
coats-’ ” 

“ Is this Bussia ? ” 

“’Petticoats wont some time back 

and were replaced by tights-’ ” 

“ Whore are tho police ? ” 

“ ‘ Or not replaced at aU. Tho stock¬ 
ings are of such diaphanous silk as to 
embarrass the beholder, and they are 
not covered by any but court shoes.’ ” 

' “ Not even by waders? ” cried Celia. 
“Oh, say at least that they wear 
waders I ’’ 

I put down the paper. 


“ Celia,” I said, “ this is very 
distressing. There is a further passage 
about the muscles of tho legs, or rather 
limbs, being visible ‘halfway to the 
kneo ’ whicli I cannot bring myself to 
road. What have you got to say? 
Any defence you caro to make will bo 
given my most caroful consideration.” 

“ Wlio is tlio writer ? ” 

“ It doesn’t say. Just a woman.” 

“ Does siie say what she wears when 
she goes on to the top of a ’bus ? ” 

“My dear Celia, you don't think 
that anybody connected with The Times 
knows anything about the top of a 
’bus ? How vulgar you are I ” 

“ I only just wondered. Bonald, are 
you very much embarrassed when you 
behold a diaphanous stocking halfway 
to the kneo ? Do you go about all day 
being embarrassed ? Are you just one 
big blush ? ” 

“ I—cr—of course. This orgy of un¬ 
dressing—or—pains me. And why do 
you do it? Simply because other 
women do it. Because,” I became 
sarcastic—“ because it’s the fashion I ” 
“ Men are just as bad.” 

“Oh, no, they’re not. You don’t 
find men doing things just liecause 
some absurd person in Paris tells them 
to.” 

Celia looked at me thoughtfully. 

“ Supposing,” she said, “ it was tho 
fashion to wear your tie all sideways, 
do you moan to say you wouldn’t do 
it?” 

“ Of course not.” 

“ Then why are you doing it now ? ” 
Hastily and with as much dignity as 
possible I straightened my tie. 

“ Talking about orgies of undressing,” 
Celia went on, “ the bottom button of 
your waistcoat’s undone.” 

“ It always is,” I said, smiling gently 
at her ignorance. * 

“ Oh, horror I ” 

“ It’s just a custom. One always— 
you see if you—the point is—well, it’s 
just a custom.” 

“It embarrasses mo very much,” 
said Celia, veiling her eyes with her 
handkerchief. "And why do you al¬ 
ways turn up tho ends of your trousers ? 
Is that quite nice? ” 

“ But surely—I mean, why-” 

“It’s—it’s most suggestive. Any¬ 
body can see your diaphanous silk 
ankles. And, what is much worse, I 
believe they could guess the colour of 
your skin imdorueatb. ‘ Good Heavens,’ 
they ’ll say to each other,' and I quite 
thought he was a little black boy.’ ’ 

“ This is more levity.” 

“Why do men wear much lower 
collars than they used to? Is it so 
that women can see tho muscles at the 
back of their necks at work? Oh, 
horror piled on horror I ” 


She picked up tho paper and began 
to rood the article for herself. 

“ That’s right,” I agreed. “ Fonder 
over it alone.” 

I walked over to thesglass and had 
another go at straightening my tie. 

“Bonald,” said Celia suddenly, “are 
you a Liberal or a Conservative? 1 
always forgot.” 

“ We aro Liberals,” I said. " That 
is to say, *J am a Liberal, and yem 
naturally dcsiro to drop any silly Con¬ 
servative ideas you may have hod 
before marriage and become a Liberal 
too.” 

“ Aro you a supporter of tlte Govern¬ 
ment ? ” 

“ As long ns Asquith behaves him¬ 
self we support the Government. Why 
do you ask ? ” 

“Oh, nothing. Only this article 
rather hints that woman’s passion fou 
undress has a good deal to do with 
polities. The writer wonders how much 
‘our almost bare feet and quite bare 
arms and neck owe to Mr. Asquith’s 
indifference to stable government.’ So 
you see it’s really your fault that I am 
so entirely improper. Yours and—or— 
Mr. Bibbell's. Is it Mr. Bibbell, by 
the way? I always forget. 1 mean 
tho man at the Irish Office who won’t 
let me wear top boots when I’m 
paying a call.” 

“ Bibbell,” I said absently. I took 
tho paper from her and slowly finished 
the article. 

“Weill” I said. “Well, of aU 

tho- How perfectly- Beally, 

The Times ought to know bettor. I’ve 
never read anything so ridiculous.” 

“ It is rather a stupid article,” said 
Celia indifferently. 

“Stupid?” 1 said. “It’s perfectly 
absurd.” A. A. M. 

" The Yarmouth etcam drifter Cicero landed 
a Kmall bottle-nosed sharp at Scarborough 
ycHlcrSay. It had boon caught in the heniug 
nets fourteen miles off tho port.” 

OUugow Evening Times . 
Bottle-nosed sharps should stick closer 
to the race meetings, and then they 
wouldn’t, got into trouble. 

“ Invalid lo^ requires as lodger good-sisod 
sunny, airy bedroom." 

Hampstead Advertiser. 

Quiet, domesticated apartment pre¬ 
ferred, used to children. 

“BEAUTY AT THE BUTTS. 

A Lady Shot at Bisley.” 

Glasgow News, 

We aro very sorry to hear of this 
contretemps. But people should never 
frequent the environs of the target while 
firing is in progress. It lays them 
open, in the event of an accident, to a 
charge of contributory negligence. 
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WOED PIC3TURES. 

I HAVE had to give up reading Cricket 
reports. It is noigood. “ At 11.30 the 
two over-night not-outs—(6) and (13) 
respectively — faced the bowling of 
You know! I can’t say why 
it is, but it doesn’t grip mo any more. 
It leaves me cold. But, after all, I am 
conscious of no gap in my intellectual 
life. For I have foun4 a splendid sub¬ 
stitute. 

I wish it to be understood that I 
know nothing, literally nothing, about 
the game of*Baso Ball. I have never 
soon it, discussed it or heard it described. 
My mind is entirely free from the 
slightest vestige of information. And 
thus the reading of accounts of Base 
Ball matches becomes for mo an exer¬ 
cise of the purest romance. It calls up 
before me vague compelling pictures, 
opens up for mo delightful avenues of 
conjecture. And by now I am wholly 
engrossed in this pursuit. I must 
m^e it quite clear that I get my 
reports only from the best and most 
reputable of Transatlantic inagasines, 
where the question is soberly discussed 
and the writing might almost be classed 
as literature. But it stirs mo all the 
same. Who would not core to know 
that “ a teasing fly was sent perhaps 
E^vonty feet back of the bag ” 7 Per¬ 
haps a certain element of slang does 
creep in at times. At least I have 
wondered if it is considered quite 


elegant to s^eak of '* the batter pushing 
down a socnfice bunt.” But I love to 
try to imi^ine him doing it. Then it 
is so refreshing to talk about “an 
inning ’’—so unhackneyed. And there 
is another most refreshing thing to one 
whoso perceptions have become jaded 
by our coosmess centuries. To make 
a run is such a tremendous event I In 
one match that I road of recently, this 
never occurred till “ the second half of 
the sixth.” 

The beauty of it is that one can have 
such an enormous amount of pure 
entertainment with so small a measure 
of enlightenment. There is no danger 
as yet that I shall come to understand 
the process of the game and thus lose 
the Keen edge of my enjoyment. All 
that I have been able to glean after 
weeks of delisted study is what I 
may call a faint flavour of Bounders. 
But I somehow have a notion that to 
“ rearrange your pitching assign¬ 
ments ” may he equivalent to changing 
the bowling. But how in the world 
do you “ push a run over the plate ” 7 
It IS very commonly done. On the 
other hand I have only read of one 
“ pitcher ” so far capable of “ trotting 
out his reverse hook.” 

It is a magnificent game. There is 



nothing quite liko it. It is so full of 
picturesque and sudden touches. I read 
of a ball not long ago that “struck that 
section of the fence which moans a new 
suit to the batsman.” How feeble in 
comparison is our Hat-trick I And 
then there is the “ Pennant.” That is 
always cropping up. I imagine it to 
be some special reward of valour. 

I am getting so enthusiastie about it i 
all that I sometimes wonder if I have 
become a “Fan.” If so I must bo a 
“ Paper Fan,” I think, though I have 
already mode up my mind that if ever 
I am present at a game I shall take a 
seat “ bock of the catcher.” Take my 
word for it, that is the place. From 
no other point can one “criticise the 
curves.” I am convinced that if any 
“ Freak Flays ” occur I shall got 
absolutely “roiled up.” That, I am 
told, is what happens to the crowd. 

But just think of it I Compare it I 


“. . . At 11.30 the over-night 
not outs— G and 13 respectively—faced 
the bowling of-” 

“Captain CharluB Charleton performed tho 
cxtraoidiiiary feat of navigating his vessel a 
distanco of 15,000 miles to Queenstown with¬ 
out tho aid of a single ofliccr. Tho voyage 
occnpio<l 10H days. Charleton . . . slept on 
tho x>oop of tho ship on a cabin chair during 
most of the lOd days .’’—Fimticial Times. 

One of those tame sliips that practically 
navigate tliemselvcs. 

“Drama, tho most rocont capture by tho 
(Ircck army from tho Bulgarians, is a Turkish 
town.”— MancJiesler Guardian . 

It should bo much more thrilling as a 
Greek Drama. 

.T -- • 

• 

Nasty Accident to Bussian Oirl. 

“A llussian girl was struck by the uncere¬ 
monious waving of tho-hand which accom¬ 
panies a parting.’’— Daily Majf . 
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TUE BUGBEAR. 

It was a buff canl, oovorod witli 
sinister uiul inoiiacin;' prohibitions and 
commands, and entitled “ In tliO'inaltor 
of StcHKlo (Jane), No. 9,773,113.” 

Ho was a man of downright charac¬ 
ter, actuated by strong likes and dis¬ 
likes. At the inoniont his strong likes 
were in abeyance; for bis charwoman, 
call her Stegglo (.lane) or No. 9,773,113 
as you please, ho felt neither one way 
nor the other. As for tlio buff card, 
in “the week commencing Monday, 
14 April, 1913,” it left him cold; in ” the 
week commencing Monday, 21 April, 
1913,” it bored him stiff, and in “ the 
week commencing Monday, 2H April, 
1913,” it brought bis worst side upper¬ 
most, and caused him to offer his soul 
to the devil, that he might be quit of 
all further Mondays. But the ten more 
.of these aamed on the card relentlessly 
ensued, and upon each of them yet 
another week *• commenced.” As ho 
dealt with them one hy one his temper 
grew worse,/md by the time ho.got to 


the last of them," the week commencing 
Monday, 7 July,” all the blood in his 
system had mounted to his head. 
Having then fixed tlio last stamp in its 
place with a terrible thump, ho sought 
for an opportunity of making his feel¬ 
ings known. 

There was a space at the bottom of 
the bid! card, about the only space loft 
on it, and it was specially Reserved for 
the use of Society or Insurance Commis¬ 
sioners. TiOt him touch it if ho dare! 
My word, if he had the impertinence to 
write in it, there would bo the dickens 
and all to pay 1 

He took u pen with a big broad nib, 
and dipped it into the blue-black ink. 
On second thoughts ho took a pen with 
a fine nib and dipped it into the rod 
ink. Then, in his smallest hand, ho 
wrote in the place most exclusively ro- 
son-ed for the use of the Plloct:— 

” If you suppose that I am going to 
w’asto the best part of my life and 
fortune over your vile oai-ds, and not 
w'rito where I like, you misconceive the, 
situation. Damme, I’ve paid for it' 


and I’m going to write on it. Fine 
mo, and I shan’t pay; put mo in quod, 
and 1 shan’t care. Give mo five years’ 
penal servitude, and 1 'll laugh at you. 
I know you well enough not to believe 
thafr you ’ll keep mo there and lose luy 
threepence a week for five years.” 

You might gather from this that ho 
was a man who disliked parting with 
his mor.-cy, loathed the necessity for 
regular, habits, had strong political 
prejudices. On the contrary, ho was 
generous, methodical, impartial and 
fair-minded to a degi'eo. But there 
was one thing ho could not stand, and 
that was the word “ commence.” 


" A Bculer's telogram f»m the Hnnio states 
that the (juoen liM entrusted Dr. Bos with 
the formation of a oabinot.” 

Pall Mall Gautte. 

And our only author!^ on foreign 
affairs heads this "Nbw Beloiam 
Gabimet.” We shall look for an 
editorial note on the subject—possibly 
in the form of a dozen front-page 
articles. 










PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHAEIVARI.-J 01 .Y 23. 1913. 














\*r\^ 










I 


A-?> 




:#- 










'm 


W 


















1 ^- 


fn- 

ii' isrM 


Ml 


W 








;' ''\s 


♦,'a: 






'k 






A BROKEN LULLABY. 

Eubopa. “OH HUSH THEE, MY BABY!" 

The Inpakt Albania. ‘‘HOW CAN I HUSH ME WITH ALL THIS INFEBNAIi NOISE GOING ON?" 
Eubopa. ‘‘WELL, YOU MUST,DO AS I DO, AND PRETEND YOU DON’T HEAR IT." 

[At last Greek’s meeting tlie .Ambassadorg worn still chiefly ocoupiod witb Albania. The question ot the altitudf o£ the Powora 
towi^ the present Balkan crisis was not disoussei^} ■ 



















The Cali, to Wketminhtrb. To Arms! Nohlesbe ouliukI 


Home of Commons^ Monday, July 14. 
—Self-appointed task of undermining 
Constitution assumed by reckless 
Government makes further progress. 
To-day sees beginning of end of that 
prop of an ancient Empire—^the Plural 
Voter. Bill decreeing his abolition 
completes the quartette of revolutionary 
measures going on to the Lords. Would 
imagine that in such circumstances 
House -would be crowded, soothing with 
excitement. On the contrary, benches 
more than half empty. Pretyhan, 



Osptain Pbetyicak supports the “prop of 
an ancient Empira.” 


rising to move rejection of Bill, was 
not encouraged by a cheer. Behind 
him as he stood at the Table sat 
dejected %ures of Bonner Law and 
lloBEHT Finlay, sole occupants of 
Front Opposition Bench. The House 
had como to bury tho Plural Voter, 
not to praise him. With unconscious 
dramatic instinct it assumed attitude 
and expression suitable to melancholy 
circumstance. 

Though this was the underlying fact 
there is no doubt that Mr. Stanieh 
contributed to prcvalont depression. 
At Question timo ho hod not fewer 
than six queries on tho Paper dealing 
with subject of swine fever. His inter-1 
rogations formed a Series of chapters 
succinctly chronicling condition of pigs 
in Holland. They seem to have a 
weary timo in the Netherlands. It 
will bo remembered that in tho educa¬ 
tional schedule at Dotheboys Hall there 
was regular recurrence of what was 
known in tho establishment as “ Brim¬ 
stone morning." On such occasions 
the boys, mustered in the school¬ 
room, had administered (o them in 
duo order large spoonfuls of brimstone 
and treacle. 

As Mrs. Squeera explained to Nicholas 
Niehleby ," If they hadn’t something or 
other in the way of medicine they’d 
I always be ailing." 


Same principle adopted in Holland 
in cose of pigs. Should any one of 
them display symptoms of swino fever, 
not only ho but evoiy pig in tbe parish 
is dosed. No use any one of them 
observing in guttural Dutch, “I’m 
fooling particularly well this morning; 
never felt fitter in my life!" There, 
ready at hand, is the equivalent of tho 
sjioon and the bucket of brimstone and 
treacle. Ho is straightway dosed. 

To vary Cannino’r commentary:— 
In matters of mod’eine the fault of tho Dutch 
Is, not asking too little, but giving too much. 

Stanibr’h six questions marie this 



Mr. HoeUE makes a calculation. 
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clear. Mr. HoaoR naturally listonod custom in the Commons, striking feature Whether a wink would have been 
with exceptional attention. On other in the historic gathering was its im- more acceptable lie did not say. 
loss directly personal topics himself perturbability. Choors wore infrequent Business done. —Second Reading of 
a champion supplementary-questioner, and decorously subdued. Laughter was Home Rule Bill negatived by 302 
lie regarded with envy opportunity of rare. Of excitement thoro was no trace, against 64. * 

Member for Newport. If, "arising Even when division was called, there House of Commons, Friday. —During 
out of that'answer," Stanikii put only was no rush towards the Lobby doom, week Eokkion SECRETAnv bombarded 
two Supplementary Questions for each No peer demeaned his order by quicken- with questions about state of affairs in 
enquiry on the printcxl paper, there iiig his step. With assuranco of Civil the Balkans. He returns the diplo- 
would bo eighteen. iriatic answer that does not turn 

This was counting without away curiosity. Final attempt 

Iho Minister FOuAoHicur-TL'HK, to foi-ce his hand made by raising 

to whom the calocliisiii was JnK debate on motion for adjoum- 

addressed. nient. Statesmen below tlafig- 

" With the hon. gentleman's /jT way on Ministerial side, who 

perinission,” said Ri'N'ciman, urging recall of lArd OiiAii- 

when Stanier resumed his seat /W 'j il in stone because he authorised 

after putting his first question, i I n^\ employment of Imperial troops 

" in answering Number .IG 1 I I Johannesburg from 

will also answer Nunibcra 37, I i )—^ rapine, now suggest that Eng- 

38, 39,40 and 41." land should step in and “ impose 

lie did so in briefest non- ffm T U poaeo” on the belligerents, • 

committal Ministori.al fashion. jl \\ \ HU - - , “JIow i.s tliat to bo done?” 

It is this kind of thing that inquired the imperturbable 

soura the minds of private ^ ^ EmvARnOREA’. “Ami to come 

Meinboi-s, making tlicm some- ” down to the House and ask for 

times doubt whether, subjected , ^rrmbor for Nowwil introduces the MisisTKa fob ^ of oi.odit in order to use 
to such treatinent, parliamen- Aemcei.ru uc to the Dutch f.g. ,-- j 




IP 


the forces of the Crown to 


tary life is worth living on £400 a year. War in the near future they sauntered impose peace on Borvia, Greece and 
JSiisincss done .—Plural Voting Bill out as if in ordinary quest of hat and Bulgaria'/ If the vote bo given how 
read a third time by 293 votes against umbrella. are the forces going to ho used?" 

222. Only once in debate was there ap- Statesmen below Gangway regard 

House of Lords, Tuesday .—Second parent danger of poraonal altercation, that as no business of theirs. What 
night of debate on Homo Rule Bill. It came at final stage when Lord they desire is that they shall have 
House presents spectacle scon only two Moui.ev was replying on debate. Lon- direction of foreign policy, leaving small 
or throe times in life of a Parliament, donderry interposed statement that in details such as those suggested to 
On approach of division every seal was the other House the Irish Secretary Ministore who are paid for doing the 
filled. Had Ijord Crewe turned his had hinted that, in case of outbreak work. 

head to regard lionchcs liehind him, on of Orange forces in protest against Incidentally disclosure is made of 
ordinary occasion morethan half-empty, enactment of Home Rule Bill, English Secret Treaty between Groeco and 
ho would have beheld a rare refreshing troops would not bo ordered to shoot. Servia for partition of spoils when they 

sight. Beneath the serried mass not a Whereupon the Premier nodded assent, shall have beaten Bulgaria. 

/ _ -1 1 __ ____ 


strip of red leather cushion 
showed. Seemed ns if old times 
had come again, and that Ijiberal 
I Party hod re-established con- 
'.j dition of equality in numbers 
!• y,’ith the adversary. 

I What actually happened was 
that, every castled cranny of 
the kingdom having been swept 
of noble tenants bidden to West¬ 
minster to bash the Home Rule 
Bill, there was not room for 
them in the Unionist camp. 




“ Whatit none remain?" Sark 
asks. “ Situation recalls a coup¬ 
let written by Poi*B after the 
signing of the Peace of Utrecht, 
within twelve months of two 
hundred years ago:— 

Kuw Kuropo's baliino’d, iioithor sido i 
prevailH; 

b'or nuthiiifi's left in oithor of tho 
Bcalos.” I 

Apply second lino to Balkans, 
and see how history repeats 
itself. 

Business done .—Hurrying on 
with intent to prorogue on 15th 


Accordingly strayed into alie*;; .o^ToUiiSrortZ'a“““ ““ Bimnm doue.-Hunying on 

quarters. with intent to prorogue on I5th 

Even this temporary accommodation “ What I want to know," quoth tho prox. 

did not suffice. Peers who could not; Marquis, “is, do tho Government on- *■ - =aai 

find sitting room on oithor side thronged ’ doi-so Mc. Asquith’s nod ? ” " Bay i* so abundant in Sark this year that 

passages right and left of Woolsack.' Out of Ireland the process unfamiliar. 

Lhind them, within rails fencing in In this effete country^you may endorse dear 

the Throne, were packed a mass of a cheque but not a nod. Mort.ey Lot J take an example from this, dear 

Privy Councillors. Tho sido galleries' declined to moke the experiment sug- 'Fionas. _ 

allotted tokuso of Poorosscs were gar- gested. " The time-worn phrase, with its thousand 

landed with fair women, whose towering “ Very well," retorted the fiery (best jocular applications, ‘ Cost to premier pas qui 
plumes Henry op Navarre might have Wallsend) Londonderry. “ I will tell touto.’ ’’—outsgow News. 

envied for their whiteness. the noble Viscount that a nod is not Our contemporary makes it seem quite 

To lookerSjOn familiar with daily good enough for us.” fresh. 
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BAZAR. 

Dive in from the sunlight, smiting like a falchion, 
Underneath the awnings to the sudden shado, 

Saunter through the packed lane, inany^voiccd, 
colourful, 

Billing with the currents of the South and 
Eastern trade. 

llere are Persian carpets, ivory and pooch-bloom. 
Tints to fill the heart of any child of man. 

Here are copper rose-bowls, leopard-skins, emeralds. 
Scarlet slippers curly-toed and beads from 
Kordofan. 

Water-sellers pass with brazen saucers tinkling; 
Hajjis in the doorways toll their amber beads; 

Biw a lump of turquoise, a scimitar, a neckerchief 
Worked with rose and saffron for a lovely lady’s 
needs. 

Here we pass the goldsmiths, copper, brass and 
silver-smiths, 

All a-dang and jingle, all a-glint and gleam; 

Here the silken webs nang, shimmering, delicate, 
Soft-hued as an afterglow and melting as a drmm. 

Buy a little blue god brandishing a sceptre. 


HOT a uttie oiue goa oranoisning a sceptre. 

Buy a dove vnm coral feet and pearly breast, 

Bot some ostrich feathers, silver shawls, perfume jars. 
Buy a stick of incense for the shrine that you 
love best. 


SECOND THOUGHTS. 

{After reading about the curative power of colours.) 

When first I saw you, Tliouias, and T noted 
Your noisy headgear and your blatant tie, 

Tho startling tints in whicli you wont waistcoatod. 
Your socks’ assaults upon tlio passing oyo, 

I murmured, “ Hero wo have a nut indeed, 

One of the good old Barcelona breed.” 

I realised our suburb would 1 h) duller, 

Its streets with paler radiance imbued. 

Reft of your dccorativo schemo of colour. 

But yet I ’vo often wished tho thing less cnido, 
Havo often wished tho dress that you xmt on 
Loss imitative of tho Union John. 

But now I know T may havo boon unfeeling 
In thinking that you wisheil me to mlmiro; 

You may bo only one whom need of healing 
Has driven to medicinal attire. 

You may feel my disgust, or oven more. 

When you assume “ the mixture as before.” 

If that bo so, expressive of my sorrow 
I dedicate these si^lo strains to you. * 

Say you forgive mo, Thomas, and to-morrow 
Drop mo a lino to tell me how yon do. 

With details, for I greatly wish to know 
Where lurks tho pain—the tummy or the toe. 
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THE AGE OF ENTERPRISE. 

rarmjraph inserted by Thoodoro Noko 
in the “Mutual Help" column of 
“ Ghirpn Hits." 

YoniiK Cionllonian (residing in Slrr.ithani) 
dosiro-i inalo roinpaiiion for forlniglil’s uii- 
conveiitional holiday on (tonlinont. August, 
(iood Wiidkcr. Intorcstrd in bird lifu and old 
churches. Anxious to gut right off licatcn 
track, Smattering of rntnoh. Hox lia. 

Letter from Tinklett and Co. to lio.r 113, 

. Chirpy Bits ” 

Dkah Sib,—R lay \vc call your aUen- 
tion to tho fact that our linn lias boon 
stulling and mounting birds, reptiles, 
animals, etc., to tbe comploto satis¬ 
faction of many thousands of clients 
tor the last ninety years '} 

Tho high standard of our workmau- 
shi)) has boon testified to by a famous 
Professor for whom wo successfully 
preserved a unique pink-oyml canary 
in 1893. Wo can also boast of Royal 
patronage, h.aving rejilaccd tho glass 
eyes of a stuffed owl for II.II. Prince 
liingo of Gummorhundia only a few 
years ago. Wo therefore jdaco our¬ 
selves at your service with every con¬ 
fidence. Paithfully youi-s, 

Tinki.ktt and Co. 

Letter from .Tames Bunt to Bor 113, 
“Chirpy Bits" Oj^ce. 

Dkab Sib, — “ Hvorwoar ” special 
walking and climbing boots, which I 
supply at 22.f. (k/., including spiral- 
tipjied, solid leather laces, are ahso- 
hitcly tho finest on tho market. 'I’his 
claim has been recently endoraed by tho 
fatality which overtook a prominent 
Alpinist who was unhappily killed in 
tho Austrian Tyrol a few’ months ago. 
Although tho hofly of tho unfortunate 
climber was shockingly mangled, his 
“ I'lvorwcar ” boots were only slightly 
perforated. 

if you will kindly lot mo know your 
size 1 shall bo happy to forwanl several 
pairs for your selection. 

Thanking you in anticipation, 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

Jas. liiST. 

Letter from William Drinkwatcr to 
Box 113, “ Chirpy Bits " Office. 
Sib,—M ay 1 crave your gcncrosity 
for a very sad case of dostution 1 was 
once in a position to go abroad on 
holidays myself but business Losses 
which was not my fault but was caused 
by Misfortune only have brought mo 
to a stale of absolute dostution and 
indeed of starvation and I imploare 
you Sir to help me wdiich you will never 
regret Sir you are young and foiiinato 
please help one who was once a young 
Gentleman himself Sir 1 have not oat 
a square Meal for near three weeks and 
oblidge Yours respeckfully, 

' ' Wm. Dbinkwateb. 


Marked items in Catalogue sent by “ The 

Excelsior Book Stores" to Box 113, 

“ Chirjyi Bits " Office :— 

“A Bllll) IN THH HAND.” 

Nkw Nuvii:i. 
by 

J. T. ^rrcicsns. 

Price 'Is. Cm?. 

“TIIK, CUrUPIl MIIdTANT.” 

A Coi’BSK OK SnnMO.NS IIV Till-: 

Hkv. \V. M. Sticki.kiiack. 

Price 5s. Orf. 

“ now TO SPKAK PBKNCU LIKK. A 
NATIVK IN TIfUKK WKKKS,” 
iiv OsK Who Has Dosk It. 

Price "is. (k?. 

“KTIQUKTTF. FOR ORNTLKXIKN.” 

A (il lllK TO ConilKCT RKHAVIOnt ox 
AL.I. Occasions, 
by 

A Pkkh ok tiik Rkai.m. 

Price (kt. 

Letter from the llov. P. Pinker of S/renf- 
ham to Box 113, “ Chirjnj Bits ” Office. 

Mv Dbau Sib, —I see that you are 
interested in old churches, which em¬ 
boldens me to invito your assistance 
in connection with our St. Aloysius 
Belfry Restoration and Completion 
Bund. Tho total sum ixjquired is ,€750, 
towards which wo have collected up to 
the present £02 ll-v. l^d. and a gift in 
kind of 1,000 bricks. 

Although St. Aloysius cannot per¬ 
haps accurately bo described as “ old ” 
in tbe sense of the term usually applied 
to ecclesiastical erections, it was built 
as far back ns 1802. Moreover it is 
credibly asserted that it stands on or 
near tho site of a Homan Temple 
erected about tho year 47 (I cannot for 
tho moment recall whether n.o. or a.d.). 

Your love of birds prompts mo to 
add that three year's ago a robin built 
its nest in one of our organ pipes, and 
in spite of grave inconvenience to tho 
organist we allowed it to remain for 
.several months. 

in those circumstances may I confi¬ 
dently solicit your help? Donirtions 
should bo sent to me and all cheques 
should be crossed. 

Yours vei'y truly, P. Piskeb. 

Letter from the. Editor of “ Chirpy Bits" 
to Theodore Noko. 

De.vb Sib,—.M l tho communications 
rccoivcfl in iespouse to your paragr-apb 
in our ” Mutual Help ” column have 
been promptly forwarded to you. I 
am sorry if none of them have proved 
satisfactor-y, but of course wo cannot 
guarantee anything. 

Yam'S faithfu%, The Editok. 

Letter from Thoodoi'e Noko to Mi's. 

Digger, of No. 4, Seaview Terrace, 

Bletvsea. 

Dbab Mbs. Diggeb,—W ill you kindly 


resoiTO mo a i-oom from August 9 to 23? 
Tho same an'angeroents ns usual, in¬ 
cluding the use of the bathroom twice 
a week. I suppose yowr charge will be 
as before —30s.- a week inclusive. 

Yours truly, T. Noku. 


ITEMS FROM EVERYWHERE. 

{After some of our Contemporaries.) 

Chabged at Bine Street with driving 
to tho common danger, a chauffeur 
named Uerbert Tibbits, who was said to 
have collided with alnmp-post, cannoned 
into an undertaker's wiudoAv, and I'un 
amok through a meeting of Militants, 
pleaded that he was endeavouring to 
avoid ranning over a bluebottle. Tib¬ 
bits, who was defended hy the S.P.C.A., 
was let off with a caution. 

An elderly gentleman was about to 
cross tho road at Piccadilly Circus when 
a motor-'bus suddenly bore down in his 
direction, and only his presence of mind 
in remaining on the pavoraent averted 
what mighthavebeen a serious accident. 

Bor a wager Hugo Schmclz, a one- 
legged Swiss waiter, has undertaken to 
hop round tho world, supporting him¬ 
self on tho way hy giving exhibitions 
of yodelling. Schmelz expects to com¬ 
plete his task by .luly, 1959. 

A hull entered a house in Bramp- 
ington whore an auction sale was ip 
progress, and several valuahle lots wore 
knocked down. 

A Balham Green man has inventeil 
a noiseless barrel-organ. 

Tho Mayoress of Toddloton has given 
birth to triplets. This is tho first re¬ 
corded instance in tho history of tho 
borough of tho mayoral term being 
distinguished in such a way, and in 
honour of the event it is proposed to 
revive tho office of Town Crioi'. 

At Muggleswick a goat has acted as 
footer-mother to a litter of white mice. 

A cuneiform inscription recently un¬ 
earthed at Ilidji-Khii reveals the fact 
that rag-time was prevalent in Egypt 
in tho middle of tho XVllIth Dynasty. 

A pmjile-crested pilliwip, one of the 
rarest visitors to tho British Isles, has 
been soon flying in tho neighbourhood 
of Vandlobury, but so far all attempts 
to shoot it have been unsuccessful. 

Under tho auspices of the AuxiUary 
SeiTice League and in the interests of tho 
Entente a party of British charwomen 
leaves Jjondon to-day on a visit to Paris, 
where several municipal functions have 
been arranged in their honour. 


" A wann maternal heart boats under the 
Vicorcino’s petticoat.” 

Amrita Bazar Pattiha . 
In the light of this The Times’ corre¬ 
spondent will have to revise her indict¬ 
ment of women’s clothes. 
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THE CREED OF SUCCESS. 

[" HulucHH lias its penalties. Vivacity and courage liavo tlicir certain victories." -The Times on a roconl cause ci'Uin.J 


I THANK thoo. Times, for Ihjr consoling phvase, 

Though formerly men praised the grace Batavian; 
But that was in the mid-Victorian days 
Ere WalkTjKY coined the epithet of “ Shavian ”; 

Ere wo had learned to crown witli lavish bays 
Outlandish dancers, Spanish and Moldavian; 

Ere Niktzschk hurled into the black abysm 
The crade insensate creed of Altruism. 

How far it seems, that quaint, old-fashioned age 
■When people filled their albums with “ confessions,” 
And duly noted on a pinkish page 
Their prejudices and their prepossessions; 

With prudish seal or puritanic rage 
Bebuking genius for the least transgressions. 

And always choosing Bayabd as their hero 
Instead of Casanova or of NbkoI 

So was it also with their heroines, who 
Were stuffy when they wore not suicidal. 

Like Mrs. Fby, or tliat insipid crow 
Who congregated round the sage of Bydal, 

Or Joan of Abc —poor things, they never know 
Us whose vivacity will brook no bridle. 

Who give our Sundays up to bridge or snooker 
And see no filthiness in any lucre. 

I’ve never taken as my moral guide 
That superstitious peasant, Joan of Abc ; 

Her birth was low, her stylo of dress defied 
The rules laid down by milliners of mark; 


I don’t object because she rode astrido. 

Some quite smart girls ride that way in the Park: 
r simply ask, did any millionaire 
Espouse her cause or make her his solo hmr? 

1 know that some profess to idolize 
Gu.\(‘I‘:1)auunu, who, a liglithouso-keopor's daughter. 
Aroused one night by shipwrecked sailors’ crus. 
Bowed out to save them o’er the stormy water; 

The deed no doubt was bravo, but was it wise 
Judged by the one true test—the cosh it bfooght hat? 
Besides, her social status was obscure; 

There was no pathos in her dying poor. 

The Empiikss Dowahkb of CiiiNA -thora 
You had a woman lacking erudition. 

Of dubious antecedents, but of rare 
Attractions and implacable ambition. 

Who let no scruples alter or impair 

Her steadfast will; who never know contritiM; 
While as for onemies or oven bores 
She lopix)d their heads off constantly in soona. 

1 hold that life lacks all lefroshing fruit 
When need of pelf produces mmancholy. 

But yields a prospect of unbounded loot 
If only you are resolute and jolly. 

In short, the impecunious, if astute. 

May make an honest living out of folly. 

I think, in fine, " vivacity and courage" 

Give flavour to the Gup of Life-like bordge. 
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THE NEW MILITANCY. 

Adolphus had entered the smoke- 
room with an intense look on his face. 

I instantly retreated behind The 
Daily Telegraph —which aiTords better 
cover than any newspaper in England 
—but ho had sighted me. 

“Just the very man I wanted to see,” 
ho exclaimed. "I particularly need 
your advice.” And lie sat down very 
close beside me. 

1 never knew .\dolpbu8 when be did 
not particularly need iny advice. lie 
goes al)Out the world collecting advice 
and ignoring it. I havo often tbouglit 
of advising liiiu to ask niy advice. 

“You see I have always legarrlod 
you as a level-headed man of tiie 
world,” he began. 

1 looked as level-headed and worldly 
as possible and said, “ What is it, old 
man ? " 

“ It hasn’t been formally announced 
yet, but I’m engaged.” 

“ All! And you want to know how 
to get out of it V ” 

From his face I know that I was 
near the mark, but he protested. 

“Certainly not,” he said. “It’s 
this way. I didn’t know that she was 
a strong politician. Uf course she talks 
intelligently about alTairs—says that 
Lloyd Gbobok ouglit to be banished to 
JJogotd, and so forth—but she gave 
me no reason to suppose that slie held 
exceptional opinions on [lolitics. Well, 
I took her in my car to-day to see an 
old aunt of mine. When 1 lironght the 
car homo again I found that she 
had left her bag in it. It was merely 
clasped, not locked, and it felt rather 
heavy. I wondered if she hud left her 
urse in it. If so, I had better take it 
ack at once. If not, it could wait till 
I saw her to-morrow. Well, I opened 
it.” 

“ Letters from a rival?” T interposwl. 

“ No, no. I am far too strong an 
attraction. What I found was a ham¬ 
mer and half-a-doxen pebbles.” 

“ My poor friend! ” 1 said, and patted 
him soothingly on the bock. 

“ Now what am I to do ? ” aske«l the 
unhappy Adolphus. 

“There are various com-scs of action 
before you,” I replied. “You can break 
off the engagement at once. You can 
say that as she proposes to go to 
prison, she ipso facto proposes to iJesert 
you. You cun say that, if she burned 
down the House of Coinmons or West¬ 
minster Abbey after you were married, 

i rour estalo would bo held responsible 
or the damage. Another injustice to 
man.” 

“ But I don’t, want to break it off,’ 
said Adolphi|H. 

“ In that case you must fall into line 


with her. Husband and wife should 
be as one. Go into the movement; 
become an active militant. You’re 
quite a stone too heavy and a hunger- 
strike would do you a world of good. 
Besides, yon used to have a fine throw- 
in from the out-lield. You *re just the 
man for the Strangers’ Gallery.” 

Adolphus shook his head. “ It’s not 
that I'm absolutely opposed to the 
movement, but, frankly, I never cared 
much for the idea of prison.” 

“Cowanl. You want to save your 
miserable skin. Why, when you’re 
married you m^ be glad of solitary 
confinement. However, if you refuse 
either to break it off or to become a 
militant, my advice is to temporise. 
Say nothing. Let sleeping dogs lie. Of 
course in this case it's a woman, ami 
awake, but the principle’s the same.” 

“ Thanks very much,” replied Adol¬ 
phus. “ I shall consider your advice 
very carefully. I shall do nothing 
hurriedly. Rely on mo.” 

The next evening he burst jubilantly 
into the club libmry. 

“ Congratulate me,” ho cried. “ It’s 
all right. Have a drink I ” 

“Then she’s mode you join the 
Men’s League lor Women’s Suffrage,” 
I said. .“.Wpll,you’ll stand a hunger- 
slrike hotter than you would a drink- 
strike.” 

“ I ’ve not joined. She’s all right. 
There isn’t a nicer girl in England. I 
put it to her straight, and what do you 
think she is ? ” 

] hate riddles about women, and 
said so. 

“ Sho's just a militant anti-militant,” 
cried the triumphant Adolphus. “She 
just has a shy at any militants’windows 
whenever sho passes them.” , 

“And 1 dared to suggest that you 
should break off your engagement to 
this noble girl 1 ” 1 exclaimed. “ Adol¬ 
phus, I lUik your pardon, and will my¬ 
self defray the charges of the refresh¬ 
ment which you proposed. . . . My 
toast, old man I ‘ The future Mre. Adol¬ 
phus, and more power to her elbow I ’ ” 


“.lobn tfarris, ol Trvlill, St. Kovr, was cn 
Ilia way to IVIalxilo folate (xuarrics yosterday, 
and on rcacUiuf; thn lower ]>art of Penaclly, 
collided with another workman (Mr. 3. A. 
I’ll ■'sona). 1 rnrrig wiik thrown into Mr. Dawo’g 
window, receiving Kcvoml cuts.” 

• Uesfrm Owning yews. 

Mr. FAiihoNS gives the impression of 
being rather quick-tempered. 

‘ ‘ Miss Tiily Yoatu and MiggRliisaheth Ycateg, 
the sister)) of Mr. Miss Elisabeth Yoats, the 
sisters of Mr. Industries, which include a 
printing press worked entirely by women for 
printing books by Irish writers.” 

Midland Counties Advertiser. 

It is terrible to bo left in a state of 
uncertainty like this. 


CHAMELEON HENS. 

Eugenic theories are apparently 
makiim headway in thb poultry world. 
The Daily Mirror of Jmy 17 has it 
that Mr. Cbables Wobthington, of 
Denver, Colorado, U.S.A., has doubled 
the egg yield from his fowls by sur¬ 
rounding them with gaudy colours. 
Ho painted their totvn rod aqd always 
wore a red robe and mask while feeding 
the hens. Some further experiments 
by Mr. T. Thorne Baker, Thi Daily 
Mirror scientific expert, with hens in a 
scarlet environment, have resulted in 
eggs with a distinct orange tint I 

Mr. Diinch’s own Oologist is not 
going to take ^this challenge lying 
down, or oven sitting. He can pro¬ 
duce ah Orpington from the Bouverio 
Street roof-chicken-ruu that is a perfect 
chamoloon at the game. During the 
last visitsition of a pea-soup fog her 
eggs so hanuonised in huo with their 
surroundings as to be completely in- J 
visible when laid, and so could not be 
found at all. He has a still more 
sympathetic and intelligent bird in a 
coop next the north-east chimney-pot. 
This remarkable fowl, a black-and-tan 
Congolese, has developed her chro¬ 
matic sense to such a degree that she 
promptly responds with the comple¬ 
mentary tone to that presented to her* 
gaxe for the time being. 

On being shown, for example, the 
office-boy’s orange tie the other day, 
sho triumphantly weighed in on the 
spur of the moment with a product of 
royal purple. 

We have, besides, a speckled Wyan¬ 
dotte that has lately taken up Post- 
Impressionism. Her speciality is cub¬ 
oids and icosahedrons with pea-green 
and vermilion cross-hatchings. 

But we do. not think it fair to press 
theso devoted creatures too far, or to 
try practical jokes upon them, such as 
a repetition of the classic instance of 
the Hcotch plaid and the too-imitative 
chameleon. No Highlander, therefore, 
in his native garb can bo allowed to 
inspect' our elevated fowl-run. Nuts, 
also, are requested to subdue their taste 
in socks when on a visit. 

The hen, however, who is most loyal 
and most thoroughly imbued with the 
genius loci is an adventurous bird who 
fluttered down the other day into Mr. 
Punch’s own sanctum, and, after paying 
her respects to a certain venerable 
and venerated model figure, has ever 
after laid eggs with a marked dorsal 
protuberance. Zig-zag. 


‘ ‘ Fob Sale.—O na pair Orangoutangs, tome 
like ohildren.”—Jdef. in “ Statesman." 

Still, somehow ohildren look nicer about 
the house. 
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OLD Bill, uoiho raknd tiir wkous counsiii wiv ’is ikon. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Putich’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Hunt the Slipper (Stanley Paul), by Mr. Olivek Madox 
Hurffeb, is tlie sort of lK>ok that must give pleasure all 
round, and it is obvious from the swing of it that it was 
something of a joy-ride to the author. Far be it from mo 
to attempt a pricis of the plot, for never was an egg so lull 
of meat. To oe^in with, a splendid old Englishman, retired 
general and active member of Quarter Sessions, sets out 
to the States in search of a giand-daughter. To end 
with, there are in New York the liappiest possible termina¬ 
tions of the many complexities, mostly matrimonial, that 
ensue. One particular charm the tale has, that its charactera 
in turn tell their part in the first person and very naively 
reveal themselves in the process. The J.P. starts it in 
a spirit of almost pathetic restraint; a swindler and a 
daughter of pleasure carry it on in a vein of tragic realism; 
others give it a help along, and the irresponsible boy of the 
piece ends it with a burst of laughter. What matter if that 
ending bo a shade too happy to bo consistent with the 
tragedy of the middle? As one of the narrators observes, 
there is enough trouble in the world without harping on it; 
and the chosen text of the book is, after all, true: “ II y a 
dee honnites gens partout," including, I feel at this moment 
of completion, Mr. Oliver Madox Hueffer, myself, and, 
no doubt, the reader. _ 

The nicest tiling about bmng a sporting novelist is that 
Tod can jump a stone wall of improbability without chang¬ 
ing feet on the top. If you supposed that the ingenious 


testator had already done all ho could to complicate the 
course of fiction, you reckoned without Mrs. Gonvrbb and 
Sandy Mairied (Methuen). Jiy the will of an undo, 
Hildebrand llannyside and Araminht Melliconibe wore 
obliged cither to keep up a racing stable until they won tlio 
Grand National, or to maintain their devout scruples. 
Evangelical and High Gliurcli respectively, iu comparative 
poverty. By the same will Sandy himself was compelled 
to supervise the Northlap stud until the blue ribbon of the 
'chasing world (I hope I have that right) adorned it. 
Northlap, it appears, is in England, but a wator-jump like 
the Irish Ghannel is nothing to Mrs. Gonykrs, so wo swiftly 
find that Sandy and his delightful wife have coaxed tlie 
trainer to move their stable to Ireland, whither Hildebrand 
and Araminta, bickering and suspicious, purauo them. 
Onco amongst the bogs an<l heather, Mrs. Gonyebs of 
course is at home, and the atinosphoro she creates would 
rouse hunting-songs in the heart of a fruitarian. Even ' 
Ilildebraiul and Araviinla, infected by the general enthusi¬ 
asm, buy themselves mounts, are badly and amusingly 
cheated, rido to hounds, and attend the most extravagant 
of raco-moctings: and the rest of the chai'octers live 
entirely on, with or by hui-scs, and sometimes all throe at 
once. How it all cndcti, how the groat victory at Aintroe 
was won, and what happened to Ilildebraiul and Araminta, 
you must find out lor yourself. The book goes with a* 
gallop, and, if you think that the farcical fun poked at the 
two unfortunate bigots is somewhat out of keeping with 
the real comedy of Irish life which the authoress presents 
both with freshness and enthusiasm, well, y<^a shouldn’t 
have started reading an Irish sporting romance. 









rUNCII, OR Tin^ LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[JuiiT 23, 1913. 


I have jwst rotuincd from a doliglitfiil week-end. The nil so lacking in fibre that they had bettor have been 
house, called Kodmnrley, is a charming old place, situate, women.) rurthor, to condemn the whole British aristoc- 
as theauclioiieei's say, in one of the most picturesque neigh- racy ns “ill-bred,” and to applaud “ the beautiful women 
bourhoods in the Cotswolds; so there was plenty of gooil who by night walk up and down Piccadilly" as noble, if 
scenery. But my friends with wliom I was slaying would guilty of some “ childish naughtiness,” is too much. Tliose 
make any spot happy. Ffolliol is the name of them, and and its many other sweeping but half-baked ideas will not 
they are tbo jolliost, most companionable folk in tlio world, commend the book, except perhaps to the Militants; and the 
Perhaps 3/r. FJolliot (who lias nerves, roads Wat.tkh Patku nioro shrewd even of them will not thank Mrs. Habuod for 
and doesn't appreciate noise) iniglit bo a little bit in the this rinuonscious exposition of the absui'dity and looseness 
way; but, as ho hardly over leaves his study, that need of which tlio feminine mind is sometimes capable when it 
worry nobody. Mrs. FjoUioi is an angol—so pretty and starts generalising. 

unsellish and syinjiathotic that it is no wonder that her « • 

crew of delightful cliildren sinqilv adore her. 1 wish 1 had I recommend Mr. CHBiSTOPitKR Stone’s Letters to an 
time to tell you inoi-o about the children. Tw'o of tliem are Eton Boy (Fishbb Unwin) to all true lovers of*Eton. It 
practically grown up; indeed Mary astonished us all, at tlio is one thing to write famiharly aliout the Wall Game, 
end of niy visit, by becoming engaged to a nice soldier (just St. Andrew’s Day, Pop, Agar’s Plough, Upper Club, Trials, 
when I myself was almost sure she would marry the young the Winchester Match, Lonl’s, Rowland’s and all the rest 
Radical M.P. wlio so admired her—but it was bettor as of it, and quite another to invest them, as ho does, with the 
things happened). The others will miss her awfully when right atmosphere. Tlio boy who gets the lottoro is in his 
sho goes to India. Still, the house can hardly bo dull, as last year. His chief correspondents are his worldly but 


there are two delightful 
infants growing iqi; and 
nicanwliilo thei'u are the j 
Rugby twins, Uz and Bnz, 
to keep things lively. Wo 
had great fun one evening 
when Buz dressed up as a 
SuiTragetto and inton'iowed, 
young Mr, (latliq) about • 
votes for women—and I [ 
must say the latter took the 
joke very well. But then 
everybody in or near Red-' 
inarloy is like that. Woidd' 
you cam to meet them all! 
for yourself? Q’heii buy 
Mr. Ij. Ai.ukn IIaukku’sJ 
now book. It is called, | 
quite sinqdy. The Ffollials 
of Jiedmarley (Muruay),| 
and I pity you if you ilon’t 
end by regarding every 
character in it as a personal 
friend. 

F U A N C E S F O K It K S - 



.t 






'illK WKAK POINT. 

First 1‘laj/fr, "IIow many uavk you takkx?” 
tiecond J’layer. “ Kouven. How many'vk yoc?^’’ 

Firsl I’laj/rr. ‘-ONr.Y ten; but vou ’i.r. wis tub iior.c. 

IIOTTK.S WIIRN IT COMES TO THE BlIOliT ClAMK.’’ 


1 'm bo 


warm-hearted and in some 
ways sensible mother; his 
rather uncle-ish uncle, 

' whose epistles they are 
' really quite Pauline—show a 
I profound know'ledgo of Eton 
and the world, and, I might 
I add, of boy nature; and, last 
I and most charming, his 
dear and only love. As for 
this lust it IS so long ago 
that perhaps 1 have for¬ 
gotten, but- do people at 
Eton got engaged almost as 
soon as they got into Pop ? I 
However, n'vnporle. For, 
to. tell the truth, Leltice 
Ambrose is to my mind the 
making of the book. There 
are two other episodes in 
the boy’s life—one con¬ 
nected with a married lady 
with a past, the other with 
a visit to a night cluh in 
London which sooni rather 
out of idoce in a school story. 


and so will others who can tulerato the sudden inter- has in fact woven into his book of school-life a pleasant 
vention of tho supernatural in everyday affairs. It is the little jiicturoof a healthy romantic attachment, without any 
study of a young girl’s soul, pure, passionate hut immature; of the stale old nonsense of headmasters’ daughters and tho 
her encountci’S with every sort of man, and her occasional like which makes one wonder if the writers have ever seen 
metamorphosis into an eerie white hound. I do not com- the inside of a public school. 

plain bitterly of tho frontispiece, a portrait of Mrs. ilAiuton - .-. . 

at tho ago of eleven, nor of the quotation on tho lly-leaf: <<KvcrrprpR,antiuu w.ir taken to guard during tho day tbo platform 
“ Road it . . . It is so beautiful! ” nor yet of tho dedication, used by tho Uuyal party. A K^tocial posso of police was on duty, and 
“To my beloved son, Roy IlAimon, Hcholar” (as were so no one without a spociul permit was allow^ to Btop on tticm." 
many of us and mostly to our private shame). These , , .. , , , Jhretuny News. 

things and a certain affectation of stylo, imitative of the The rush for pernuts must have lieen terrific, oven among 
Meredithinn manner, mav be forgiven in a work ingenious, respectable citizens. _ 

at anv rate, if not clover.' The trouble lies in its wholesale E^^x-act from an Essay on tho Founding of Romo 

and almost malicious attacks on humanity m general and tho j t u 

a. t'i. • L- I A *' 1 • . “ llomeo and Juliet quarrelled about which bill to build Bomo on. 

inaMuhne part of it in particular. As a sox wo are learning wiw twelve vultures and Juliet saw six, but Juliet saw them 

to boar with fortitude our detractors trick of citing the fir«t. So Borneo killed Juliet and built Bomo on his hill, and that is 
bully, tho seducer and the common cheat as typical of us; why it is called Bomo." 

what,.wn catftiot stomach is tho ofi’eminate creature held up However, the ghost of Juliet had her revenge when tho 
to us as tho modo^man. (Malleson, Grey and Stuart were | great Cjssab was cMlod Julios out of compliment to her. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

With reference to the Garden Party 
given by the Kino and Queen to 
5,000 teachers, we understand that 
their Majesties, to their groat regret, 
find themselves unable to accept all the 
return invitations. 

»« 

There is, we hear, considerable feel¬ 
ing against the Government in the 
office of T. P.’s Weekly. Th<it journal 
instituted a competition to decide who 
should bo Poet Lauieato, and Mr. 
Asquith coolly appointed Dr. Uridoes 
to the office without awaiting the result 
of the competition. This action on 
the part of the Premier is all the more 
suiprising since we understand that 
T. P. is an Irislunan. 

By the way, it is said that Mr. 
Lloyd Gbobqe at fir^t objected to the 
I Pbbhub’s choice on the ground that 
the proposed Laureate was a medical 
man and not on a panel. It was, 
however, pointed out that Dr. Bridges 
was, in fact, a reformed doctor, who 
had given up medicine in favour of 

poetry. * 

* 

Mr. Winston Ghubcbill’s proposals 
in regard to our Navy have been well 
received in Germany. 

The cruiser Dmlegal succeeded last 
week in salving the derelict Norwegian 
barqne Olenmarh. The solo occupant 
was a white oat, which bit a blue- 
jacket who tried to stroke it. Its bite 
was worse than its barque. 

* * %• 

. . At OraoKEtti’Sk ^ other day. '* The 


£10,500, was sold for £1,260. At a 
time when everything tends to increase 
in price it is good to know that in future 
our Landseers are likely to cost us loss. 

Four young women who last week 
promenaded Fifth Avenue, New York, 
in slit skirts, etc, woie suiiounded by 
an enraged mob, but the gentleman 
who, with the view of lomodying the 
outrage on good taste, shouted, Teai 
the things ofl [must, we fancy, have 
been an Insh-Amei ican. 

We are glad to see signs of a 
campaign being staitod in favour of 
red-haired men. For too long have 
they been ti eated as pariahs. We has o 
even known their presence objected to 
at afunoral. This, oi com so, is foolish, for 
nothing biightons up a funeral so much 
as one or tuo of those cheoiful heads. 

A thief broke into a house at 
Groat Bircham, Norfolk, last week, 
earned off a purse uhich held soioial 
new farthings, vihich he apparently 
mistook for soveroigns, and oveilook^ 
a box containing a consideiablo sum of 
money. The Jemmy, which is the 
organ of the profession, is, wo under¬ 
stand, about to open a fund for this 
poor fellow, who is said to lie suffoiing 
from a breakdown consequent on sliock. 

“The majority of small nodding 
animals now on the toy market are 
of Jimanese manufacture,” ue rood, 
“ and ate supplanting those made in 
Germany.” Animals “mit ni^dings 
on ” wm no doubt be the rage this year. 

•V 

Large numbers of swifts bave 
appeued in the neij^beurhood of 


By a stampede of their horses at 
Frensham last nook the Queen’s Bays 
wore deprived of a good many mounts. 
They received, ue undoi stand, some 
most touching letters of sympathy from 
officers and men in our Teintorial 
caialiy. 

“PBANCE’S THHEr, YEAR SOLDIERS,” 
lead the old lady. “It seems very 
joung,” bhe muscil 

According to a Bond of Tiade report, 
the average of fatal railway accidents 
last ^eir was uiil^ one passenger killed 
111 evoiy 68,100,000 journeys. The 
Hallway Companies wish respectfully 
to draw attention to the fact tliat this 
compaios most favouiahly with the 
lotuins as to aeioplane accidents. 

Will the unrest in the Balkans over 
end ? The latest rejioit is to the effect 
that tlie Danube is using. 

Functio.is like the iisit of the Mayor 
and Corporation of Peterborough to 
inspe.-t the Biaccborough Waterworks 
aie usually such dull affairs that 
we cannot withliold a meed of praise 
fioni tlie Chief Constable and the 
Councillor who enlivened the occasion, 
the other day, by gamely falling into 
I the reservoir. 4 , 

• . 

It is said that Mr. Bausat Mac¬ 
Donald is not to be offered a seat in 
the Cabinet. The alleged reason is 
that, if the seat were to be offend to 
hkn, he might accept it. 
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GENTILITY IN OUR GARDEN SUBURB. 

“ JCBT TnraK OK IT, MbB. BuOWN lUB COT TUB TELBFIIOKB FIXKD. I WOOr.ON'l IIAVK OSli.'* 

"Why hot?” “You mavk to assoitate with anybody." 


BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 

Some New Dkpartubeb. 

Park Lane. 

Dkabest Daphne, —An outstanding 
feature of tho season just ending has 
certainly been tho evolution of the 
bazaar. A few weeks ago somebody 
hod tho bright idea of selling badges to 
protect people from being bothered by 
sellers, but already that’s vietix jeu. 
At the Who's Who Fair (a prodigious 
success, my dear, which brought in an 
enormous sum for a most deserving 
charity—I forget what) we charged five 
shillings admission, and wo sold little 
ducky silk flags, with *' I don’t want to 
buy anything” on them, at a guinea 
oi^oh. >Ve didn't trouble to stock any 
of the stalls. Fact is, we’ve faced the 
truth that ces autres only come to 
bazaars to look at us. The sensational 
feature was that we stall-holders wore 
as head-dresses our own family crests. 
Wam’t that a lovely idea of your 
Blanche’s! And the loveliest part of 
it was to see tlio crests of peo^e who 
haven’t any 1 My sweet thing, it was 
absolutely I The Bullyon-Boundermore 
woman had got the Heralds’ College to 


find her some sort of animal, and she 
had it on her head carried out in block 
velvet and gold. “ Whatever is it 
meant for?” 1 asked Norty in con- 
iidence. “ I should think it's a bounder 
rampant,” ho said. 

Tlie outlying tribes came pouring 
down from tho hoiglits of North and 
South London and simplv swarmed 
into the Fair. They all bought tho 
little “ Don’l-want-to-huy-anything ” 
flags, and then they moved upon the 
stall-holders en masse. For another 
guinea any stall-holder w’as ready to 
explain her crest and give a few par¬ 
ticulars of herself. For two guineas a 
flvo-roiuutes’ chat miglit be bought, in j 
which wo might please ourselves as to 
whether wo answered questions tnith- 
fully or not; but for five guineas wo I 
pledged ourselves to stick to facts. It 
was gorgeous! I hoard someone wlio'd 
duly planked down the guineas asking 
Mrs. Golding-Newman (the newest of 
tho new people— she got there by tho 
flakiest of flukes!) who she was and 
what her crest meant. ”1 'm Mrs. 
Golding-Newman,” she replied with a 
good bit of pomp and circumstance; 
"and my head-dress is the Golding- 


Newman crest —tliroo goldfishes, tach- 
ant de nager." Wasn't tliat dilly? 
Whatever tlie woman sup 2 )Osed she w as 
saying, it was utterly descriptive of her 
ofTorts to bo in tho swim. Popsy, Lady 
Bamsgato, was in great form and very 
chiipy, till her head-dress, the Ramsgate 
crest, two arms counter-embowed, tho 
dexter hand holding a knife and tho 
sinister a fork (tho founder of their 
family, you know, w’as Grand Cari'er to 
IIenky VIII.), caught in tho decora¬ 
tions and got pulled off; and, oh! my 
dearest and best, more than the head¬ 
dress came od—and Popsy is doing a 
rest cure! Before tliat catastrophe 
happened she'd lioen tolling quostionets, 
in return for tlieir guineas, that she 
was thirty-five, that she'd married the 
late iiord R. wlien she was Biirteen, 
tliat she had an average of twenty 
offers a week, but didn’t mean to marry 
again, that she loved dancing, and that 
her favourite dance just now was the 
Leapfrog Valse. , 

A jyrojpos of Mrs. Golding-Newman, 
the newest woman, there's l^n a hurd- 
fought social race between her and 
Mrs. Bullyon-Boundermere in London 
this summer. If one forged ahead for 
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a time, tho other came again and stuck 1 ’m simply furious, chirie, with these 
to her gamely. When the Golding- Balkan p^ple for going on fighting. 

Newman woman had Trillini to sing at At that little dinner 1 gave lor the 
ono of her parties, the B.-B. hit bock Delegates when they were over hero, 
by getting Twirlinski to do his exquy 1 'd such a lovely talk with them and 
dance, " Tho p.m. of a Satyr,” at her was sure 1 'd made a great impression, 
next affair. It was a regular ding-dong “ You simply must come to an ^roe- 
raco, and no one could spot the winner, ment,” I said to them. " Why shouldn't 
till Mrs. B.-B. came a most tremendous you? What does it matter who tho 
cropper. Jl en dtait ainsi. She gave places belong to? It’s absurd I War 
a big party, old Lady Ncodmoro, as is all very well at first ; it makes a little 
usual, inviting the people and receiving change, and often gives us a new colour 
them, with the B.-B. in the ofliiig. or a fashion; but it ought to stop quite. 

The latter, not having much to do and quite soon, or it becomes a bore ; and you 
being obsessed with the notion of un- may take it as a cert that the Great 
invited guests (and really, my dear. Powers won’t sfand being bored 1” 
they’ve put in some strong work this And they were such darlings, and 
season!),kept a sharp look-out for these, seemed so pleased, and laugh^ so 
At last she felt sure she’d spotted one. much with me and with each other, 

I’m certain,” she remarked to Mr. that I thought peace was assured. It’s 

i B.-B., “that common-..---- 

looking man in ill-fit- 
{ ting evening clothes, 
leaning by the door of 
the music - room, is 
one of those uninvited 
creatures! I’ll go and 
speak to him.” “ Bight 
you are, M’ria!” said 
her better half. So she 
soiled up to tho man: 

“ I am the lady of tho 
house; may I ask your 
name ? ” “ My name’s 
Snaggers,” answered 
the man. “ Just what 
I should think it would 
bet" said Mrs. B.-B., 
with cutting sarcasm. 

“No pemon of that 
name was invited, Mr. 

Snaggers, so perhaps “ *K's a dii iiAsiiput. at fust, Mistkr, dct 'b soon fau uf wiv yicb. 

you^ withdraw before ----- 

1 send for the police! ” The man no use trying to do good in this wicked 
shrugged his shoulders, laughed and world! * 

wont away. At the end of tho One of the now departures this 
evening Mrs. B.-B. said reproachfully season has been that several popular 
to Lady Noedmore, “ What a pity the people have turned themselves into 












guest I most wanted to see didn’t come! companies. The first to do it was 
I mean the big-game hunting earl Bobby Brillmoro, who makes things 


who’s had such thrilling adventures, go so splendidly at dinners and dances 
1 saw his name in your list—Lord St. and country houses. And so, as old 
Aldegondo.” “Oh, Snaggers," old Lord Brokeystone’s allowance to his 
Noedmore corrected. “ But, my dear younger sons is immensely tiny, and as 
woman, he did come I I saio him. lie Bobby found life a harder problem than 
came rather late, after wo'd left off even the hardest thinker does, while at 
receiving ’em, and went away quite tho same time he was simply snowed 
soon, I believe. I lore, somebody! Got under with invitations, ho thought he’d 


some brandy or something! 


turn his popularity to account. 


Boundermere’s fainting.” It was a now he’s a company with offices in the 
hard blow for her, as St. Aldegondo’s City and a trade motto that he cribbed 
been quite a celebrity since his retium from Soap or Cocoa or something— 
from nis last big-game expedition, “Have him in your Houses”—and 
owing to his having shot an enormous anyone who wants him must take 

creature called a mommaroo, that shares., (Norty s^s the shares are 

oveiybody thought was extinct. But already quoted on ’Change!) Quite an 
1 beliove what slio felt most cruelly idea, isn’t it? Perhaps 1 may follow 

was that shoilidn’t know St. Aldogonde suit and become. Ever thine, 

is pronounced “ Snaggers ” I BXiAnohb (Ltd.I) 


THE WATER BABY. 

[“ At to-day’s meeting of the British Medical 
Asmiation at Brighton, Br.Mannedy, of Bath, 
said he once placd a child one year old in the 
sea, and it slmok out and swaun.”] 

Mabteb Bunting, who, it will be re¬ 
membered, has just attained his first 
birthday, this morning began his 
attempt to swim the Channel. He 
arrived early on the pier in his mail- 
cart, and remained in rather over- 
animaW conversation with his parents 
for some minutes. An enquiry by our 
representative as to tho prdSpects of 
tho attempt elicited from the dis¬ 
tinguished swimmer a hearty goo-goo. 

Master Bunting entered tho sea at 
9.1 A.M. Ho seemed somewhat dis¬ 
tressed on first contact with tho water, 

—...and kicked a good deal,* 

but afterwords settled 
down to a strong over¬ 
arm stroke, whi^ took 
him through the sea at 
a good rate. 

Master Bunting was 
accompanied by a tur¬ 
bine pram - boat con¬ 
taining his nurse (who 
was seon to be reiming 
' Home Gloats as tho 
i small vessel cast off), a 
! police officer (whose, 
duty it will be to con¬ 
verse with Master Bun¬ 
ting’s attendant!, a 
goffiwog, a crib, a 
gallon of milk, and 
several tins of Kidling’s 
Pood. 

OP WIV YidB.” At 10 Master Bun- 

-ting partook of a half- 

bottle of milk. His stroke then 
became stronger. At eleven o’clock, 
to afford him a slight diversion, a rattle 
was.lowerod into the water, and the 
intrepid swimmer amused himself with 
this for a few minutes before resuming 
his powerful stroke. 

Later. 12.16.—Master Bunting is 
still going strong. A few minutes ago 
he howlm for a spoonful of Kidling’s 
Pood. Tho nurse, assisted by the 
police officer, administered the refresh¬ 
ment, and Master Banting then pro¬ 
ceeded. 

At two o’clock the golliwog entered 
the sea and accompanied Master 
Bunting in his progress over the next 
half-mile. 

Latest news; Calais, 6.13 A.u.— 
Master Banting arrived here ht 6.10 
this morning. Be was met by members 
of the Oui-Oui Swimming Club. He 
appeared little t^e worse for his im¬ 
mersion and, after dictating a short 
account of his e&rly life to our repre¬ 
sentative, he retired to his crib.- . 











THB T11EASUR13-SEBKER8. 

Accobdimo to the New York Corre- 
spondout of The Daily Telegraph, Mr. 
OucAB Hammkbsteim’b talent for find¬ 
ing hidden musical treasure was recently 
illustrated by the discovery of a useful 
tonor in a rotund middle-aged plasterer 
engaged on tlio building of the now 
Opera House. Euioi Gasi'abini, for 
that was his name, was dragged forth 
from a pile of bricks to the fire-engine 
station close by, whore his trial per¬ 
formances led to a provisional engage¬ 
ment for the chorus. 

Such episodes are interesting, but 
thev are of quite common occurrence on 
both sides of the Atlantic. “ Never tlio 
lotus closes, never the wild fowl wake,” 
but genius discovers itself to the eye 
that is looking for it. Only last week 
Signor PoLACoo, the famous conductor, 
was passing by a cab shelter in the 
neighbourhood of Covent Garden when 
he heard tlie strains of the Abendstem 
from Tannhdiiser issuing from tiie 
interior. Darting swiftly into the 
shelter Signor Polacoo discovered that 
they came fi'om the larynx of an elderly 
attendant named Annibale Sparagrasso, 
employed to peel potatoes for the cab¬ 
men’s midday meal. Sparagrasso was at 
once haled off to Covent Garden, and in 
two dayp had signed a oontraot for five 


years as understudy for the chorus in 
a travelling company which is about 
to start for a prolonged tour in Pata¬ 
gonia, the Falkland Isles and possibly 
Alaska. 

A somewhat similar experience befell 
Madame PAvriOVA last Friday. While 
she was flying in a biplane over 
St. Albans, the famous danseuse ^ 
noticed an elderly man dancing a horn- j 
pipe in a biuskyai'd witlj extraordinary 
vigour and 6lan. I’oromptorily orderi ng 
her pilot to descend, she persuaded tlio 
dancer, a retired petty officer named 
Gregory Uitch, to return with her in 
the biplane to Hampstead. After two 
lessons he was offered, and has accepted, 
an engagement to appear in a nautical 
ballot as a one-legged admiral with the 
Russian company which is shortly pro¬ 
ceeding to Siberia. The only condition 
which caused any difficulty was that 
which imposoil a change of name, but 
his consent was speedily secured for tlio 
adoption of the ingenious and euphoni¬ 
ous alias of Gregor Hitchikoff. 

Sir Hebbbbt Bbkbbohm Tbeb, while 
pending a recent week-end in the New 
^rest, was in the happy position of 
being able to combine recreation with 
! benevolence. Ho was lunching . at 
Lyndhurst, when, from his private 
banqueting-room, he heard a venerable 
I waiter named Ephraim Jubb reciting 


passages from Hamlet with extra¬ 
ordinary fervour and charm. As the 
result of a brief but affecting inter¬ 
view, Jubb consented to accompany 
Sir Hbhbbkt in his motor to town and 
has since been given the idle of hero 
in a now drama, Bacon’s Boyhood, by 
Sir Edwin DunNiNO-LAWKENCK, Bart., 
which will bo produced at a inalinie at 
His Majesty’s Theatre with Sir Heubbut 
Bkebbohm Tbee as Qwen Elisabeth, 
and the author as Philip of Spain. 
No wonder that Jubb’s grandchildron 
are now saying that he is a made man. 

Taking Our Pleasures Sadly. 

“KNJOY YOU 11 HOLIDAYS, 

1)y reading 

Tub Tkubob by Nioiit." 

A(/i7. in " Daily JSxpress." 

“Ijody wanted, to undertake duties ol 
small house. Two in family, treated os one. 
State ago and salary. 

Advt. in “ Christian World." 

One of the tiro (to the other) : “ Alter you 
with the egg.” 

From the ticket admitting to the 
recent ceremony in the Henry VII. 
Chapel:— * • 

“ Gentlemen—LevAk Dress 
Ladies—^ liToiiNiNO Dress 
Kot Transferable." 

Most certainly not. • 
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MR. PUNCH’S SEASIDE PAGE. 

Where to ao. 

It hoH been woll said by Shaksprabe 
or one of our pools that we are an island 
race. At this time of the year, when so 
many of us aro leaving the towns for 
the purer ozone of the country, the 
words corno home to us with an added 
significance. Wo aro an island mco; 
and for that reason the thoughts of 
every Knglishtnan worthy tlio name 
will turn first to the soa. 

But what seaside resort shall lie 
choose for his lioliday? That is the 
difficulty. Foitunatoly tho onternriso 
of tlio Town Council of Congervillo in 
advertising in our columns enables us to 
refer witlmut prejudice to tho charms 
of this growing watering-place, and 
thus perhaps to solve the doubt in tho 
minds of our readers. Congervillo—or 
•' Tho Venice of tho North,” as it has 
been aptly colled by tho Mayor, owing 
no dount to the fact that hotli towns 
aro on the sea—is, to our thinking, tho 
ideal spot for a holiday. Within such 
easy distance of London that tho visitor 
who does not like the place can go back 
again on the same afternoon (in tho 
opinion of many pmple its chiofost 
charm), CongerviUe will Iw found to offer 
unique attraotions to tho wearied town- 
dweller ; and we aro convinced that its 
charms need only to bo sufficiently 
advertised to becomo known to all. 


CONOEEVUiLK. 

“ The Venice op tub North.” 

Unrivalled Attractions. 
Band. Pier. Niooers. 
OWN SKA. 

Wexik - Kud Ticket, includiug Uotel 
Accommodation and Hiro of Bathing 
Suit, 12/9. 

Come where the whelks are larger. 

\A<M. 


IIow TO Bathe. 

I. On no account batho immediately 
after a heavy meal. By a heavy meal is 
meant one weighing five pounds or so. 

II. At most seaside resorts University 
costume is insisted on. Fortunately it 
is not necessary to havo token a degree 
in order to wear tliis. 

III. It is bad form while waiting for 
your turn outside an occupied bathing 
machine to make sarcastic remarks to 
tho gentleman dressing inside. How¬ 
ever long he has been, such observa¬ 
tions as ” Mend your braces afterwards, 
, ducky,” are not in the best possible taste. 

Iv. Although in many ^aces you will 
find notice striotly forbidding you to 
remove the foreshore, no objection will 
be raised if»you should chanee to take 
away some of the sea. At the same 


time swimming with the mouth open is 
a habit to be condemned, particularly 
off those coasts where small jelly-fisn 
(or Sea Tapioca) congregate. 

V. Even if you cannot swim, you 
can safuljr venture into deep water 
with a pair of Phutman’a well-known 
" Eykanseeyou’s.” Swimming can, of 
course, bo taught quite easily on land, 
but the positions which it is necessary 
to assume aro ungraceful, and if 
practised in tho dining-hall of your 
hotel will probably cause comment. 

It is better to learn properly in tho sea 
with tho help of Phutman’s popular 
invention. 

“KYKANSEKYOU." 

If you arc an iuoxpert uwiinnior wear 
Phutman's Inflatable Socks. 

THEY SerrOBT THE ANKT.BS. 

, Even if your head should chance to 
bo submerged 

YOUB PEKT 

will still bo visible from shore, and 

tho Coastguards will put out and 
rescue you. 

KYKANSEEYOU " 

Tub Great Lipb-Savkh. 

“YOU CANNOT SINKt” 

tArfrt. 

Flora and Fauna of the Beach. 

A walk along the beach at Conger¬ 
villo or any of our Southern watering- 
places will reveal many unexpected 
treasures which tho keen collector can 
add to Ills hag. One of tho most com¬ 
mon, and yet least understood, objects 
to be found upon tho sea-shore is tho 
Single Boot. One would naturally 
expect to find them nesting in couples, 
but for some unexplained reason they 
develop Iiest alone. 

A veiy common weed growing round 
our shores and fiourishing particularly 
at this time of tho year is Father. It 
grows horizontally; is anything from 
five to six feet from head to toe; and 
wears a paper over its face to protect it 
from tho sun. Bo numerous is it that 
in some parts of tho coast gimt care 
has to bo taken not to step on it. A 
i-oall^ good specimen will sometimes 
rise m the centre to a height of two or 
tlnee feet, and thus afford ample shade 
to the weary pedestrian. 

On such obvious fauna as crabs and 
stArfishes it is not neceSsary to dilate at 
any length; the most inexperienced 
traveller is sufficiently familiar with 
tliem. It may not, however, be known 
that by far the liest method of catching 
crabs is to tickle for them. 

The process is as fpllows: the object 
of capture having been marked down 
in a likely pool, the hunter lies at full 
leni^h upon tho rocks and begins to 
ticklo the crab gently on the chest. It i boarding-house. 


is notorious that crabs resent tickling, 
and in a moment the crustacean .wm 
fasten his pincers on your finger. The 
laugh however is witn you; for, with¬ 
drawing your finger from the pool, you 
find that you are taking the crab with 
you; and with the aid of a tin-opener 
you can afterwards, at your leisure, re¬ 
move tho captured beast and transfer 
it to your killing bottle. 

And finally, it has just ‘been dis¬ 
covered that starfish make excellent 
and reliable compasses. Balancedxiare- 
fuUjr upon tho ferule of a walking-stick 
the intrepid animal will im^riably turn 
ono of its feet to tho north, tho other ex¬ 
tremities marking the remaining points 
of tho compass with ci^ual accuracy. 


BUMPO, 

The Pocket Hammer. 
Invaluable for Soa-Shore NaturaliKts. 
Breaks Limpets. 

Stuns Anemones. 

Cracks Shrimps. 

Take your Bompo with you when 
bathing, in caao a jelly-fish 
attacks you. 

BUMPO — THE ENEMY OE 
WIHTEBAIT. 

XAdt*. 


Beach Ktiqubtte. 

Etiquette at the seaside is naturally 
not so formal as it is in London, and 
acquaintances may be mode on the 
pier or in tho sea much more easily than 
would be the case in Mayfair. For 
instance, it is permissible when bathing 
to introduce yourself to a strAnger 
swimming near, on what would seem 
in London the comparatively slight 
excuse that his bathing-costume had 
the same coloured stripes as your own. 
Again, a gonial remark may always be 
mode to an old gentleman fishing off 
thaend of the pier—an enquiry, to give 
an example, as to whether he had 
caught anything or, failing that, hoped 
to catch anything. 

Dress again is less rigid in its cast- 
iron convention than it would be in 
Bolgnivia, and the ladies of your board¬ 
ing establishment will probably find that 
a dressy blouse will be all that is i-oquired 
in the evening. (Tho word “all,” of 
course, is used in its comparative sense 
only.) 

Generally speaking, in short, life by 
the sea will be found much more com¬ 
panionable than life in London; and 
though seaside friendships do not 
always turn out as deshwole as they 
seemed at' first, it maV well hap]^ 
that you may make a li^long friend of 
the man whom you first made acquaint¬ 
ance with as you tapped the sea-weed 
barometer together in the hoU of your 
boarding-house. A. A. af. 
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Small boy. “Muusy, is it itKAi.r.v tkuk that tuk Dkvil has hobns and a club foot?” 

The Mother. ‘‘Ant my unab, boubtimf.s tiik T)ktil affbabb in tkn biiafe of a teuv uandbouk and CHAHMiNa yodnc man.' 
Small boy {pityitujly). “On, Mummy! you'uk tiiinkino of Cupid.” 


THE M/ENAD. 

There is a tnaidon fair as dawn 
Who Bomctimos spies me from afar, 
And chases me on furious foot 
As down the long suburban street 

I gainitol like Nijinsky’s “ Faun” 

To catch the infernal car. 

At day-break when the winds are fresh. 
Or, more exactly, 9.15, 

Not seldom shall yon see this sight. 
The nymph’s pursuit, the poet's 
flight. 

As if ho funked tlio rosy mesh 
Of Cyprus’ dove-drawn queen. 

It causes quite a pleasant stir. 

This hundred-yard Olympic burst; 
The newsboy whispers to his pal, 

•' How exquisitely Bacchanal 1” 

The loafers lay short odds on her 
To reach Uie tube-lift first. 

So, ere the sordid years began, 

Before aphasia took the Muse, 

• Athwaft the upbuids, thick with 
pine. 

His rout pursued the god of wine. 

Or shepherdesses danced to Pan 
(But not in grey subde shoes). 


Breathless wo run; without a pause 
Wo win the gates of Pluto’s grot; 
She gives me noitlier look nor word. 
The cage descends, wo join the 
herd. 

Our ways are sundered now, becausfl 
I smoke and she does not. 

But, though her frenzy seems to sink 
Before she grabs her swain-elect. 
Though never in her wild, wild 
amis 

She lures me captive to hor charms 
i And bears me off (indeed, I think. 

The lift-man would object); 

Though unconcernedly she sets 
Her hair in trim and pulls a cube 
Of chocolate from hor leather bag. 
Sucks it, and opes her morning 
rag. 

And never for my fair face frets 
Once we have reached the tube; 

I love to think her hot despatch. 

The fury of her Bacchant speed. 

Is due to love, and not to this. 
That well she knows if she should 


miss 

The train I usually catch 
She must be late indeed. 


Evob. 


THE BITING CBITIC. 

[ExporttnonU with music on animals have 
rovoalM the fact that dogs will show a pro- 
foroncoior, and u ptejudico against, particular 
composers.] 

With Bach and Beethoven wo tried 
him— 

Hisd;ail wagged his wishes for more; 
WithWAQNEB and Sullivan plied him— 
Ho barked for a double encore. 

“ Now play him,” I said, “ ere I offer 
a bid, 

A passage of ragtime.” The gentle¬ 
man did. 

As if to say, “ Golly, what is it ? " 

He prick^ up his oars at the strain. 
Then growled his intention to visit 
On someone his wrath and disdain; 
And when off the playor he started to 
sup 

I purchased that highly desirable pup. 

For under my window thrice weekly 
Two picturesque aliens play; 

Scant notice they pay me when meekly 
Bequested to wander away; 

But next time they come he will alter 
all that, 

This capable critic who lies on the mat. 
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ne dadi iambmt promised him that "his reception Peers streaming into Division Lobby 

B99BNUE Or rAHLilAIVlcra !• would not be at aJd respectful and quite to vote on ^ond Beading of Homo 

(SzTMciBD TOOK THB DiABT OF Tobt, M.P.) rgyerso of gentle.” Buie Bill; thinks ho may as well taka 

Horae oftLorde, Monday, July 21.— House delightedly recognised the a hand in the old game; only when 

If it were oustomsbry to decorate episcopal way of indicating a bonneting coming out, finding liimsolf tapped on 

Bishops “For Valour” surely the and a chucking-out. shoulderby wand of “Toller” who was 

Victona Cross would figure counting the numbers, a 

on the meek bosom of the horrible tliouglit chills his 

Bishop of Hereford. Not marrow, lie hasn't taken 

for the first time in recent v the oath in the now Parlia- 

yeard has he stood forward __ \ inont. 

to demand full consider- Accordingly has no busi- 

etion of a measure obnox- ness to take part in Divi- 

ious to majority of poera, y'A -v sioii. Bather fancies that 

abhorred by brother pre- Tower Hill, if not actually 

lates. Always something >Vr //ay y - block, plays a part in 

pathetic about aspect of one /Aa ' \ r Vi consequences. What's to 

crying in the wilderness. jl ® ^ l^o done ? 

Additional discomfort in ^ Jl W // ^ (7 / ' Happily recalls lesson 

reflection that there are ^ Jf ^ ^ jf )/ ^\ gleaned from mrlier episode 

ranged, at convenient strik- in Marconi Muddlement. 

ing distance, beasts of prey ~ ^^ — --“^iri.AYT- Agreed on all sides that, hod 

ready _ to _ spring upon the ^ dexterous back-thrust at the whoIc-ho«ger by Lord Sausbubv. 


A dexterous back-thrust at tho whole-hogger by Lord Saubbuhv. 


counting tho numbers, a 
horrible thought chills his 
marrow, lie hasn't taken 
tho oath in the now Parlia¬ 
ment. 

Accordingly has no busi¬ 
ness to take pnili in Divi- 
siuii. Bather fancies that 
Tower Hill, if not actually 
tho block, plays a part in 
conscquoncos. What's to 
bo done'? 

Happily recalls lesson 
gleaned from mrlier episode 
in Marconi Muddlement. 
Agreed on all sides that, had 
Ministers at outset volun- 
toci-od full statement of 


rash if chivalrous soloist. tocrod full statement of 

House considering proposal for Sec- Business done .—Second Beading of their private dealings in the matter, the 
ond Beading of Welsh Ghuroh Dis- Welsh Church Disestablishment Bill cloud would have blown over. Profit- 
establishment Bill. Salisbury moved moved by Beauchamp without wasting ing by this experience KEMSiNaTOH 
rejection in speech notable for dexterous time on a speech. yesterday, as soon as Loud CnANCELLOR 

back-thrust administered to his old —>. took his seat on Woolsack, rose and 


adversary, tho whole-hogger on Tariff 
Beform. Supporters of Bill pleaded 
that question had been before constitu¬ 
encies at last General Election, and 
that in framing tho measure Ministers 
were obeying popular mandate. “ Not 
at all,” said Salisbury. “ If there iiad 
been no proposal for taxes on food 
before the electors in December, 1910, 
evei^ candid honest Liberal knows that 
his party would not have won tho day.” 

It was towards close of debate that 
Bishop of Hereford rose from group 
whose snow-white rechets cast upon 
Benches below Gangway what Halb- 
BURY, looking on, recognised as “a 
sort of ” halo. Hereford did not go 




yesterday, as soon as Loud CnANCKLLOR 
took his seat on Woolsack, roso and 
with proper penitentiary air made 
clean breast of what Crewe playfully 
called “ his crime.” 

To-day tho Ixsaders of House and 
Opposition, having boon in consultation 
overnight, delivered judgment. Crewe, 
admitting absence of deliboiately evil 
intention, suggested, amid murmur of 
applause, that it would “probably be 
the desire of tho House not to proceed 
further in the matter.” Laesdowme 
agreed, “if only,” as he shrewjlly put it, 
“for tho reason that practically no 
other course is open to us.” 

Which shows that, after all, logic has 
some inllucnco upon Parliamentary 


whose snow-white rechets cast upon / Wf ^ oiner course is open eo us. 

Benches below Gangway what Hals- Which shows that, after all, logic has 

BURY, looking on, recognised as “a P . ■ • some inllucnco upon Parliamentary 

sort of ” halo. Hereford did not go Thursday .—Sad ciuia this of Ixird decisions. 

BO far as to support Second Beading. Kensington. Been abroad three years _ VVhat may be described by way_ of 
All ho asked was that, granted a Second serving his country; comes homo; distinction as the Singular Voter being 
Beading, tho Bill should go into Com- looks in at House of Ixmls; finds thus disposed of. House turned to con- 
mittee with intent to have its sidcr case of Plural Voter whom 

blemishes removed. , Government propose to abolish. 


Beading, tho Bill should go into Com' 
mittee with intent to have its 
blemishes removed. 

By striking coincidence it 
happened that in the Commons, 
within this very hour, Tim 
Healy and William O’Brien 
had. been assaulting John 
Bedhono in connection with _ i 
Birbbll’b Bill designed to hurry 
up Land Purchase in Ireland. w 
Their palriotio passion paled its 1 

ineffectual fire by comparison * 

with the energy with which the 
BishopofWiNOHESTEBproceeded 
to demolish his right reverend A 
brother. The least ill he wished 
him was that he should face one JjK 
of the gatherings of churohmen ^ ^ 
throughout the country who met 
to discuss the Welsh Bill. He Me 



Heam. Healy and O'Bribh attack Mr. John Redmond. 


Bill having tliat object in view 
negatived by ItiG votes against 
42. 

Business done ,—Commons dis¬ 
cussing vote for Board of Agri¬ 
culture. The President, a 
modest North-country man, 
overwhelmed with congratula¬ 
tions from both sides on his 
successful administration of his 
office. Amongst results of tho 
year has been extirpation of 
Foot and Moatb Disease in 
England and Ireland, a task 
requiring tireless energy and 
much courage in fstcing protests 
of individuals %nd districts tem¬ 
porarily affect^. 
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House of Commons, Friday.—k busy sarily followed interval for masticating got together at Fraserborough to wait 
ock. Seen introduction of new Irish the food preliminary to regained artiou- upon tneFiBSTLoBD of the Adhibalty 


week. Seen introduction of new Irish the food preliminary to regained artiou- upon theFiBSTLoBD of the Adhibalty 
Laud Bill, liords meanwhile throwing' lation, a pause that, incidentally, gave and discuss with him the presets of 
out Welsh Church Bill and one do- opportunityfor framing suitable answer, adopting the use of cod-liyer ou in the 
priving Plural Voter of his ancient If Geuii, Bhodes thus publicly Navy, will reach London on the first 
privilego. Important questions, those, lunched during process of critical Friday in September. Names are 
But at close of week topic to the fore is inquiry why should Members of Select coming in very well, and it is con- 
tho revolutionary proct^ure in Scotch Committees bo debarred from similar fidently expected that special railway 
Grand Committee. Engaged just now privilego? A simple luncheon, with rates will be quoted. Curiously enough 
in considering delicate question of' a tankard or long tumbler according Mr. Winston Chubchill will be pay- 
mental deficiency north of tlie Tweed.' to individual taste, a cigar or pipe to ing a visit to his constituents in 
Natural impulse on part of some I follow, would do much to popularise Dundee over that week-end. 

Members to jilaco case on footing witli i the daily meeting upstairs. The Deputation of Wee Free Eldei^ 

famous Chapter On Snakes In Iceland. liusiness done .—Treasury Vote dealt from Invorstrathbittock-on-Spey (to 
“ There are none.” Othora, whilst not with in Committees of Supply. call upon the Sechetauy fop. Scot- 

disputing soundness of tliis view, think - ■ . . I TjAnd upon business tliat has not yet 

it just as well to look through the £ 3 /i/-,mr auttn-o kttiw cmr.-Dm I been divulged), and that of the in- 

moasuro remitted to them by the SCOTLAND S NP, W SPORr. , habitants of the island of Tireo (to wait 

House. I The Scottish bailies, town councillors. upon Mr. John Bubns in connection | 

Whilst thus engaged enter Chaki.ek and others who recently came up to with their now town-planning scheme), i 
Pbice, lladical Member for East Edin- 1 town in the form of a deputation to ' have apparently arranged to co-operate j 


burgh, with fragrant cigar bo- In order to secure a reserved 

tween his tcotli. -- r-Tv"- saloon by the East Coast route. 

Members move uneasily in --. It is announced that they cor- 

thoir seats. Is this a case of dially liomologato each other’s 

mental deficiency, or merely ah- , , -opinions. 

sonce of mind in temporary r.-- ' A curious position has arisen 

form? Chaikman's attention \in Paisley, where a large and 

called to matter. lie admits ' influential Deputation has boon 

that on two former occasions made up, which is expected to 

Chairmen of Grand Committees '^ leave for the South in Octolior. 

have ruled tho cigar out of order. ^ Every detail is settled with tlio 

Taking a middle course he woidd exception of tho object of the 

ignore the indiscretion unless ~ || visit and mcmlrai's are complain- 

anyone declared objection. l| |9||NinH|L ingthat itiswoll-nighinqiossiblo 

So far from taking that line, for them to complete the pre- 

Members writh one acconl {iro- paration of their speeches until 

duced their cigarette cases and this point has been decided. 

W?th the bonds of Empire North British liailway 

about to bo severed, with an pormittod upsto.ra in Committoo-rc«^ Company will, wo learn, contain 

ancient Church tumbling about an entirely now feature wliicli 

our oars, with the Plural Scoter dootued, interview tho Pbemieb on the question is bound to prove popular. It is pro¬ 
revolutionary procedure has under the of Woman’s 8ufl'rage have returned to posed to issue “Deputation Tickets” on 
present Government become a daily tho North very well pleased, it wohld certain dates in tho coumo of the winter, 
habit to which tho mind insensibly seem, with their week-end in tho Metro- which—provided that a sufficient num- 
grows accustomed. But, really, autli- polis. Tho fact that Mr. Asquith, after ber of applications is received—will 
orised smoking in Committee Booms having throe times definitely refused to carry '’witli them tho best of saloon 
comes as a shock. If upstairs why not see them, was absent from his residence accommodation at a reduced rate, 
downstairs? If cigars, why not short when they called cannot be said to Tho members of tho original Woman’s 

clay pipes ? If smoke, why not drink ? have militated in any way against the Suffrage Party, who must bo regarded 

For latter luxury there is historical success of tlie visit, which has been so as the pioneers of the movement, have 
precedent. When CeciIi Bhodf.s was great that it is generally understood been so much delighted with their first 
under examination by the Boyal Com- that tho Scottish Deputation Season experience that they are now arranging 
mission appointed to inquire into tho has now begun. to take this Deputation on tour, 

dark places whence the Jamieson Raid The Deputation from the parish Meanwhile, tlie enterprising London 
emerged, he was accustomed, at ap- councils of Strathbogie and district, photographer is quite awake to tho 
prooch of his usual luncheon hour, to which will leave for London towards new possibilities that have been opened 
send out for a dish-load of ham sand- tho end of August to lay. before the up. (We do not, of course, mean the 
wicbes and a tankard of stout. Of Chanceulob of the Exchequeb its Press photographer; he has done very 
those he proceeded to make leisurely views upon tho introduction of a mini- well out of it, but, as far as he is con- 
disposition under the eyes of hungry mum wage for agricultural labourers, cemed, tho boom is-over.) One leading 
Commissioners. does not seem to have been discouraged firm in Regent Street has already dis- 

The Mempeb fob Sabk is reminded ^ the information that Mr. Luoyo patched a traveller to the North, offer- i 
how, whenever he, Habcoubt, Labby Geoboe will be on the Continent at ing special terms for groups to be taken ! 
and others put a peculiarly, ticklish the date of its arrival. - An extended W appointment upon the door-steps of 
question, Rhodes took an excep- week-end ticket has been arranged for. Cabinet Ministers.^ As the vacation is 
tionoUy large ^ite from the sandwich The 'Deputation representing the approaching in Downing Street, it is ex¬ 
in hand'at the moment. There neces- Fishing Industry, which is now being pected that no inconvenimoe wUl ensue. 






question, Rhodes took an excep¬ 
tionally large bite from the sandwich 

•_ 1 __ 5 - .1 mi ... . 


The Deputation rei 


in hand'at the moment. There neces-1 Fishing Industry, whici 


representing the approaching in Downing Street, it i 
ion is now being pected that no inconvenimoe w^ et 





THE DESERTER 
Who Rekusrs fob this 12th. 

How now, you faithless absentee, 

Now that the magic Hour draws near, 

Yon urge an unexpected plea 
Of duller claims that interfere! 

I thought no mortal since the Fall 
Qifted with strength of will to raise 

Ramparts of conscience at the call 
Of grouso and grilse and holidays. 

Review it all—the rush from town, 

^e station platform stretching far. 

The crowds, the hurrying up and down 
In quest of the Fort William car; 

And that first moment of delight 
When the long 8.15 swings forth. 

To'thunder through the August night 
And meet the daybreak in the North; 

Until—how ^at the prospect seems t—> 
The faithful George ^all stand 
revealed. 

And mingle in your restless dreams 
With early tea at Wbistlofield; 

Ten minutes more of tea and train 
And hasty donning of attire* 

And then—and then your feet attain 
The wayside goal of your desire. 


I picture you the morning grey. 

With glint of sunshine now and then. 
And wonderful with scents that stray 
From the wot larchwoods in tlie glen. 

What next? a sleepy search fulfilled. 
And baggago bundled out in-tons, 

A waiting motor slowly filled 
With rods and cartridges and guns. 

High on the pass the breexe is cool. 
And local momorics return 
Of salmon in the Clachan pool, 

And grouse above the Laraig burn. 

So bo it: stoutly you resist; 

But wait until the Hour arrives. 

The Hour of mountain, moor and mist. 
And see if your resolve survives. 


ONCE UPON A TIME. 

Nature. 

Oncb upon a time there was a king 
who failed to please his subjects and 
was by consequcnco in instant peril. 
Hurriedly collecting together such trea¬ 
sures os they could, ho rad his young 
queen crossed the frontier one night 
with a few faithful retainers and 
settled in an old secluded castle in a 
friendly country. 


On the first wot day the young queen 
was missing. High and low the re- 
taiiici'S soumhed for her, and at last 
slio was discovered in the middle of 
an open space in the forest, holding up 
her face to the rain. 

Horror-struck, they hurried to her 
aid; but she waved them back. 

“ Do lot mo stay a little longer,” she 
pleaded. “ All my life I have longed to 
feel the rain and I was never allowed 
to. All my life there have been coaches 
and umbrellas.” 

And again the queen held up her 

face to the drops. 

—— .. 

" Dancing Taught. — Stop, Buck, Clog, 
SchottiHcho, Wooden Shoo, lUgtiino, X^noy. 
Three lessons il/G. Stamp or call. 12 till 9. 

Aart. in “ Kncorc." 

Wo hardly ever stamp, even when 
we’ve come for a danco lesson; and 
anyhow we don’t keep on stamping 
from 12 to 9. Wo just knock or ring, 
and, if nobody answers, wo go away 


" XjooMng from tho rostrum one saw rows 
and rows of happy, smiling ta<^ altematiug 
with rows of huge whito glistening mugs.” 

Manchester Uuardian. 
Why this distinction'/ 
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AT THE PLAY 1 from it, and witlidrew from the room himsoU punctilious about shooting only 

AI I lit r UAT. I lovolvor. In tlie heavy from the hip. 

“ The Bahuikk." rongh-and-tumblo whiclx onsuod when But, if thoro were things beyond my 

Ie it had been an Italian opera tlie lamp had boon knocked over, the Cisatlantic understanding, I undor- 

instoad of an American melodrama, it adoptive father does tlio villain to stood enough to see that, for what it 

must havo boon called “La Fanciullu death. Before going out to expire ho pretended to bo, the play was something 
del North-West.” But the resemblance gives his case away in the coux'so of more than passable. You will havo 
between the First Actsof Mr. lIuMUAKn'Sj a briof, but luminous, dialogue. The gathered that it was not lacking in 
play and Signor PrcciNi’s music-drama I impression left upon mo by this hurried incident; and, though thoro wore 
was inevitable, since the Drink-and-; cxcliango of converaation was to the longmurs in the love-making, which 
Gcnoiul-Ulility Store is tho centre of following eilect:— did not suit our boro, the Lieutenant, 

social life in tlieso pioneer com- Heal Father. You shot my wife 1 nearly so xvcll as the revolver business, 
munilies. The title of Mr. Bex Foster-Father. Liar. I on shot her! the interest was strong to tho last. 
Beach’s novel I'efoi's to the invidious Tteal Father. Liar. Bho shot herself And, apart from tho behaviour of one of 
bar of birth which threatens to keep by accident! tho minor characters, the poi’formanco 

two lovers apart. The Girl of tho Another Alaskan novelty was pre- of Mr. Hubbahd’s melodrama boro ex- 

Golden N.W. is supposed to be a half- sentod in the casual procedure at ceptionally few traces of the Snrrey- 

bmed. No one who cast oven a cursory' tho meeting hold for tho promotion of side tradition. 

glanoo at tho charming face of Necia tho No-Crook Mining Company on the Miss May Bbayney was a 2 >iquanlo 

(Miss May Bbayney) would have site of the claims—a wild scone in “Tho heroine; Mr. Malcoi.m Ciieiiky a 

suspected her for a moment of being Divide of Black Boor Creek.” The workmanlike hero; Mr. Kock (tho. 

anything short of a whole-breed. As villain had boon careful not to peg out foslor-fathei’) as sound as his name; 


a m.atter of fact her 
parentage was white on 
both sides, though, in tho 
case of her father, it was 
not tho whiteness of diivon 
snow, for his 1)00111 was as 
black as ink. All comes 
well in the end, though I 
should have liked to see 
her marry tho picturesque 
trap][>cr who never worrio<l 
about her birth, rather 
than tho U.B.A. Ijicu- 
tenant who took some 
time to get over it. 

It is, 1 believe, con¬ 
trary to otiquotto on the 
stage to keep a secret from 
the audience. Yet it was 




THE HERO WINS HANDS DOWN. 


4i.„ Lifttlenauf liiirrell .nir. jtiAuioT.M oiisunv. i • 'i , n .. 

not till quite late m the x»an Sln/'fc (in the chair) .Mr. Habcouut Bsattv. advised 1 don t 

proceedings that we got see what's to stop tho run 

at the facts of the death of the girl’s a claim of his own, because ho pro- of it this side of October. O. S. 
mother; and for a dark hour or so wo posed to usurp that of the girl otf the ==s= 5 s^^=a 

wore allowed to harbour suspicion alleged ground of its illegality, and 

about tho career of her innocent foster- nobody was allowed to hold more , “ under his 

father. He himself did not help than one. You would have thought dS^^dinglmm'Thrw^^^ 

matters much by attempting a murder that, having iiieanwhilo no part in the instead of, as formerly, from tho corner, slant- 
before our eyes. Fortunately he missed property, he had no locus sedendi at tho wise, above the Knights' banners and there¬ 
by six inches and eventually left the meeting. Nevertheless, ho went so far fore hidden by them.’’—2'/jc Kwim. 
boards without a stain on his cliaractcr. as to take tho chair and conduct the Wo had no idea that tho proceedings 
The facts came out in the course of business with a fine air of autocracy, were as-lively as this. 

tho best scuffle of tho evening. Tho However, it is not for om- sophisticated ___ 

situation was unusual and could only intelligences to attempt to cope with u .a i.n i v a 

havo boon possible in a tentative state these savage anomalies; and, anyhow, and wife who were always quarrelling. A 
of society where Justice is compelled tho matter was settled by arrangement, friend oallod one evening and found thm in 
from time to time to lift her bandage tho Licitlwianf (as usual) suddenly cover- the middle of a row. After tho storm had 
and wink openly by tlie light of nature, iug the opposition with his revolver, ^ustand^’” ^‘’***“”’‘* remonstrate 

A deadly feud divided tlie girl’s two and making them hold up their hands. Bradford Daily Telegraph. 

fathers—the real and tlie adoptive. Indeed tho villain passed a good deal of a »j « _a • nut u ui 

Each had a sorry i-cconl, true or false, his time in this position, rather ludi- ^ 

and tho representative of law and order, crous when prolonged. But why, on axes it seem funmer. 

in tho person of Lieutenant Burrell, the present occasion, when he had a - 

U'.S. A. Caf airy, thougiit it most con- revolver in one of his raised bands, ho •< Thera were only 15 seratohings recorded 

venient to lot them light it out for didn’t let it off in the face of his enemy for the seven faces on Saturday.” 

themselves with one revolver between two feet away, I am unable to conjee- Brisbane Daily Mail. 

them. So he deposited it on the table, ture. He was not troubled with This reminds us that the midge season 
pbstedtho advbrsarios at equal distances scruples; nor had he previously shown is upon us again. 


Mr. Malcot.m Cinsanr. 


and Mr. Matiieson Ijaku, 
iheFrench-Canadian traji- 
per, extremely picturesque. 
Ilis broken Englisli, witli 
a touch in it- -so I tliou|;ht 
—of tlie negro quality, 
was very effective; and as 
extra-hero, of Ihosaciilicial 
kind, he won gmit favour 
witli Uie audience. Of the 
rest Mr. IIubkht W 11 . 1 .I 8 , 
in tho i)art of No-Creek 
Lee, was very good. 

Altogether, a cloaii piece 
of work, full of movement, 
and far hotter woilh seeing 
tlian a great deal of more 
protontious stulT; and if 
only our holiday invaders 


see what’s to stop tho run 
I of October. O. 8. 


Bradford Daily Telegraph. 
And that is all; but probably Mr. 
Babu makes it seem funnier. 






THE “MONKEY SEAT.” 

DaugMer. “Sav, I’oi'PA. what cute little tuisgs they Ann!" 

I ' ojypa . “And cost some! Takkh five oh six thousand dollars to iiihe a good one by the season, I guess." 
Daughter. '• Wouldn't it be cheaper to buy one and keep it vophsei.p? " 


A FORECAST OF THE BRITISH ASS. 

(With some slight assistattcc from “ The 
Westminster Gazelle.") 

The subjocl of tlio Prosidontial ail- 
cli'osa, always caiivassod with oagor in¬ 
terest in scientific and lay circles alike, 
has of course boon long ago dslinitoly 
determined in its main outlines. Sir 
OlivbuLodob intends to take a survey 
of the position of science genoi-ally. 
Ilappily this scheme is sufliciently 
elastic to allow of his dealing with a 
number of topics which the academic 
scientist would probably regard as taboo. 
Amongst these, we understand, aro the 
Psychics of Golf, with especial reference 
to the question whether it is legitimate 
to hypnotise your opponent: Recent 
Craniu Modifications m the Midlands 
pointing to the ultimate triumph of a 
Type distinguished for its high dome- 
shaped Forehead; Interviews as an 
engine for promoting University Exten¬ 
sion; the Poetry of the Astecs; the 
Influence of Brown Boots on Telepathy, 
and other cognate Bub|eots. Thus 
handled, the subject of his address is 
obviously of sufficient breadth to afford j 
a thinker of Sir Olitkb’s notorious 


versatility and range of outlook on life 
and its problems elTcctivo scope for an 
oration as stimulating and oxliilaraling 
as any delivered from the Presidential 
! Chair. 

This engaging and unconventional 
quality will also ho found illustrated in 
the programme of the various sections. 
Of course the essentially scientific 
I element iiredominates, but a certain 
latitude is allowed in the choice of 
' subjects which is eminently calculated 
I to command the interest of oven the 
non-sciontific mind. 

Thus in the section dealing with 
Economics and Statistics tliero will bo a 
remarkable debate on the cost of living. 
Sir IIenby IIowoitTii will handle the 
question of Prehistoric Working-men's 
Budgets, Ijord Courtney of Pknwith 
will discuss the Finance of League 
Football Clubs, and Sir W. Bohebt- 
BON Nicoll will read a paper on the 
Kentish Coal Fields and their influence 
on Nonconformist Journalism. 

In the Transport section such 
authorities as Mr. IIoqeb Fby, Mr. 
Laurence Binyon, Mr. Maubice Hbw- 
I.BTT and Mr. Eduuno Gossh will 
take part in a discussion on “ Canals j 


and their clfect on the language of 
those who use them," at which a 
number of bargees aro expected to bo 
present. In the Anthropological section 
Sir Alfred Mono will deal in his Pre¬ 
sidential Address with the Misuse of 
Prehistoric Oil-wells for bathing by the 
Troglodytes of the Caucasus, and Mr. 
John Masefield will road a paper on 
the Etiquette of Cannibalism. The 
Physiologists will have before them j 
such subjects as “ The Cause of chronic I 
Hiccups among Caddies,” a “Study 
of Oysters in Times of War," and a 
“Theory of the Behaviour of Guinea- , 

P'RS-” . . I 

in tno Education section a variety of 
intensely interesting subjects are down 
for discussion. Amongst these wo may 
note “Champagne and Cigarettes in 
the Holidays,” “ Should Preparatory 
Schoolmasters bo on the Telephone?” 
“A Pica for Administering Corporal 
Punishment to Parents,” and “ Ought 
Left-handed Batting to bo Encouraged ?” 

In short, the programfiio, whether 
wo consider its latitude or iia longi¬ 
tude, bids fair to be as nutritive as 
any included in the records of British 
Asminity. ' 
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THE GARDEN PARTY. 

'* Fbancksca,” 1 said, " I am intoxicalod by the beauty of 
Ibis day. Let us do something dashing.” 

“ What particular dash do you feel like ? ” said Francesca. 

" I think I’ve got the pic-nio feeling," I said. “ Yes, I 
feel like a pic-nic." 

“ What a pity you didn’t fool like that yesterday when 
we all wanted you to come.” 

" No matter,” I said, “ I feel like it to-day. I will carry 
the table-cloth.” 

We shan’t want a tahlc-clotli.” 

“Is that wise, Francesca? A table-cloth gives an air 
of aristocratic ease to the humblest feast. You shako your 
head? Very well, then, no table-cloth. But 1 will watch 
you cutting the broiul-and-buttor and making the tea. The 
children shall carry the cake and the jam. 1 will choose 
a spot for the feast. Wo will go there in a boat, and, if you 
like, you shall do the sculling while I steer and the cliildron 
all lot their hands trail in the water. Yes, Francesca, 1 feel 
more like a pic-nio every minute.” 

“ I 'in sorry for that,” she said. 

'• Sorry, Francesca! Why are you sorry ? When I rofuse 
in consequence of overwhelming work- • ” 

“ Overwhelming sofa-cushions,” said Francesca. 

“ I repeat: when I refuse, owing to the pressure on my 
time, to join a pic-nic you are—1 will not say angry, for 
you are never angry, are you, dear ?—but you are certainly 
displeased. And now, when I propose a pic-nic, and when 
1 expect you to dance for joy, you say you are sorry. 
Variim et mnlabile semper.” 

"It is useless,” she said, "to iling a stupid old Ijatin 
insult at me.” 

" Let me,” 1 said, “ cull the children and toll them about 
the pic-nic. They, at least, will bo delighted.” 

" That, too, would be useless.” 

" But why, Francesca? ” I said. " I’m quite determined 
to have a pjc-nic.” 

"And that,”8he said," is more useless than anything else.” 

" I knew it would be,” I said. " I have only to express 
a wish-” 

" And it is always gratified. But not to-day.” 

" And pray, why ? ” 

•• Because of the Garden Party.” 

" The Garden what ? ” 1 said frantically. 

“ The Garden Party,” she repeated calmly. 

" Gracious Heavens 1 ” I said. “ You don’t mean to toll 
me you are going to a Garden Party ? ” 

“ 1 do. 1 am. And what is more, you are coming with 
me.” 

** We will see about that,” I said gloomily. “ But first 
let mo tell you that Garden Pui-ties don’t exist. They are 
Victorian. They are like Penny Readings and Literary 
Institutes and—cr—umbrella covers. Yes, they are exactly 
like umbrella covers. Don’t you remember umbrella covers, 
Francesca? Some were of plain silk, others were very black 
and beautiful and glistened wonderfully. Everylx>dy hod 
them and nobody used them. We took them off and threw 
them away and forgot them. Francesca, there must bo 
millions of unused umbrella covers in England. Let us 
start a company for the recovery of umbrella covers, but, 
as we value our peace of mind, do not let us go to a Garden 
Party.” 

." But,” ^id Francesca, " it’s such a beautiful day.” 

"It isn’t really, you know,” I urged. "It’s only 
protending. There’s quite a nasty little cloud over there, 
and it’s growing. You mark my words, it’ll rain in 
backets in anpther hour or so; and how will your Garden 
Partyget on then ? There, I felt a drop on my nose.” 


" But that ’ll stop the pic-nio, too', won’t it ? ” 

" How foolish of you, Francesca I It never troubles to 
rain on a quiet family pic-nio, but a great showy Garden 
Party brings out aU nature’s worst quauties.”’ 

" Well, I can’t-help it. You've got to come.” 

“ No, no,” 1 said wannly, " you mustn’t take me. 1 don’t 
know how to dress for a Garden Party. When you see mo 
in a black frock coat and brown boots and a straw hat you 
will bo ashamed of me and you will wish you hadn’t 
brought me; but it will then bo too late. It will,got into 
the local paper. The Daily Mail will have a paragraph 
about it:—* Strange conduct of an alleged gentleman at a 
Ganlen Party.’ You mustn’t take me, Francesca.” * 

“ But how can I help it ? ” ^ 

"How can you help it I There are a thousand ways. 
You can leave mo; you can forget me; you can suddenly 
begin to dislike mo; you can go alone; you can lock mo 
into the library; you can fail to find mo when the moment 
comes; you can-” 

" You needn’t go on,” she said. "It’s not a bit of good.” 
" Indomitable and relentless woman,” I said, " tell me at' 
least where this Ganlen Parly is to be, and who is giving it.” 

She laughed. " You ’re giving it,” she said. " It’s going 
to be hei-e. Hurry up and get into your frock coat. They ’ll 
all bo arriving diroctly.” R. 0. L. 


THE GLAD GOOD'BYE. 

[According to tho New York coim<)pondcnt of The Daily Teltgra^, 
rocGiit practical tOKts prove that tho substitutiou of ragtime melodies 
for tho lugnbriouii farewell muRic URUally played on a big liner's 
departure docs away with tho mournful Kcencs attondiug such 
functions and puts ovorybody in the best of spirits.] 

Whkn I broke the nows to Mabel that a most insistent cable - 

Had demanded my departure to a land across the sea. 

She occasioned some dissension by announcing her intention 

Of delaying her farewell until the vessel left the quay. 

I displayed a frigid shoulder to her scheme, and frankly told 
her 

That no public show of sentiment my tender heart should 
sear. 

For 1 knew tho tears would blind me when "Tho Girl I Left 
Behind Me” 

And tho strains of " Auld Lang Syne ” reverberated in 
my ear. 

But 1 ’ve recently relented and quite willingly consented 

To bo sped upon my journey by tho mistress of my soul; 
1 shall banish soitow’s canker era the sailors weigh the 
anchor. 

And present a smiling visage when tho ship begins to roll. 
There’ll bo no one feeling chippy when tho band plays 

(Such a melody would even lend a fillip to a wreck); 

I shall laugh and warble freely when they start "The 
Robert B. Loo,” 

And my cup will be complete when “ Snooky-Ookums” 
sweeps the deck. 

Tears of joy there *11 be for shedding when “The Darkie’S' 
Bagwuo Wedding ” 

Sends a syncopated spasm through the passengers and 
crow; 

And, when warning tocsins dong go, down the gangway 
Mab will tango, 

While I bunny* hug the steward to the tune of 
“Hitchy-Koo.” 
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A NEAR THING. 


Disappoitited Trundlcr. “Nkably ’ad 'e, Jaboe." Disappointed JBatsnum. “Ah, an’ nkart.y ’it ’eI’’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Bff Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Oracechurch (TiONaMANs) is ono of Uioso books that to 
some readers may perliaps seem lacking in "sustained 
interest,’* but to others, of whom I myself am certainly ono, 
will have all the charm of true and remembered childhood. 
It is the record of his own childhood’s surroundings that 
Mr. John AvscouaH tells in these short and simple annals 
of a mid-Victorian country town. Exactly how far things 
happened just so, and how far the art of the grown-up 
novelist has improved upon the memory of the small boy, 
it is not for me to say. Perhaps even Mr. Ayscouuh 
himself is not altogether sure on this point—at least, so I 
gathered from his entirely charming dedication, which, as 
a model of such things, should not be passed unread. 

Of the sketches or studios or stories (it is a little difficult 
to find the right word for them) that the book introduces, 
I liked best the group that centres in the Thom family. 
Especially do 1 recall the grim little picture that ends the' 
first of these, called " Sal Pish,” which tells how Fernando 
Thom ruined the hopes of his sister Kezia (who doted on 
him, and expected the handsome lad to marry a friend of 
her own) by wedding a girl who cried fish in the streets of 
Graoeohurch. The sodden shock destroyed Kezia's mont^ 
bolanoe; and we see her later, as the boy Aybcouoh saw 
her, a mi^le-a^ed, over-dressed woman, "as mad os a 
Mimh hare,” suling in to call on the triumphant sister-in- 
law, " who presentfy would tom to look at her, without 
intorrupting ner knitting, but with a full turn of her body 
in her chair, as she would say, 'Fidgety to-day I Full moon, 


maybe.’ And Kc/.ia would collapse.” Without doubt the 
little Ayscouoh luul an eye for the dramatic. 


Collision (Duckworth) is Miss IIridobt MactiAaAN’s 
second novel, and I wish that it had more of the simple 
directness of her first. I am really confused as to whnt 
happened between Gopi Chand, Maggie, Mr. Trotter and all 
her other queer people who explored India together. Miss 
MacIiAoan is very clever; she knows how to give you a 
character’s physical peculiarities with a mere twist of the 
pen; but this makes the clouded confusion of the incidents 
all the more to be regretted. I have, for instance, a very 
clear idea of that powerful little monster, Mr. Benjamin 
Trotter, and 1 fool that ho should do most interesting things. 
It is possible that ho does; but tho author knows more 
about that than I do. In Maggie, again, I hoped that here 
at last one would enjoy a human and glowing portrait of a 
Suffragette, somcono who was both real and interesting. 
But no, the incidents in which she shared are veiled and 
I hidden. 

It is, I believe, “atmosphere” that has made Miss Mac- 
LAOAN so elusive. Atmosphere at any price always leads 
to confusion in an Indian novel, because it is so strong and 
highly coloured that it swallows up the characters in those 
clouds of yellow dust of which we hear so much. In her 
next book, when one of her characters inquires, '‘What ’s'tho 
matter?” (they do so continually in Ce/lision), she must 
answer the question so that the reader can comfortably 
settle down in his ehair and know where he is. Miss 
Maolaqan is too clever a writer for hide-an^-seek to be 
worth her while. • 
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BMpy-Oo-Lvchy (BiiAOkwooo^ is well-named, for Mr. F. F. in fact is a character which any writer might be prood 
Ian Hay has never drawn a more irresponsible, irrraressible to father ; and to have carefully cat oat the sentimentality 
hero than The Freak. I had indeed begun to end^uro this which might have spoiled it is a considerable feat of re- 
;}routb very gladly, when (op]rosita pago 106) I saw an ticence. Perhaps, after all, the pablishers were justified. 

ulastration of him by Mr. 0. B. Brock, and my feelings - - 

i received a rude bufiet. Until that moment it had not TJie Garden of Ignorance (Jenkins) has this quality to 
occurred to mo that The Freak could also be a nut, and the distinguisli it from most other books on the same topic, 
difference between Mr. Brock’s conception of him and that it really does deal with the gardening troubles of an 
mine disturbed me not a little. Once over that difficulty, ignoramus, and trace his gradual progress (or, in this case, 
however, I derived much amusement fiom n book which is hers) to tlio rewards of knowledge. Mrs. Geobob Cban 
full of high spirits and high jinks. Mr. Hay must have is the gardener; and, whether or not her story is wholly 
been in a bohday mood when he wrote Happy-Go-Lucky, a true one, and she did or did not in fact bring to her 
and soJiaide libiarians will bo tired of its name before the garden so entire a lock of experience in the first place, she 
summer is ended. The characteis—save The Fteak him- certainly tells the tale of her education and .ultimate 
self And Mr. Welwyn —aie conventional enough, and so is triumphs in a way that is both entertaining and helpful, 
the theme of a rich and only son falling in love with a I liked especially the passage in which she relates how, 
i dressmaker; but the treatment is Mr. Hay’s, which is as from the chance phrase of a guest, *' What a paradise this 
i much as to say that it is slightly sentimental and very will be after you’ve worked at it two or three years,” 
: diverting. 1 must add that, if Mr. Brock had not there was bom in her mind the idea that " a garden was 
challenged my idea of, — a canvas on which to 








.>•-0 


challeimed my idea of, — - a canvas on which to , 

The Freak, I should - paint a picture in flowers 

have given undiluted ) '> .) and trees and winding 

piaise to his illustrations.' ‘ ^ , paths.” There is no 

- ') ^ . O question that Mrs. Cban 

With that jolly nssur- •'“^roughly enjoyed the 

ance which the modem ^ ^ __ -- ■—' II process; and the results 

publisher affects, Messis. ' __ ^ -^ i achieved appear—^judg- 

CoNbYABiiE have an- _ ' ^~ I i, . ing ihem by a number 

nounced in divers places ' { \ i' ^ ^ 11 I of excellent photographs 

that F. F.’s Eyes, by| jtWiilinfBllftiWrI scattered throughout the 

Henry Sydnob Karri- - I” , I volume—to have more 

BON, is an advance upon ^ I than repaid her efforts, 

his quite admirable - — ^***^.- ' * w Thousands of garden- 

Qiieed. Well, 1 wonder' ^ i ' ~ loveis will rejoice in this 

It is widely different, _ homely and practical 

anyway, oddly different. * -C which is further 

Not BO arresting or so . Jj ^ _ ’ ^enriched by a useful 

touched with that fiimnc appendix on the various 

delightful humour. More I'/lt ^ ''' ^ ^ flowois mentioned in its 

possible, surely, and more ^T. ^SsT' course, with hints upon 

real, and certainly exhi- / p'\ ' their treatment. I have 

biting the same patient, ^ ^ already praised the 

skill in developing' Otuud{add,cssingpesvnqe,s) -This pr,Acr. si i ns to havk coke. What ' j ^ ^ f 

character through mci- ,.^8„Ln ” them, however, the front- 

dents Belated and ar- [Some parts of tho East Coast I 1 . 1 VO been rapidly disappearing ] ispieoe (showing a BUn- 

ranged With seeming art----bath), I must take 

lessness. F. F. is a slum doctor, who foigots to send in his exception. Here the Fdgan effect apparently aimed at 
Mconnts; lame and a lielper of lameness in others, a lieherer seems—in contrast to the costume of the subject—not 
in folk, a cheery despiser of money, withe} es that are extt a- wholly to have come off; and the only result is one of 
ordinarily (if unconsciously) appealing, questioning, restrain-, futile impropriety wholly out of keeping with a delightful 
ing,compelling. Cally TIeth, the beautiful d lughtrr of a lesser \ oluine. 

business magnate—someone called the Hetht “ improbable” | - - --- - = 

people—^is intent on a successful mari'iage, with all the Oleanings firom History, 

insincerity and beartlessnoss that go to make for victory in j From an examination paper:_ 

that ruthlras quest. F. V. s path crosses hers, menacingl} “Domesday Book was published by Eduard III. After it was 
as she thinks at first (for F. F. has attacked the conditions published about four times it was called the Common Prayer Book." 
of labour at the Heth cheroot woiks), and he sows in her the “ 1666 thero wai. a voty great Are in London, which was cau^ 

seeds of a divine discontent which boar fruit in a changed Suffragost.” ______________ 

I “: was » case of mental deficiency which was hopeless un 
atlantio o»r Wilhtighhy Patieme, is put back amazed into to years of age, and now the man oocnpies a post in the Oitu 
the troubled pool. I don’t know if T quite believed in, Servioe,’ said Mr. Watt, M P., yesterday at the Btieot Oominittee 
F. F.'a eyes — after all, the reader doesn’t see them— but ®** the Mental Deficiency (Scotland) Bill.” — The Daily Mail. 

I can answer for his charm and courage and the inspiriting i What was there, wo wonder, about this pa^cular case 
quidity of nis fine philosophy of life. “ There are usefm which called for notice? 


clialleimed my idea oi, 
, The Freak, I should 
' have given undiluted 
piaiso to his illustrations.' 

With that jolly nssur- 
. ance which the modem 
puhlibhor affects, Messis. 
Con bY able have an¬ 
nounced in divers places ' 
that F. F.’s Eyes, by) 
Henry Sydnob Harri¬ 
son, is an advance upon 
his quite admirable 
Queed. Well, 1 wonder' 
It is widely different, 
anyway, oddly different. 
Not BO arresting or so 
touched with that bizanc 
delightful humour. More 
possible, surely, and more 
real, and certainly exhi¬ 
biting tho same patient 
skill in developing 


But when we speak of poorjpeople and rich people we only M. Chalupin, the Bussiaor idngw who has been having 
make divi8ion| where our Maker never saw any, and raise such a success at Drury Lane, has Md an interviewer th^ 
barrienxin the common which must some day come down.” his father was a peasant. This eEj^ins his talent. Be 
Of course this can be ehaUenged, but it is a piece of thinking, oomea of monjikal stock. | 
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A Gorman gentleman wlio was trails- in the first degrao" and “Muiilor in 
CHARIVARIA. lating an English novel into his nalivo the second degree.” I 

It is difficult to ascertain the exact language was puzzled for n time as to 
truth in regal'd*to the alle^d outrages how to I'endor "billycock hat.” Ho At Ehbw Vale a thousand colliers 
in the Balkans, but it is certainly decided ultimately in favour of “ IViU wont on strike owing to a dispute with 
requisite that the Infidel Turk should holni-Uahnonhut.” the management over leave to attend a 

commit more atrocities than the funeral. It does seem too bail to inter- ' 

Christian Crusader if the face of the «‘NOVKr,Ty oi’ TUli WKKK. fere with the simple ploasuras of those 
latter is to bo saved. tub hhji-abol't nuFKKr.” jioor minors. ... 

Daily Mail. 

The Light Side of the Stiffrngist Move- But a well-known toper informs us " Wliy is it that there are so many 
ment. “Hannah Booth was arrested that this is no novelty. Ifo has fro-’bald men and so few bald women?” 


last'night for smashing two windows at quontly soon buffets in motion. 
38, Smith Square, Wcstniiiistor, in the 

belief thaff it was the residence of Mr. “ Alcohol will bo the fuel 
McKknna, who lives next door." future, and tlio sooner wo « 


quontly soon buffets in motion. asked Dr. Barkkdt at the British 

Medical Conference. Tho answer, wo 
“ Alcohol will bo the fuel of tho suppose, is because women (.onsidor 
future, and tlio sooner wo start to baldness does not suit thorn. 


utilise it tho bettor,” says Professor | 
It is said that as a result of tiie! Lbwes. In order to avoid disappoint -1 


recent stampede at. 
Aldershot of the horses 
ef tho Queen’s Bays, the 
War Office is pointing' 
out to the Territorial! 
Cavalry how dangerous { 
it is to have mounts. 


Wk 


’ill! ill 

m 




orit iiubskijKss ridkiis. 

fienjeant. ‘'WirAT Tirs —-I Why tiik — aukn 
YO l'U nilllNU BtJSINHSS'/’’ 

Territorial Trooper. “ Pckask, Siu, ’lloi.i'lius ain't 
SUCAUnOS's HOHSK YKT!" 


A catch of herrings valueil at £.30 was 
- - doslroyeil last week at 

Ardglass, Co. Down, 

I - ' because tho inhabitants 
I I tl'ought tliey had lioon 
I caught on Sunday. It 
' ' is not goncrally known 

jhow much tho fish 
nnHr i enjoy their Sundays off. 

I It is said that, to show 

I geafifi'il® foe B'O 

\ iBahbath respite, in- 
\ ; creasing numnei's got 
' caught on Mondays. 

^ hoopoei a bird with 
K .a crown of feathers, 
pCTo J^i : rarely seen in Great 
Britain, ilew in at tlio 
9^'. - open window of tho 
w j Manor House, Heston, 

; Middlesex, one day last 
.n ! week, and was captured 
' by Mr. P. 11. Buownk, 

I who set it freo after 

ATTKNiiiNii 'ro \yQ m.g 

! afraid that Mr. Bkownk 

KINISIIKII WITH Ol'll . „ __ • 

II s not a genuine 

-. sportsman or ho would 


AUKS T YOU ATTKNIlINll 


Aldwycli, and rei)i'c-| 'rarely seen in Great 

made by the Society for ■ - open window of tho 

the Provonlioii of — j Manor House, Heston, 

the ari-aiigements. | by Mr. P. 11. Buownk, 

I ** irOBSl'JjI'.SS RllJKRS. I (jfttr 

Colonel ■■■CuOMVTOK,' f!f>veant. - What thk -I tViiY tiik - auks’t you attkni.ino 'm Wo arc 

Enciiioer to tho lioad ,,, r. f. .... . ! afraid that Mr. Buownk 

, ., ,1,1 Territorial Trooper. “ Pckask, Siu, Hoi.iMlus Ais t kimiiiko with ocii . 

Board, 001181(101-3 that souAunos’s hoiisk ykt: " 1 “O'- “■ genuine 

pedestrians need speed- -- - - _ —.. - sportsman or ho would 

ing up, and there is a good doll in what I nioiit in drinking cii-cles, wo think ' surely have shot his visitor, 

ho says, especially as to the average!it well to point out that tho Professor 

Englishman thinking that ho has a I was icforririg to motors and not to According to The. Hrjire-is, many 
right to do exactly what ho likes on tho I human machines. English ladies arc taking to a now 

road. We have actually soon workmen • Parisian method of koiqiing tho ligum 

on more tlian one occasion coolly dig; To a weekly causerie. which he is slim and tho limbs siipiilo. A nows- 

tliomsolvos a hole in a busy thoroughfare contributing to a contemporary Mr. paper is torn iiji and tho pieces are 

and then pic-iiio thoi-o. Aunolu Whitk gives tho title, " Look- scattered on tho grass, and tho devotee, 

ing Round.” It is astonishing that clad in a Japanese kimono, crawls 
The Daily Mail, tho other day, this title should never have been used along and picks them up one by one. 
published a photograph of Borgoant by Mr. G. K. Chksteuton, for very few If there wore anything in the theory 
Ommundsen’u eyes. This is a new people look as round as he. one would oxiioct to find our profes- 

departure, and soon, no doubt, we shall sional sti-oot scavengers an exceptionally 

have pictures of the tongue of a groat It is good to know tiiat tho wearing slim and supple race. But then, of 
speaker, the ears of a distinguished of tho slit skirt will never become uni- course, they don’t wear kimonos; not, 
musical critic, and tho nose of a prom- vorsal. A lady who Inul a wooden log at any rate, in tho open, 
inont sanitary inspector. was heard to say the oilier day that 

*** nothing would induce her to assume Another paper informs us that man^ 

In tho opinion of Sir J.\meb Linton, this disgusting garb. fashionable women are now suspending 

the well-known painter, the liowlor hat their beltloss skirts by moans of braces, 

is artistic. It now remains for tho “ Prisons,” says Prince Kropotkin, Frankly, wo grow nervous. This looks 
Cubists to point out that tho high hat " are tho universities of ci-imo.” Hence, remarkably like tho first ^step towards 
is high art. we suppose, the expressions, " Murder appropriating our trousers. 


Another paper informs us that man^ 
fashionable women are now suspending 
their beltloss skirts by moans of braces. 


VOC,. CXLV. 
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THE HOMBURQ CURE. 

As ono that lias hi}*h work to do— - 
To win a rowing pot or two. 

To box till all is block and blue, 

Or run a league against tbo ticker - 
Will wean his llcsh, hy force of iiiiiid, 

From pleasures of a carnal kind 
Likely to spoil his second wind, 

As pastry, jam an<l liquor; — 

Or as a man about to sail 
Heyond the inissioiiary’s palo. 

Where insalubrious airs pi-ovail 
That turn the health and temper rocl.y. 
Will take somo prophylactic pains 
To cope with tropic heats and rains 
By introducing in his veins 
A sli-eain of streptococci; - 

Not otherwise, my .Tames, you go 
Whore Jlomburg’s healing waters How, 

And doctors keep your diet low 
With .regimens of awful rigour; 

Bravely resigned to kiss the scourge 
Laid on your gro.vscr self, and puigo 
Your inwaid parts, and so emerge 
A maslorpiocc of vigour. 

Deadly tlic strain that you ’ll endure 
<Jf what is loosely termed a “euro”— 

That process which renews the pure 
And perfect tyjw of lissome hcauty'; 

Yet what a jiurposol- to repair 
The tummy’s annual wear and tear 
And lit youi-sclf onco moro to dare 
The coining season’s duty. 

A noblo sacrilice, I say. 

And must, for ono, admire the way 
We Knglish spend our holiday 
Practising docsls of self-denial; 

1 recognise the patriot’s part 
And cry from out an envious heart, 

“ Fair, winds attend' you as you start 
To face this searching trial I ” 

And, when- in Town you lake your meed, 

1 ’ll mark the vie de Ivxc you lca<l. 
Performing miracles of greed 

With, scarce a single pause for panting. 
And think of how your sti'uugth was won 
Where Ilomhurg’s loathed waters run. 

And say, “Siuch feats are never done 
Except by prayer and banting.” 0. S. 


PERILS OF THE DEEP. 

1 BAVK made my will and arranged that .\unt Mary shall 
become guardian of my white inonso “ Kobert ” in the event 
of my not returning, fur I am embai'king on a haxanlous 
voyage. There are so many dangers which may prevent 
my return. I have worked it out and find that my chance 
id almut f'dfiS in a thousand of over seeing homo and 
friends again. 

The Company has very kindly sent mo a list of the chances 
to bo faced; and I am d^rmined to faro boldly forth to meet 
them all. TRo Company does not hold itself respousihlo for 


loss of, or injury to, passengera from any of the following 
causes (1 quote from the conditions under which 1 sail^:— 

“ The Act of God, the King's enemies, pirates, restraint of 
Princes . . . barratry, collision . . . damitigo by vermin 
. . . perils of the seas and rivers . . . defective stowage 
. . . smell, insufficient ventilation . . . neglect of the 
Company’s officers, deluge and deviation.” 

These arc but a part of the many nicely-varied ways in 
which 1 may end my short, but so far pleasant, life. 

You, out of the kindness of your heart, will say, “Bold 
lulvcnturcr. This is tho stuff of which heroes are made. Is 
it an air-ship venture, or docs ho voyage to Pernambuco 
or Singapore?” ' 

Nay, friend, my ticket is taken to Dublin by ono of tho 
lessor known routes. Where I shall arrive i# evidently 
quite another (jucstion (see “ Deviation ”). Very possibly 
our gallant skipper, glancing at my ticket, will say, “ No, 
no, my lad, not Dublin. This voyage my health requires 
a week-end in .Japan.” Or tho steward will have a brother 
pro8jK!cting in Peru, and wo shall simply deviate to see how 
the world goes with him. 

At any rati*, you will agree that it is at best a h.azai-dous 
advenime, though, judging hy tho first danger on tho list, 
1 gather that my captain is a man of religion. 

“Dil utes,” of course, in these days ono is always prepared 
foi\ But “rriuces"'? I always have said that a Princo 
is a nasty risky sort of thing to niCLt at any time. 
“Barrulnj” I pass hecause I don’t know what it means; 
but how well it woulil round on a toinhstouo! 

Glancing on a little, wo come to tho dread words, 
“duiHiuje by renniii.” Corkroachos, it seems, may ho 
encouutcreil. Very po.ssibly passengers are carried simply 
to feed the brutes, and thus leave the captain and crow free 
to discharge their duties unmolested. , 

“ Damjers of seas and rivcr.H ” ? I wonder it last voyage 
tho captain took her up to Ilonlcy and was run down by 
a canoe. 

“Defective stoicaye.” It looks as if my sleeping-com¬ 
partment might be congested. 1 may find myself with the 
live-stock (is it towards Ireland or away that pigs mostly 
t’avcl?), or with the frozen mutton which comes from 
New Zealand. The latter association might ho very 
tolerable in sulti-y weather. Tho idea of a little frozen 
leg of mutton lying in a corner of my cabin, clad chastely 
in white muslin, has often appealed to mo. 

“ Neylect of the Company’s officers." Evidently I must 
not count on my evening game of chess with tho Bosun. 
It will be a hard life* indeed if no ono is told off to 
amuse mo. ‘ 

And “Deluge." This is annoying. Surely steamers 
should tow an Ark on every voyage. Though in those 
dogenerato days wo have no navigators to compare with 
tho devoted and adventurous Noah, the sight of a comfort¬ 
able, roomy Ark bobbing on tho waves astern would give 
timid travellers a feeling of great security. ■ 

Altogether, tho prospect is very sinister. Yet I am an 
Englislunan. I come of a race of heroic and fearless tars. 
With this thought to uphold mo I take -my lifo in ray 
hand and fare forth to encounter tho perils of tho Anglo- 
Irish passage. 


A Song of Niaepeiice. 

Sing a song of Ninoponce, such a little sum, 

Yet it means a whole day's outing from tho slum; 

Send it, then (and kind hearts should be gladly dunned) 
To 23, St. Bride Street, Fresh Air Fund.* 

* Since its ostablishmont, twobty-one years Sigo, tho Fresh Air 
Fund has given a day’s holiday to over 8,0(X),0(X> poor children, and a 
fortnight's holiday, where the need was greater, to 81,000. 
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A MiQr'ARRiArp rtP HiiMiniiR bought for joke he was listening to—I always 

A nfllSCARRIAiac Ur nUmUUR. four-and-sixpence and five-and-sixpence believo that it is belter in a zeaUy 

Deah Sir, —As a constant and careful each. This statement will naturally humorous story or joke to eouceal the 
student of your humorous weekly, might mystify him, and cause him to believe point of it till the end. ' When I got to 
I ask your authoritative opinion upon that you are in league with coiners, the point of the half-sovereign being 
a matter whicli is presenting great When you have sufficiently mystified obtainable for four-and-sixpenco and 
difficulties to myself ? him you can explain that the word five - and - sixpence he was frankly 

From my infancy up I have been “ and ” has the same meaning as amazed, for, as he said, the coin was of 
known as a keen humorist, and among, “ plus,” or the matliematical sign -f, such excellent appearance. He lieggcd 
my comrades have tho reputation of and that the half-sovereign was made leave to examine it, and took it to the 
lieing an incoiTigible joker. My Aunt at tho Mint, and can be bought for light to do so. Perhaps I should have 
Matilda, whoso opinion may ho a littio' four-and-sixponce and (or plus) fivo-and- explained tho joke at that stage. As it 
prejudiced, continually urges inn to go | sixpence, i.e., ten shillings, the actual was, I was so delighted at the suebess 
on tho Comic stage, and assurch mo tliat \ value of a half-sovereign. It is quite a of my sally that when ho passed me 
I should uiako niy fortune thurc. For good and, when explained, simple joke, four shillings and sixpencedid not 
myself, 1 prefer to keep my genius for When I heard it 1 laughed heartily; realise tho import of his action. By 
my own privileged circle, and I only begged my friend to repeat it to me, the time 1 did ho had gone, and, as I do 
cite Aunt Matilda’s opinion to show and, after 1 hud rehearsed it several not know him, I am afraid that 1 shall 
you what my reputation is in tlie eyes times, told it to other friends. Perhaps loso five shillings and sixpence, 
of those who know mo best. {it may bo due to the differences in Had I been wise I should have 

I think 1 may say witliout undue tempcrameiit in different people, but 1 refrained from repeating tho joke again 


conceit that 1 have always 
been in tho vanguard of tlio 
funny ones, f have un ex¬ 
cellent book of Conundruriis, 
to which 1 know all thej 
answers without referriiuj to \ 
the book. 1 was among tho 
firct to ask such riddles as 
“Why was Charing Cross? 
Because tho Strand ran into 
it,” and have quite u good 
collection of such tricks us 
“The Heel Hot Coal,” “The, 
Matches one Can’t Idglit,” j 
“Tlie Pouched Bgg on the; 
Floor,” and othora of Dint 
typo. (In passing, 1 should i 
like to ttsk you where the| 
“ Funny Dog Bite,” rccontly j 
advertised in your excellent , 


V 






AiMOBTAULK SItUBII ATTACllMKMT TOR MOTOU UVCJ.1STB. 
YOU JUKT AH (jVICK AH YOU OKT MCUMISU. 


-that day. But my failures had 

galled me, and so 1 tried it 
on a thinl person. He was a 
- tall stoutish man who looked 
‘ - good-humoured, though oh- I 
viously not highly-educated, i 
Ho listened te tho story with | 
^ gratifying interest, and asked i 
mo a great many questions, I 
to all of which 1 replied with ! 
humorous candour. Just os j 
1 was about to explain' it, the 
man rose suddenly, grippedi 
mo by the shoulders, and 
asked me to come with him 

■ quietly. 1 explained that I 
did not wish to come with 
him, hut ho was very insistent 

Cmsass strong. You 

" may picture my surprise and 
fear. Hero was I being 


jounial, cun be obtained. I' - -- 'fear. Hero was I being 

have tried many places, but have boon find that it is not always so successful hustled along at tho mercy of a man 
unable to procure this humorous device.) or so easily undei-stood as might ho whom I suspected of being another 
Hitherto 1 have always found my expected. My first mishap witTi it Scotchman. I tried to explain tho 
sallies taken in tho merry spirit in was when telling it at lunch time to joko to him and appeal to his senso 
which they were offered. 1 now, bow- McJ’hcrson, who is a friend of a dork of hpmour. Ho, however, repelled my 
over, discover that there nrc ereefitioiis. in our office. I told it to him throo attempted friendliness, and advised me 
Perhaps it is that tho juke itself is .too times, in order that ho might sco tho to “shut my mouth and come along.” 
subtle, and can only bo told with success point. When I eventually convinced Unaccustomed to such treatment, I was 
to educated poople. 1 myself found it liim that it was merely a joko I was at a loss to understand it till I found 
amusing and entertaining, and laughed dismayed to find that, instead of being myself in Vino Street Police Station, 
heartily when it was told mo by a friend, delighted and amused, ho regarded it It appears that I had to do with a 
Though it is diflicult to tell a joko with disfavour. Indeed he wont so far policeman in plain clothes who hod 
without tho necessary accompaniment as to rebuke me, saying that he was a mistaken mo for a criminal. At first I 
of gesture and facial expression! venture Scotch Presbyterian, and did not hold thought that explanation would bo 
to tell it to you, lielicving that, as a with jesting upon serious subjects, easy, but 1 fear the police are some- 
trained humorist, you will probably Upon consideration, 1 am bound to what deficient in humour. Each time 
appreciate its finesse. admit that there is something in what I attempt to explain that it is a joko I 

it is necessary to commence by he says, and am sorry that I unwittingly am met with the same rebuff that they 
showing to your listener an oi’dinary shocked his religious prejudices. “ have heard that sort of joko before,” 

half-sovereign, and asking him if ho sees After McPherson had left, another and am recommended to tell it to the 
anything wrong with it, in such manner gentleman sitting at the same table Magistrate. Therein, it seems, lies my 
as to insinuate that there is. After said he had heard the beginning of my only hope; but it will depend upon tho 
examination, ho will (or should) return story, but not tho end, and begged me Magistrate. If I were to go before 
it to you, stating that he can see nothing to repeat it. Having first ascertained Mr. Plowdbm I should feel safe, for I 
wrong with it. At this point comes that ho was not Scotch, I proceeded to fool certain that he would understand 
tho joke: you toll him in ail seriousness retell the story, and was delighted to or, at any rate, believe it was a joke, 
that you know where it was made, imd find that he did not know that it was a Otherwise I do not know what may 
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THE SEARCH FOR OLYMPIC TALENT. 

A KKRS 'llWS-CONlHICrrOR HAKKS K POIST OV HOT BTOPriHO Hta 'BUS (WHILST ArrHABtHa TO DO 80 ), IS TUB HOPE THAT HH 
UAT DISCOVER A GOOD HALH-UILER. 


happen; all magistratos are not as 
humorous as Mr. Plowokn. 

It is upon this point that I am 
venturing to solicit your proverbial 
kindness. Would you be so good as to 
appear as a witness for mo, and in your 
capacity of Professional Humorist state 
that you recognise the story as a joke. 
I am told that it might iniluenco tlio 
case a great deal. Perhaps it isn't 
really a good joke, or perhaps it requires 
more rehearsal, but i will not ask your 
opinion on that at the present crisis. 
All I ask at the moment is that you 
should bear witness as to the blame* 
lessnoss of my intentions. 

I am, dear Sir, 

Yours very respectfully, J. J. J. 

P.S.—In case I have not made my 
joke quite clear: Half-sovereigns are 
made at a place 1 know of—The Mint. 
They are sold for 4/6 and 6/6 each— 
i.e., 4/6 + 5/6 == 10/- each. 

The joke you will see is really quite 
harmless, and free from all taint of 
immorality or illegality. I mention 
this lest you should fear that you are 
being dragged into a shady case. 

cs==s===a 

Babies at Wimbledon. 

“ Bopor Barrett waa superb. Ho orouched 
down at the net and snapped at OV017 ball 
that dame near 


GOOZLEY AND CO.’S NEW SONGS 

May bo sung in Public without Foe or liiconce. 
Anyone singing them clsowhoro will bo pio- 
ccodod against with tho utmost rigour. 

Ollloy Iloddcr's Now Song 
Where Earthquakes Bid Me Smile 
(words by Margery Butterfield) will be 
HUNO by Mr. Hamisii Titrle at Shide, 
I. of W., and by Miss Hosanna Plimmer 
at Moroton-in-tho-Marsh To-day.— 
GooeiiEY and Co. 

• Adulaido Egham’s Now Song 
The Stoker’s Serenade (words by 
Toschomann) will be buno by Mr. 
Nigel Coke at Bukcorn and by Mr. 
Odo Stopper at Cinderford To-day.— 
Gooeley and Co. 


Plrio Howlott'e Now Song 
When Midoeb Bite (words by Nellio 
Pope) will be sung by Mr. Goody Glott 
at Bhixton-soper-Marb, by Mr. Oliver 
Bath at Brightlingsea and by Mr. 
Nicodemns Pottle at Walberswick 
This Day.—Goozlet and Co. 


Tarley Bindell’s New Groat Song 
Mt Ladye hath a Toothsome Smile 
(words by Sarah Stumper) will be 
SUNG by Madame Vesta Tandstickob 
at Barninqham Parva This Day.— 
Goozlby and Go. 


Bortram Blilhorloy's Now Song 
Let Me Bleat Again (words by 
Tiffany Bnntor) will bo sung by Mr. 
Erasmus Dory at Chowbent, by Mr. 
Alcuin Tibbitts at Bacup and by Mr. 
llosea Ilogg at Baconstborpo To¬ 
morrow.—Goozi.ey and Co. 

Bomard HuxIo.v'h Now Golfing Song 
Bury Me in a Bunker, Boys I (dedi¬ 
cated to the Grand Duke Michael) will 
bo sung by Mr. John Duff at Machbi- 
hanibh, and by Mr. Hector McSclaffie at 
I jossiemoutb To-day—Goozi.ry and Go. 


Buiy mo in a Bunker, boys. 

When I 'vo foozled my last tee shot; 

I ’vo never boon a funkor, boys. 

Though my game was far from hot; 

So let no banjo-plunkcr, boys. 
Commiserate iny lot. 

I’ve often bad to pick np, boys. 

My ball when 1 ’vo played fifteen; 

And my caddie once gave a hiccup, boys. 
As I putted my tenth on the green; 

And I once had an awful kick-up, Ixiys, 
When I drove through a bathing- 
machine. 

So bury mo, not in tho sea, boys, 

But deep in tho yellow sdnd, * 

Somo sixty yards from the tee, boys— 
That’s the carry I could command; 

And bury my niblick with me, boys. 
The noblest club in th% land. 
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NOBLESSE OBLIGE t 

Honesty is all very well os a policy 
but it is Bomciimes very bod manners, 
•li I hod only known how unspeakably 
straightforward and outspoken George 
Nesbitt was in the matter of victuals 
and drink I might never have taken 
him and his wife on after the theatre 
to supper at the only supping place in 
Tjondoir, and 1 certainly shouldn’t have 
handed Iiiin the wine list and her the 
menu. I should have myself ordered 
tlie tahle d’hdte supper and a Iwttlo of 
the best wnd given them no chance. 
As it was, 1 left the choice to them, 
with the implication that expense 
was no object; and they took mo at 
my word always a dangerous thing 
to do. 

. Imagine my discomfituie, surrounded 
as I was by the pink of Society, to see 
George Ixiginning at the wrong end of 
the wine list! 

“ Your appointed task is to select a 
wine,” said I, “and not to collect 
curious information concerning mineral 
, waters and cigarettes.” 

“Why wine,” asked George, “and 
wliy not lieer?” 

“ H’sh,” I interrupted him apprehen¬ 
sively. “ They miglit hoar you.” 

“ And what if they do” said George. 

. Nay more, what if they see me ? ” 

1 asked, with horror, if ho was awaro 
what ho was saying. Ho spoke, he 
assured me, and was about to act, with 
tho utmost deliberation. Ho had no 
intention of belying his feelings or 
denying his taste in order to impress 
people who were really lielying tlicir 
feelings and denying their tastes in 
order to impress him. “I don’t be¬ 
lieve,” said ho, “ either in their air of 
wickedness in general or their lust for 
champagne in particular. That fat 
jovial old gentleman over thei-o, what 
IS he but a keen man of business who 
has got rich by the most glaring in¬ 
dustry, and would have got richer still 
if he hod not been unable to bo un¬ 
scrupulous. Do you think ho deceives 
mo by smiling subtly as ho drinks his 
champagne? Does ho do it because it is 
his idea of pleasure ? or in order to create 
an atmosphere and conceal his sterling 
qualities under a show of ultra-smart¬ 
ness ? And his daughter there, what has 
she to do with the magnum ? Do you 
think she really prefoi-s these goings-on 
to a glass of hot milk and an early 
bed? Even tho lubricated youth by 
her side, are his motives honest? 1 
shouldn't be surprised to learn that, 
when there are no appearances to keep 
up and ho is absolutely sure that there 
is no one looking, ho quenches his 
thirst with shandy-gaff. As for us, are 
wo not hero to enjoy ourselves?" 








“What has that to do with it?” I 
said. “ If you drink shandy-gall hero, 
I shall go.” 

George resumed tho wine list. “ Ex¬ 
pense is at least no object with you ? ” 

“ Nor,” said I proudly, “ with any¬ 
one else in the room.” 

“ With the others,” he waved u dog¬ 
matic hand to include tho whole room, 
“ expense is tho solo object, but you i 
take to admit that tliere are other 
things to drink besides mcro bubble, 
and that the best of all liipiids conies 
out of a barrel. Waiter, wo will drink 
Pilsenor, and so would everybwly else 
if only it was extremely expensive.” 

To maintain my dignity before tho 
waiter, “There is no s&h champagno,” 
said I, ^ 


George was not to bo stopped. “I 
want iiKKii. If it wasn't so late at 
night [ slioulil want stout. Jhing me 
i.eer in a jug, and if anyone at a neigh¬ 
bouring liihle di'inantls an explanation 
you wil! have to blurt out tho truth 
that it is for a gentlcm.an—one, that 
is, wlio will only drink what ho likes 
drinking. 

■ Kidneys on toast and beer! I turned 
from him in disgust to Mrs. George, 
who was ongrosseii in tho inonii, hiding, 
I thought, her shame at her husband’s 
brutal conduct. i3ut women, though 
they sot about things mure delicately, 
are just as bad as their men when you 
got at the truth of them. She blushed 
to say she was not hungry, though it 
was getting on fur three liours since 
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sho had dinc<1. Sho was actually afraid, 
more shame to her, that sho could 
touch nono of the substantial things. 
Sho would wait till wo got to a lator 
stago and then, if sho might . . . might 
sho ? . . . Well, wo had boon rathor a 
long timo discussing tho drink quostioii 
and it had given iicr space to study tho 
menu thoroughly; and right at the 
vory end, in small print, slio hod dis¬ 
covered . . . did I mind? . . . semo¬ 
lina pudding, and somolina pudding 
and cream she couldn’t resist. Ilut 
nothing to drink, pleaso. No, abso¬ 
lutely nothing. 

What was left for rao but to settle 
dow'n to boor along with fJeorgo? And 
tho most depressing thing alMut the 
whole affair was tho inner feeling that 
for onco I was honestly enjoying a 
midnight meal at . . . Jlul it would 
never do to give the namo. 

*‘Uusoa.st>ned bits arc gcnorally found to 
work nnsiitisfonturily, and at tiinos split np 
into two creating a sort of disliking toward 
its luanufiicturoc." 

AtM. in “ Poona Mail." 
This is not putting it too strongly. 

*Tii English erickot yosterday Kent beat 
Maycup, Quean Ena and Iron Duko.” 

Olasgmo UeraXd. 

Kent’s chanco for the championship 
seems particulllrly rosy. 


LINES TO A PORPOISE. 

SkHS r,ATEIiY AT THE BbIGIITON 
Aquarium. 

0 1 ‘OBFOiHii!, gamesome beast and 
wild. 

You that were Liberty’s true child 
(Or so it soomed), 

’TiS’With mixed feelings that I gazo 
On ono well known in otiicr days, • 
And mucli osteeined. 

I'or, truly, of all ocean siglds 
You aro the ono that most delights 
The sad, bored eyo 
Of him whoso watch, horizon-bound, 
Seos but the groat doep stretching 
round. 

And no land nigh. 

’Tis sweet to mark you sport and 
frisk. 

Taking tho maddest kind of risk 
From the sharp prow, 

Yot, somehow, never cut in two; 

How you escaped I never knew, 

And don’t know’ now. 

And then to see yon sprint, and skip 
Light-hearted past the quivering ship 
In idle cheer. 

Or to engulf some hapless meal, 

1 1 know not, but the swiftest keel 
Was nowhere near. 


Yes, porpoise, yon ’ro an agile thing; 
Tho young bird in his pride of wing. 
The cub, tho pup, 

Tho kitten, too, delight to sport; 

But, as a rule, they cut it sliort 
As they grow up. 

But j’ou—nor years nor weight can dim 
Tho hro of that hilarious vim 
With which you shave 
Tho stoely prow, and leap, and dive, 
And generally look alivo. 

But never grave. 

Ono would have bet, a thing so free 
Would find his life one sparing spree, 
A constant game; 

Even tho dour and ravening shark 
Would merely lend an added lark. 

To dodge tho same. 

But nono, alas, may dodge the nets 
Of Fortune when she really gets 
Up to her tricks; 

A moment’s error, seen too late. 

And these grim words announce your 
fate— 

“Tank No. 6." Dum-Dum. 


“ Tom M'Inomoy was a prominent figure, 
but it was rather his style and oamestness 
than tho number of his rune that signalled 
him out.”— J’orcupine. 

This always used to be tho umj^’s 
business. 



























Auqubt 6.1913.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


133 









Iktr. Sons Bedmoko. 


House of CoinnwHS, Moiidtii/, July 28. 
—Winsome Winston’s statement with 
rospcct to purchase of oil for Naval 
purposes spoiled promising littio game 
m which, as mentioned at tho time, 
Archek-Shkk led olT. Tho Marconi 
affair played out, it was desiralde, if nut 
absolutely necessary, to lireak out in 
fresh place. Oil contracts made (or 
not made) by the Admiralty seemed 
propitious. AKciiEit-SiiEE read some¬ 
where that the Admiralty had made a 
contract with tho Mexican Oil Com- 

K for a trifle of a million tons of oil. 

Loid Murray ok Nlihank w'as 
closely connected with tliis commercial 
undertaking, lie was tho man who as 
Chief Whip invested certain funds in 
American Marconis. 

You see? What more natural than 
to suspect that ho had used his influ¬ 
ence with old Ministerial colleague to 
load the Admiralty with this stuff to 
be paid for by tho taxpayer ? 

Archek-Siiee having set this million- 
ton ball a-rolling, a series of questions 








ttr. Winston CHcncuiLU. 

THE DAY OKP, AUGUST 4rir. 

about Admiralty dealings in oil Iiegan 
to appear on Paper. Winston, follow¬ 
ing example that shall be nameless, 
lay low and saiil nuflin’. Bided his 
time till House got into Committee 
on Naval Mstimatos. Then he lot fly. 
Tho faille about purchase of a million 
tons of oil resolved itself into micro¬ 
scopic fact that order for a hundred 
tons had been placed with Mexican 
Company with husinoss-like view to 
tost its quality and value fur Naval pur¬ 
poses. That point cleared up, Winston 
emphaticaliy insisted that if there were 
other aspei'sions or insimiations iiuw 
was tlio time to set them foHh. 

Thus boldlyconfrontotl.ARunKR-HiiKii 
and his friends dropped suliject like hot! 
potato. To-day Doctor Fniii. picks it 
up. Wants to know if Admiralty con¬ 
tracts for supply of oil will bo nuwle 
only with conqiaiiics established or 
registered in tho United Kingdom? 
Winston declines to pledge Admiralty 
to such temptation. Dootoh Felij not 
to bo set aside in that fashion. 


Mr. Abqcitii. 


“ In the event of war would not ' 
grave diflicultics arise,” ho asked, “ if I 
wo had contracts running with firms 1 
or companies in foreign countries? ” 

“ Strange ns it may seem,” replied 
tho First Jxnd with grave courtesy 
that perplexed tho gocsl l.)oclor, " that 
aspect of tho case is home in mind by 
tho Admiralty.” 

1 louse laughed. Doctor b’Erii, began 
to wish ho had left other people’s hot 
potato where it was droppc<l. 

Husiwss dour. - Report stage of 
Mental IKIicioiicy Rill wrangled round. 

Hou'^r. of l.ords, Tuesday. ■ Engaged 
in Committee on Scottish Temporaneo 
Mill. ,So recently as a fortniglit ago 
nuasuro r<‘gardc<l as foi’wloomwl to fate 
of Home Rule J3ill and Welsh Church 
Bill. Tho Lords would have none of 
it as it camo on from tho Commons. 
Last Session peremptorily threw* it 
out. Itcpnlition of experience seemed 
indvitahle. Sitting to-<lay presented 
transformation scene. Tho spirit (non¬ 
alcoholic) of tho meastiro pormeato.l 
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proceedings. Toinperanco was the order 
of the da^’. 

Committee witnessed an affecting 
scene between Beauchamp represout- 
ing Government and Sat.ihuuby leading 
Opposition. Thero was about it some¬ 
thing reminiscent of a once poptilar, 
still vaguely fsimous, melodrama result¬ 
ing in discovery of long-lost brother. 
As convereation proceeded one ahnost 
expected to see Beauchamp bare his 
rigid arm, disclosing the mulberry mark 
which identified tlio strayed, loyally- 
mourned kinsman. Stojjping short of 
tliat, Minister in charge of Billi)uhlicly 
thanked noble lords opimsito, especially 
the marquis, for their friendly attitude. 

yAi.iHiu'nY, hnishing away a furtive 
tear, acknowledged generosity of re¬ 
marks thus made, but modestly depre¬ 
cated excessive share of commendation 
bestowed upon his unworthy self. The 
Pbimatk interposing at this juncture, 
the poem thought ho was about to 
pronounce a iMnuKliction. Instinctively 
felt for their hats in which to bury 
thei r faces. 1 lo however morcly wanted 
to say “how entindy ho shared the 
satisfaction that arrangement had been 
aiTiA’od at, oven if it wore not com¬ 
pletely’ satisfactory lo the advanced 
Avings of those who represented two 
sections of opinion.” 

llero wore Some Emotions. The 
Moral not lacking. For the little more 
than an hour in which business was in 
hand the Tx>rds presented object-lesson 
of the motliod and manner in which 
social legislation might bo effected if 
Party politics were discarded and per¬ 
sonal prejudice hold in restraint. 

Jtusiness done .—Scottish Temporunco 
Bill passed through Committee without 
division. Boported with amendments 
involving concessions from both sides. 

ILiuse of Commons, Wednesday .— 
Ycslenlay morning adjourned at a 
quarter to four o’clock. Sat up all 
night with Mental Deliciency Bill. 
Another late sitting last night. Progress 
blocked by little band of malcontents 
on Ministerial side. Dulncss of debate 
illumined by solitary flash. Now clause 
moved abolishing death sentences in 
cases of mental deficiency in criminals. 

“ I would sooner," said Wedowooi) 
in reflective mood, “suffer the death 
sentence than perpetual imprisomnont 
under this Bill." 

Scanty audience pricked up its oars. 
Obvious that whichever alternative W’oro 
selected its adoption would necessarily 
lead to a vacancy in the reprosentation 
of Newcastle-under-Lyme and the with- 
d.^wal at Question time, and through 
subsequent stages of a sitting, of a 
persistent personality. 

No one rose from either side to 
suggest proforence as to method of 


proceduro. Tacitly agreed to leave the 
matter entirely in Mr. WEnawooD’e 
hands. 

Business done. — Colonel SeeIiY 
heckled about his aeroplanes. On vote 
for War Oflico salaries and expenses 
Ministerial majority’ drops to 33. 

Friday .—During debate on Welsh 
Church Bill last Session, Lonn Bob 
and Cousin Iluoir, fighting for preser¬ 
vation of the Establislimcnt, its fabrics 
and endowments, were habitually ham¬ 
pered by inconvenient citation from 
historical works showing that in tlie 
spacious times of Ei.izabeth and earlier 
the Cecit. family’ ran Lutyn Geoboe 
pretty close in matter of hen-roosting 
m connection with Church property. 
In present House this inconvenionco 
of remoto anccstiy is not Avidcly felt. 



Mr. Kei.t. picks up the hot potato. 


Interesting conA’orsation in smoking- 
room to-day’ on subject of Members’ 
claims to pi'e-oniinenco in respost of 
family antiquity. 

Bahk insists that the Menihor Avho 
lioasts the longest descent sits for East 
Edinburgh. Careful study of the ques¬ 
tion has coiiA’inccd him that Mr. HoaoE 
is tlie lineal descendant of Oa, King of 
Bashan, avIio Avont out against the 
ancient Israelites journeying forth from 
the Wilderness. 

Earlier in conA’crsation Atheruey- 
.Toneh droAV attention to probability that 
Athebley is a modern variation on 
Atiieestane, King of the West Baxons 
and Mercia in the tenth century, later 
crowned soA’croign of all the English. 
That ho regarded as indisputable. But 
Avhen it came to reading Hockie for 
Oo, it AA’os, if ho might say so, going 
absurdly beyond tho extreme length of 
the animal. Besides, as contemporary 
chronicles record, the Israelites smote 
Oo, King of Bashan, his sons and all 
his peo^e, till there was none left 
alive. 


“ That being so, how do yon account 
for IIoooE?" asked Ayhebuey with 
that inflexible logic that marks alike 
his Farliamentary and his forensic 
addresses. - - 

“I can’t alAvays account for him," 
said Sark, “especially when ho goes 
for tho harmless Secbbtaby op Soot- 
iiANi). All tho same 1 am convinced 
of his royal dcscont.” 


TO MR. SIKES. 

< 

[Al tho recent congreas ot tlio Bcitiiih 
Modieal AMsociatinn the theory- yas put for¬ 
ward that crimo is a good thing, boing to tho 
country wliat pain is to thu individual and 
leaching valuable lessons.] 

O Sikes, I am sorry. Uad I only 
thnuglit. 

Or over I gave you in charge. 

Of tho good ttiat arose from the deeds 
that you Avrought, 

You’d still bo serenely at large. 
'TAA-as finding you proAA’ling about in 
my room 

(I hurt you, I fear, when avo clinched 
And yonr head hit tlie AA-aslistand) that 
made me assume ; 

You richly deserved to bo pinched. 

I opened tho Avindow' and shouted right 
AA’oll, 

While prono on the cai-pot you lay; 

A constable came (at my thirty-first yoll) 

And stolidly led you away; ' 

Tho judge heard my story, accounted 
it true. 

And cut off tho freedom you prized; 
llo apparently failed to romembor that 
you 

Were really a blessing disguised. 

Why didn’t your counsel put forward 
the pica— 

Alas 1 lie was painfully young— 

Tliat crimo is a tiling it is pleasant to 
see, 

IlViJioso praises deservo to he sung? 
Had I but reficcted tho night that wo 
met 

On Avhat is noAV patent and clear. 

My AA'olcoming palm in your OAvn I’d 
liavo set 

And pressed you to supper (with beer). 


“ After boing coached in swinging ho wont 
out on a private ground ono day with seA’onl 
caddios and sovoral boxes of balls, and drove 
oft flvo hundred oonsocutivo balls before he 
left his toeing ground. This Avas three years 
ago: to-day ho is a sound scorer about 90 ." 

Observer, 

All the same, 87 is too late an age at 
Avhich to take up the game. 


“At the height of her fame Theresa 
achieved perhaps mote than any mnsio-hall 
singer has, even in these days of te htiumrp 
m m m m mm .”—Melbourne Heraid, 

These ragtime days, in short. 
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FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 


"Mb. and Mii8 . ITrnby Hawkins abb now back in town and intend-to fubnisu tiieib nkw bohk in tub Hacknby Uoao 

WITH OBJSTS U'AHT AcyolIlBD DUBINO TIIBIU IIONByitOON.” 


A LIGHT OFFENCE. 

We had just crossed a local Alp, 
when Pilcott dismounted suddenly in 
the lonely, pino-hordci'od road; and 1 
experienced a twin^io of that unrea¬ 
sonable sense of injury witli which 
tho punctured soiiiotiiucs iiispiie Die 
resilient. 

But it wasn’t that at all. 

“ 1 've had a feeling all day tliat there 
was something 1 ’d forgotten,” lie said 
blankly. “ I forgot to dll the lamps! ” 
and he explained how he had emptied 
them overnight, to clean them, and had 
intended to refill them in the morning; 
but — well, I suppose a Perpetual 
Curate—that is Pilcott's m&Uer —has 
lots of things to think about. 

Ilis contrition was very promr. It 
was, he owned, entirely his affair. Ho 
hod mounted me in the dewy morning— 
since I was his guest and must be kept 
amused—on the bicycle that commonly 
goes district-visiting with his sister, 
and, on his now and spirited adl-black, 
hod given mo a lead all day across a 
stiff country. 

“Now, what had wo bettor do?” 
be wont on, in tones of suppressed 
agitation. “ Unless my watch is fast, 
it’s two minutes past Lighting-up 
Time.” 


I pointed out tliat nature liorsolf had 
provided for the contingency by intro¬ 
ducing a largo and practicable moon 
into tho sky that arched our liomeward 
patli. 

“But it’s past liigliting-up 'J’imo,” 
ho mpeatod, with sucli an air of simplo 
goodness as should iiavo left me ahaslicil. 
But it didn’t. 

“Now, shall [ rido hack,” ho con¬ 
tinued with a bravo cheerfulness, " and 
get somo oil ? ” 

I thougiit of tho Alp. 

“ Lcavome,and turn Ultramontane? ” 
I said reproachfully. 

" Or, as wo shan’t pass a houso for 
another six miles, shall wo just walk ? ” 

"Bido,” I corrected him. 

And then, standing in tho palo moon¬ 
light, ho told mo tho story of Ernest 
Gabbago. It was a true but unexciting 
story. Ernest, a young man generally 
of good principles, sang bass in tho 
village choir. But this did not avail 
him-in tho hour of temptation. And 
when ho was ordered to iiay half-a- 
orown and costs for riding without a 
light, Pilcott had had to lend him tho 
money till Saturday, and throw in a 
homily with tho loan. 

“So, you see, I can’t risk being 
caught doing tho same thing,” he said. 
“ 1 ’ve gdMiOtibink of tho exam^.” 


So wo sot our faces sadly to tho 
night. 

Wo had not covoi'cd many leagues, 
however, before 1 rememborod that I 
at least had not gut to sot an oxamplu 
to Pilcott’s parish. 1 ndood, it would bo 
rather prcsiimptuuus on iny part . . . 

i only rode at a gnntio footpace. But 
oven tho district-visiting bicycle’s foot¬ 
pace tried Pilcott. So f got off again; 
and, at Four Ways Mark, Pilcott liarcd 
his head to tho night wind and stood a 
moment in thought. 

“1 Bupposo,” ho said, with a now 
diflidonco, with a noto of apology that 
I found touching—" I suppose cold 
cutlets are all right—if—if Ihoro's a 
salad.” 

“ Quite all right,” T conceded. “ But 
I shouldn’t like—1 moan, if you think 
our delay will hurt tho cook’s feelings 
in any way-” 

I watched him anxiously. Thcro 
was, 1 think, an inward struggid. But 
tho priest conquered the man. We 
went on again, footsore and dismounted. 

“1 hod an aunt onco,” I said pre¬ 
sently, as wo emerged on a heathy 
plain, “a good woman, vvho believed 
that if you felt that what you did was 
right, and harmed nobody, why, then 
thcro was no harm in }vhat you did.” 
1 stole a furtive glance at Pilcott’s 
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faco. ]\Ietiiouf;Iiti it; lookod palo and 
stern in the white inoonsliino. 

“ lint perliaps tliat is rank licrosy,” I 
added hurriedly, nr<;in<> in extenuation 
that she was a Dissenter. 

Oil, on, and the road plun^^ed into an 
oak wood. How it happened 1 never 
know. Suddenly Pilcott was ridin" — 

I was riding, with an uplifting of spirit, 
with a lightness of heivrt that f had nut 
known since half-past eiglit. 1 hroatlied 
an ampler air.’ ' 1 had hecomo a wild 
thing of the Forest hut witi) a Innnan 
appetite for cutlets. 

And then there was a scrunching 
crash as four feet canio to tlie graund 
together. 

We wheehxl our bicycles forward. 

'• Good night, Williams," said Pilcott 
cheerily to the shadow that had re¬ 
solved itself into a policeman. “ A fine, 
warm night." 

“Yes, Sir;"—and still our fate hung 
in the balance. Oh, the slowness of 
rustic speech! - - “ good night. Sir," 
said Williams, the element, the great- 
h carted. 

There was an interval of chastened 
silence. 

“ We got out of it liettor than 
Mriiest Gabbago did," was my tactless 
commont. 

The Penitent said nothing. 

“ But of course," I added with 
sudden inspiration, “ you can put halt- 
a-crown and costs in the plate on 
Sunday." 

Pilcott heaved a sigh of relief. “ I 
certainly mean to," he said fervently. 
(But it was iny idea.) 

“And 1," I said, lifting myself do- 
lilieratoly into the saddle. “ So that‘s 
scttlcil, and now wo can have our 
money’s worth with a clear conscience.” | 

I don’t know whether you can find, 
any fault with my argument; but, if 
Pilcott did, he showed no outwaixl sign 
of sin, hut ate his cutlets like a man 
absolved. 


Rubbing It In. 

“The whole source of the trouble is now 
found to bn in the existeiico of this secret 
society, the mcmlx-rs of whom believe in a 
incdieiiio which they c.all boriforniur, the 
priiiciiKil ingmdient of which is human fat, 
for which is huiiiau fat, fur which is liiimaii 
fut, fur which a liuinan victim is rwiuircd.” 

JSimnifuioiith liaxly Kcho. 
The writer is determined to make our 
flesh ci'cep. 

From a loiter in The Times: — 

“Those who arc ncquaiiitnd with the Ulster 
Soot know that there is little uf the jelly-fish 
abput him. Jlo may bo told tluit his * Coven¬ 
ant’ was rash, that it was unpatriotic—yea, 
even that it is rovolutionar}'—-but he need not 
bo asked to tread it under fixit.'’ 

But that is the last tiring wo sltould 
ask of a jolly-fish. 


INSURANCE IN THE T.OWER 
SCHOOL. ' , 

Of course the whole thing has been 
squashed now. That’s the worst of 
this place. It's simply nousb)iaving 
ideas, and if you do got hold of a good 
thing you may just as well chuck it 
unless you can keep it dark. And all 
the money had to Ire paid hack—what 
was left of it. That was a pretty com¬ 
plicated afTair to arrange to ovoryoho’s 
satisfaction, for, as the Ape said him¬ 
self, unoxpired policies are tricky things 
to value. It was the Ape who thought 
of it, and as he has .always been a 
special pal of mine 1 was a good deal 
mixed up in it from tho start. I should 
explain'that'ho is an extraordinarily 
brainy chap, the Ape. He simply sent 
out a secret circular to say that he had 
stiu'ted an insumneo company, and most 
of the chn])s tumbled to it tremendously. 
He collected nearly five boh tho first 
evening. There was nothing that he 
woiddn’t insure you against (young 
Forman, who was down with tho flu, 
took out a life policy), but his principal 
linos were Insurance 

(1) Against being licked. 

(2) Against your rabbits dying. 

(3) Against making a blob in a match 

botweon forms. 

(4) Against your watch stopping 

before the end of tho term. (In 
this case you had to prove that 
it had been wound up the night 
before in tho presence of two 
witnesses, which was rather a 
nuisance.) 

All that was pretty useful, as those 
are tho four things that chiefly woiry 
a chap at school. And later on he hod 
a ripping scheme on a sort of slicing 
scale for insuring batting averages. 

Tho AjKJ know jolly well what he 
was doing. As I liave said, ho is a 
most oxtraonlinarily brainy chap. Ho 
was an excellent judge of risks, and you 
never know what sort of a premium you 
would have to pay. Billy Turton had 
to pay eightpenco a week to insure 
against bciiig licked (which was paid 
for ut tho rate of Is. a licking, with a 
bonus of 3(1. if ho got more than four); 
hut he took liittle Mary -that’s Field 
Junior—for a halfpenny a term. And 
ns for rabbits he absolutely refused to 
take Billy’s at any price at all. Which 
showed Ids wisdom, because there was 
some sort of infectious disease among 
them that cleared out the lot before 
half-term. Tho Ape did quite well out 
of rabbits. Ho paid young Carey to go 
round and food them all in case their 
owners forgot; and .after Billy’s epi¬ 
demic ho went about with a syringe and 
freely drenched the place with carbolic. 


I myself was simply insured up to the 
hilt. It cost ino a good lot, but I hod 
plenty of money at the beginning of terra, 
and after it was all fixed up I felt rip- 
pingly snug and secure. . I know that 
simply nothing could possibly go wrong 
with mo lor the whole terra, which is a 
topping sort of fooling to have. It 
didn’t raatter a bit if I loft niy now bat 
out all night or had to sing solo in 
chapel or was bottom of tho form and 
gbt'snai'ky letters from homo or broke 
i-ules or anything. • * - ' 

• The trouble ’ is that you nqver really 
know hbuTthings will turn out until 
you try. As tho term went bn some of 
the cha])3 who wore insured against 
being'' licked began to find that they 
wern’t' getting , their money’s worth. 
And then there was a most extra¬ 
ordinary outbreak of crime;’• The au-‘ 
thoritics couldn’t make' it out 'at all. 
Chaps went down town without leave 
in batches of half-a-dox6n ut a time; 
supper parties were held in the dormi¬ 
tories ; people were always climbing on 
roofs, breaking windows, cattying the 
house-master's fowls, missing roll-calls. 
We really had a high old time 'for a 
week or two, till Boardmore Minor 
gave the whole show away. Ho had 
just been licked for bringing a soda- 
water syphon into form and spraying 
Watkins Major over his shoulder, and » 
after ho had had his six ho was hoard to 
remark in a thoughtful kind of way, 

“ Well, that’s nineponce, anyhow.” 
And later on ho confessed, under pres¬ 
sure, that ho simply had to be licked as 
ho had run out of jam for tea and 
couldn’t all'ord a new pot. 

That was how it came out. I 


A White BCan. 

“ 'llio Prime Minister is now as whita ns ho 
will over bu."- -“ Glasgow Herald's" hondon 
Correspondence. 

This is bad news. Wo had always 
pictured the PitKMien’s soul as growing 
whiter and whiter every season. 


Master and Pupil. 

“ I*nn;.y JainoB Milner (24),-polUhor, and 
John Callighau (24), polished, boui of Birming¬ 
ham, wore fonnn guifty at tho Mancho^tor City 
Sessions .’’.—Manchester JCrening Cltronkle, 

“ It is encouraging to find that somo of our 
visitors think inoio of tho city than tho rosi- 
dents, with many of whom no'doubt familiar¬ 
ity broods an unjuiitifiablo contempt.’’ 

OrocoWs Penny Mail. 

A little rough on the residents. 

From a notice in the Hotel Hassler, 
Naples:— 

“ Bing onoa for the chambermaid, twioo for 
the portor, three times for the boot." 

At the third ring, you see, the pro¬ 
prietor is seriously annoyed. 
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I.ady. “Amo voi' sibk you ii.vvkk't comi: to tuk wnosc house? I ouokuku a onimiohsk ’mrs." 

Driver. “Theiie ain’t no mistake, this is a one-'ouse 'bus. Hi.i:ss you, Mam, y'oo’vk osi.y sees it st\si>in' btii.l.” 


MY BKAUTY SPOT. 

I OUGHT not to give the secret away, 
but 1 have some vestiges of conscience, 
and 1 feel I cannot leave the publie in 
entire ignorance. 

Of coui-so you are pestered by men 
wlio will tell you how superbly the 
sun rises over the iienny-in-tho-slot 
machines at Bilhiigsgatc-liy-tlic-Sca; 
who will boast of tlio weather tliey 
never had, and force on you tl;o names 
of tlie hotels whore they were over¬ 
charged. 1 am not one of those. I 
shall recouunend no hotels; I shall 
indicate no railway routes; 1 shall just 
describe precisely what I see lioforo me. 

In front of me lie—perhaps I had 
better say stretch—no, in front of mo 
are —^vast expanses of brilliant blue sea 
and shimmering yellow sand. So vivid 
is the view that one involuntarily 
exclaims, “AhaI the light that never 
was on land or sea I ” it is all that I 
can do whilst writing to refrain from 
stepping forward and taking a header 
into those refreshing blue billows. A 
bright promenade borders the sands 
and on it I see scenes of refined jollity. 
1 see the nut and the flapper, but a 
polished nut pursuing a dginty flapper. 


And on the pier gay pierrots are en¬ 
livening a happy throng. 

I look to my right ami I see bosky 
dingles—faint paths leading amongst 
flowering bushes, whore the hoiioy- 
•suckle twines round the houcymooiicrs; 
green arbours of silence whore nothing 
is heard save the nuimmrings of swcot- 
hcarts and the cooing of niglitingalcs. 

Turn to the left. Thera the great 
clitl rises majestic against the sky-line 
and an awful precipice of hundreds of 
feet ends in huge piles of rocks and a | 
smuggler’s cave. My heart thrills as T 
recognise the famous Maiden's iioap 
and think of its romantic story. 

Behind me is a fair expanse of peace¬ 
ful country crimson with popples, and 
with ai’ippling straam running through 
well-wooded meadows. 

You are looking for the skeleton in 
the cupboard ? 

Lot mo point out that the rainfall is 
nil ; the temperature never rises above 
eighty nor falls below sixty-five; that 
the postal sci-vico is superb; the sani¬ 
tation splendid; the amusements un¬ 
equalled ; and the cost of living is no 
more than in any groat town. 

You insist on knowing the precise 
locality ’/ > • 


But T ilou’t know that I w'ant you 
there. Above all things I hate a crowd. 

Still, if you ’ll promise not to intrude 
whilst 1 am in residence— 

Well, it is my flat, with a seaside 
jioster on each of its walls, and there is 
not a watering-place in Groat Britain 
to touch it._ 

The Climber. 

*■ KorSiilc. • (liiUsKO I’iano iiiailo in Horlin, 
requires tuning, owner polling Rniml.'' 

Adrt. in "I'ioneer." 

Wo are afraid that ho is giving himself 
aira, and so thinks that ho can dis¬ 
pense with a piano. 

‘•With an hour to play Wi.!.,tiiiouiit only 
siicceudiHl in iiotchinR 40, HruUior showing 
good form for a well hit il.” 

Quebec Chnmiele. 

Wo should like to meet Bbkunkr and 
toll him about our masterly 3 last 
Monday. 

The London General Omnibus Com¬ 
pany invites suggestions with the view 
of solving the problem of keeping scats 
on the tops of omnibuses dry during 
wot weather. What’s wrong with the 
old-fashioned plan of siting on them ? 
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HOLIDAY PLANS. 

July 24.—At) last wo have settled whora to spend 
our holidays. Wo ara going to Les Bciitiei-s, a most 
delightful little place in Switzerland. Tlio Mordauuts aro 
there and give a most attractive description of it. They 
have praniiscd to eng.ago rooms for us at tlio llAtol 
llertrund, which they say is much tlio host. After all this 
uncertainty and discussion it is very pleasant to have fixed 
everything. Tlio child«*n are overjoyed. They aiu now 
pnictising the jodel in tho gaiilen. 

July 2!}. —To-day I went to Cook’s and bought tho 
tickets -very o.xpeiisivo. Was quite asliamed of myself for 
asking so many questions about reserved seats in trains, 
and sleeping cars, and leslaiirants, and customs, and 
wliethcr, if you travel second class, they admit you to 
meals on tlio tiain or iiiako you get out at stations and 
cat there, whicli, us \Ne are so many, would certainly make 
all or some of us gel lost. A dreadful fate, to bo lost on 
tho Swiss frontier and to wander backwards and forwards 
under ])erpctnal customs' examinations. After about an 
hour’s talk with tho gentleman behind tho counter, with 
everything or nearly everything settled and paid for, 1 
asked him about I jcs Hentici's. lie said it was very popular 
during winter, which was, of course, the best time, but if 
we didn't mind the groat heat during the day and the 
chilliness of tho nights we should perhaps he able to onjoy 
oiireolvcs. Some people, however, pre.ferrcd Les Cailloux, 
wheiu the hotel was newer. Decided to say nothing at 
homo about Ixis Cailloux. As I came away 1 ran across 
Dattorsby in Piccadilly. Told him 1 was oil to Switzerland, 
lie said, “ Wherever you go in Switzerland ilon't let anyone 
tempt yon to stay at Les Sentiers.” lie then hurried oil'. 
Wonder what they did to him at Ijos Sentiers. Mustn’t 
mention this at homo either. 

July 20.—.Tack Moixjrley and Mrs. Jack motored down 
and luncheil with us. Tohl them where wo were going. 
They looked at one another and at first said nothing. Then 
klrs. Jack broke out and said she was too old a friend to lot 
us ruin our holidays by staying at such a dreadful place. 
Jack chimed in and said it was the last place on earth and 
ho wouldn’t bo found deiul in it. Why tho douce," ho 
addtxl, “ didn’t you ask our advice ? Now if you were going 
to Les Cailloux it would bo dilTorcnt. Everything’s A1 
there, but Jjes Sentiers is beyond conception for dulncss. 
You ’ll bore yourself stiiT and the children will simply hate 
it.” Unfortunately tho children wore present. After tho 
kloborloys had gone wo held a family council and decided 
to write to tho Mordauuts and get them to countermand 
rooms at IjOS Sentiers. On IMonday I shall interview 
Cook's and t^ to change our tickets for Ijcs Cailloux. 

July 27.- Coming away from chuich this morning wo 
had a talk with Sir William and JLiuly llartsley. Lady 11. 
said she was sure wo shouldn’t care W Kwitzoiiand in the 
Buinmer. In fact it was quite old-fashioned to go there 
excopt for wintor-spoiis. This was overboard by tho 
childi'cn, who have been under tho impression that winter 
sports go on in Switzerland all tho year round. At luncheon 
they all said they didn’t want to go to Switzerland. 

July 2.S.—Up to London and called again at Cook’s. My 
friend behind tho counter not quite so friendly. Seemed 
colder and more distant and tired more rapidly under my 
questions. After a gooil deal of worry got tickets changed 
for Cjos Cailloux. Lunchod at the Club and found Frank 
Naylor the-ro. Told him wo were going to Les Cailloux. 
Ho said, "Thon I pity you." According to him it’s a 
terrible place. Happened to meet Mrs. Nicholson in Bond 
Street. She said, “ Les Cailloux I You ’ll be roasted and 
you’ll be robbed and you’ll boro yourself to death. I’ve 


been once, hut never again for mo.” This was a facer. 
Told Alicia when I got home. Sho said, "Why go to 
Switzerland at all ? Let's go to the Isle of Wight.” 

July 20 — Up to London again, and called at Cook’s. 
Friend behind the counter tried to hide when ho saw me. 
I got rid of all our tickets, countermanded all reserved 
places, and, just to show there was no ill-feeling, took 
tickets from him for Tolland Bay. Wired there for rooms. 

July 31.—No rooms to lio had in Totland. Daro not 
interview Cook’s again. Shall throw tho tickets away and 
stay quietly at homo. Tho childron very despondent 
and occasionally sarcastic. Tho Mordauuts wire to say 
wo shall have to pay a week for rooms engaged at Jlios 
Sontiers. 

THE GURRUMPORE LINKS. 

Tjik fairway, I grant you, is shocking, 

’Tis a nightmare of villainous lies. 

Of speargrasa that works through your stockit.g. 

Of foul and importunato flies; 

The greens aro “ brunettes,” they aro branded 
With tho trampling of bullock and horee. 

And yet, to be thoroughly candiil. 

Wo 'ro proud of our Gurrumporc course. 

And why? .'Vsk tho vulliiro that track'd us. 

Poised fearless o’er eyrie and blulT; 

Ask tho cobra that gaped through tho cactui 
At tho sound of our laugh in tho rough; 

Go, stand whero yon cataract crashes 
In a passion of thunder and foam. 

And ask of our jubilant niashics 
If they yearn for tho hazards at Home. 

Though a tigress may happen to stalk mo 
Through tho shadows of canon and chine; 

Though tho yowl of her offspring may balk mo 
Of holes that wore mor.illy mine; 

Shall my golf bo upset by a trifle. 

When “ a tigor (or adult or cub) 

May ho gently roinovcd with a rillo ’’— 

Biilo IX. of tho Gurrumpore Club? 

Q'liere’s a lake at the fourth, such as IIkbiuuk 
Might have sung in some exquisite lay, 

But it goes by tho name of “ Enteric ” 

Since the fato of a foursome in May; 

And an obelisk ufilrks where our captain 
( h 12 and a K.O.I.E.) 

Topped an easy approach and was trapp’d in 
The anthills that guard number thi-ee. 

It’s not a long course—you ’ll I'emembor 
Tho landslip just after tho rains 
That robbed us of half in Septomber, 

But we 're proud of the pioco that I'emains; 
Though no golf periodicolB namo it, 

'Though St. Andrews would greet it with mirth. 
From the depth of our hearts wo acclaim it 
A course with no equal on Earth. J. M. S. 


" What beginner at collecting has not bocU struck by the startling 
rosonibkince of tho fcmalo of HypoUtunaa miaippuB (Linn.) to the 
common IMnaU ehrysippus (Linn.) 7 or by that of the moth Spi- 
cupia rolydora (Westw.) to tho Papilios of the PhifoMKta group 7— 
just to mention two voiy sclf-cvideut instances.” 

Bombay N.ILS. Journal. 

Personally, though wo have been often struck by these 
likenesses, it has never been a imMy staggering blow. 
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■ SkA-DATIIINO DOKSN’T suit EVKItYBODV.”— J/i'dicdZ OuiHIOrt. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Si/ Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mu. Auxold Lunn, ill The Harrovians (MbthubnJ, sets 
out to writo the scliool story as so many havo done oofore 
him. Any man who was over a I’uhlic School-boy will be 
struck liy his roalism and truth to life, but any man, on 
tlio other hand, wlio is still a Public School-boy will call 
the book •• tosh " and will, no doubt, bo right. ()nly a boy 
at Harrow could have written a story of Harrow in a 
manner likely to appeal to the present generation, and, as 
ho must have written it in a language unintelligible to the 
outer world, the outer world must bo content with Mr. 
liUMN’s reconl of Peter O’Neil as being the nearest to the 
truth that it is likely to get. This Peter must certainly 
arouse much interest, but whether he will get sympathy is 
another question. Myself, never too tolerant of lladicals 
even in later life, found the prevalence of them in a School- 
house quite intolerable, and that this most priggish and 
aggressive of them should be patted on the back for shirking 
his games when a “ new man,*’ and, when raised by his 
sehmarship to bo Head of House, for using every legislative 
and executive authority to humble and degrade the “ Ji'ooter 
Bloods ” in the presence of the fags, was to mo monstrous. 
He badly wanted kicking, and, if ho still lives, 1 fool sure 
without knowing him that he wants it now more badly than 
ever. Mr. Lunk, I gather, is all for the amelioration of the 
lot of the small fry, the suppression of brute force and the 
■ triumph of intellect over muscle as well at school as else¬ 
where. Apart from my general belief that we sulTer from 
too much of the intelleotual nowadays, I foresee no good 
from the substitution in Public Schools of an aristocracy of 
brains for an aristocracy o^;||pef. But, however much 1 may 


disagree with his opinions, I must give him credit for a 
very fair and accurate and felicitous statement of the facts. 

Always a timid starter with historical romances, I am 
happy to say that my plunge into liefare the Dawn (CuAi*- 
MAN ANU UAni.) was not half so chilly and caligiuous as its 
title hiul led mo to fear. All the same, the hook iiecdud a 
little courage and pnrsuvera.nco, in spite of the fact that 
KATHBitiNB Jamkh, its author, had chosen for her back¬ 
ground one of the most blood-warming episodes possible- - 
the Garibaldian struggle for a united Italy. 1 said back¬ 
ground, hut as a matter of fact it occupied the best part of the 
stage. The interest of that tremendous revolution, of which 
the writer has evidently mode a most careful study, often 
came near to obscuring her lictitious creations, instead of 
bringing them out in relief, as a background should. Whole 
chapters passed in which these young people were seldom 
mot with, and not paiticularly missed. To Philij) Sinclair, 
for instance, the Bnglish hero, 1 sometimes felt inclined to 
say, “ Sinclair —or ■ yes, 1 think 1 do remember your 
name. Same school -or—m—excuse mo, will you? I’ve 
just got to go off and meet Gakihai.iu ,” and the ramifica¬ 
tions of a plot wliicli was concerned with a concealed will 
and a mistaken identity, not to speak of other intrigues, 
needed really rnoro time than 1 was able to spare from the 
pressing business of Italian politics and the siege of Home. 
None the less, 1 was glad to see friend Philip depart safely for 
Bngland with Monica Erskine, after they hail bqth jcopa|;- 
dised their lives for the sake of a country not their own. 
Philip was a plucky fellow, if a trifle naif and ovcr-credulous. 
For he was mistaken surely in supposing that Mr. Punch 
sent out a special artist to make funny pictures of the war, 
and ho shocked mo severely when ho said, reproaching 





















, ohamvama. 

CoiiOKBOi l^siiT hM been deoted 
a member of the National libered 
dnb. We can onljr hope that this 
wUl'eave as a warning to any other 
Unionist viho thinks of going over to 
the enemy. < :i. 

S 

There is only one ah-shin named 
Gamma. But there aie soreial miUtaij 
aerpplanes known as “ Gammon." 


Thefaet thatsomomembois 
of the London County Council 
placed bridge duiing an all- 
night sitting has boon much 
commented on as an lunova- 
tion, but we believe it to be 
a fact that the Coiporation 
'of London has a Bridge Com¬ 
mittee which was instituted 
before the game was cieu 
invented. , 

"Over eighty abandoned 
cats," we re^, " were picked 
^ in the London sheets on 
Inmsday by the Animals’ 
Besoue Ijeague " Weaionot 
at all Buie that the oxpicssion 
"abandoned cats” is not a 
libellous one 

" Is tlieie a Hdl ’" asks 
a volume iccently published 
Our New Yoik Conospon 
dent infoims us that tho 
doubt implied in this ques¬ 
tion has been gioatlj lesented 
in Chicago 

Owing to its nuthui lo 
fusing to supply tho libiaiios 
with it on the day of publica¬ 
tion a certain now book nearly 
became known as "Tho 
Woman Tliou Wouldst Not 
Give Us." 


Thieves who visited the 
residonce of Mr. Bani BuLn,' — 

the well-known aitist, took away a 
small quantity of jewoUoiy, but loft liis 
drawings untouched. Modem ailists 
are getting used to insults of this sort. 

The outburst of ill-feeling in the 
United States over our refusal to take 
part in the Fauima Canal Exposition 
Is a httle bit difficult to undemtand. 
Bulgaria, Servia, Turkw, Morocco and 
Siam have also declined the invitation. 
Why diould w» be singled out for 


Treaty which theUnifed States Govern¬ 
ment tefoses to observ'e. 

V a 

A Oliiistmas greeting posted at Chis¬ 
wick on the 24th Dewmber last was 
dehvored at its destination, Maikot 
Square, Bientford, on the 29th July. 
It IS only fair to the Pobtmastcb- 
Cknebah to mention that tho 29lb 
July was an ovceptionally cold day. 

Accoidiiig to Piotossoi A A Brni f. 







• VliONJi JN LONDON ’ 

PaIUI tic Wv sT I >D 8CFNI' OUBINO AucUbt 

of Donvci," baby talk,’ in w lutli paionts 
indulge. Is bad foi babies. As a inatlci 
of fact iiiauy infants liavo foi vcais 
looked upon it as an insult lo then 
intelligence, and have lefiisod to bo 
interested in it 

Doris, the steam voebt belonging to 
Mr. Sol Joel, ana called aftei Ins 
daughter, has bran le-chiistoncd Etlceti 
By way of countoi-stroko wo under¬ 
stand that i^Bis has decided never 
.fgi^ to call the sun Old Sol. 

y&.f VAMBAU WHitiiATCH, in an 




often felt that our own have be»^| 
wasted on this trivial pursuit. , ^ 

1, 

It is said that during the sitting <lC 
the International Congress of Mediohili 
no ono has daiod to bo taken ill m the 
noiglibouihood of the Albert Hall for 
feai of ponsbing in the rush that would 
be made for him by the G484 doctors. 

Suigeon-Gciioial Sii David Bbooi^, 
who has icluinod to England from 
— Cantial Afnoa, where be him 
boon studying sleeping sidk* 
ness, states that half the wild 
ammals shot were suffraing 
fiom this disease. If this M 
so tho ovploits of oectain big^ 
gome huutois become latlier 
less miiaculons. 

r 

" It 18 bivleen yeois since 1 
was lost here,’’ said Senate^ 
Jafviiay, of Toronto, at a 
luncheou given to Um bj 
Camuhans at Piince’s Bes- 
laiuant last week," but from 
what I see I am convinced 
lliat England is anything bat 
asleep ’ That’s so. Senator; 
it's these domed motor-buses 
that caubo the insomnia. 
They’ll keep even Canada' 
iwako 

la coilaiii quniters the 
Balkan States aie ooustantly 
being bliunod for their war¬ 
like pioponsities. What 
nonsense this is I They're 
.ilw a) s making peace. 


Commercial Oandonr. 
1*'iom a ciiciilar — 

* Mr Trilokinath Shatma 
wiilxs —■ lha\e bocnanboundDd- 
U pkssod with vonr sweet scented 
^ Kaimiiia Oil, winch is a very uw- 

y lul iiHpamtion It is anexc^wt 
ipincdy foi head iche It ooiei it 
111 no time, at tho bame tune the 
bur becomes bright and smooth. 

-Its XU ifiuiic IS so very btrona thet 

I a iiuiii standing at s distance of 100 jaiSa caa 
nijov li ’’ __________ 

The Mder’s KOtto, 

" Aluiio all he would cominond to them the, 
well known Latin quotation, ' Mens sane in 
oorporo sand’ ‘A sound wind m a sound 
bodv IJalhand Wilts Clumtete. 

Di Chabllb Gobing, in a crimino¬ 
logical Blue-book just issued, says:— 
"As regards cophalio moasureinents it is 
shown that m broMth of head Csmbndgs ex- 
coods Oxford to about the samf extent ihtt 
Oxford men exceed criminals, but that orimt- 
nals end Oxford men are equally longsr. 
headed than the Cambridge men." 

This should help parents iir deoidtM 
whetlier to send thrir loo* to- FMOfoi 
biBet or to OM of t^e older Unirenttleei) 
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Tramp (mhUiking garden, suburb lionsehoUhr far one of hi* oim profemmi). “Vou’un waktin« yoiktimk, CitAiii.iK. Thk x.abt 

TIMK I cr.IPI'KD THAT 'EDGE I WAS BEWAnDKO Wll'U TIIUIIE *A*-A'KNCK, A CUl> O' TKA KKAIII.V WAllM ANU A VAIU O’ C'iTLIKti KNICKBiW 
I WOUUXE'T I)E been DEAD ly.” 


“TUB SBAliOH I’Oll OfA'MPlC 
TALENT.” 

{To the Editor of “ Punch.") 

Deaii Sib,- -Onr attention has boon 
drawn to a series of hinnorous 
drawings in your Journal depicting 
imaginary eirorts to discoror talent 
which could bo utilised for tlio benefit 
of the countiy at the Olympic Games 
to bo liold in Berlin in 1910. 

We are inclined to deprecate such 
light treatment of a very serious 
matter, and would like to point out 
that while your aiiist is fiddling with 
the subject, os it wore. Borne would 
burn, if it were not for the efforts of 
ourselves and others oq^nally anxious 
for the athletic welfare of the country. 

Our own views are sot forth in the 
brochure which wo have enclosed with 
a copy of our Autumn Catalogue for 
yonr perusal. 

The broclimro has boeu specially com¬ 
piled for us by Mr. llyam A. f^lsmann, 
a loading light in the American athletic 
world, and whom we have induoe<l to 
relinquish an important post in the 
Games Department of John Monoy- 
wocker's famous establishment and to 
take up the even more onerous position 
of Manager of our Athletic Outfitting 


Department (see Cat., p. 3>'i). Tliis 
fact alone speaks well for our deter¬ 
mination to leave no stone unturned to 
uphold tiie prestige of Great Britain in 
the forthcoming Olympic struggle. 

Our Now Autumn Catalogue and 
Price List descrilios fully by lucaus of 
letterpress and illustrationourenormous 
stock, which has hecn inanufactuied in 
the firm belief that the chief roquiro- 
monts of an athlete are that ho shoidd 
bo suitably chul (pp. 47-53) botli during 
competition and after (see our “ Sun¬ 
beam ” Sweatem, with the little warm 
bath, p. 50), and that his weapons or 
implomonts, as tho caso may be, should 
ho of tlio very best make and quality. 
Tn tliis ros]X)ct our new spring grip 
discus (43s. doE., rim brakes extra) will 
be found suj[}orior to any other on tho 
market, giving longer flight at less cost, 
and the turned-up edge enables it to bo 
of service on tho dinner-table when not 
otherwise engaged. 

A reference to our various makes and 
iizes of oars (pp. 71-76), tennis raoquots 
(pp. 89-102), and javelins (pp. 113-118) 
will convince tho budding athlete that 
wo provide for every need in those 
directions. Our fencing foils—tho“Pan- 
jandnim,” W’itli tlio little round button 
at top (pp. 133-135)—are the last word 


in cold-rolled, old vattod spring steel; 
every bliulo is twenty over proof and 
marked “Bxcalibur" on every inch, 
without which none is genuine. 

Our non-llam dumbbells and our 
Indian clidis, tho latter made of real 
wood, are and have been for many years 
tho talk of the athletic world (see 
a few of our unsolicited testimonials, 
pp. xxii.-mciiiiv.). 

In tho hope that those few linos will 
arouse yoir to a sense of your great 
responsibility in this matter, and trust¬ 
ing to i-cceivo your esteemed order's. 

We reniain. Yours, etc., 

Tim Ornsii’ic Outfiti'ino Co., Lxo. 

Prom adjoining [loslei's seen in Mau- 
cheslor: -• 

“TKXTILM “liADY’S 

SWilT: LAWSUIT 

RKMABKABLK ABOUT JIBB 

SITUATION." BATHING HUES8."' 
The connection is obvious. 

' * DoulitlOKS Uicrc ato many of pa who woijld 
iio glad to pay rent with a red iioso, us certain 
trustees at Bermondsey paid yesterday." 

I'all Man Gazette. 

Speaking for .ourselves }vo should bo 
sorry to present such a spectacle. 
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them with a small howitzer. Accurate 
aiming is. of course, indispensable, as a 
badly discharged bomb might hit the 
child but spare its captor. On this 
account it is perhaps preferable to lure 
the bird away by the bait of some 
specially appetising viands, such lua 
Caviaro, or Bombay Duck, or Lim- 
burger Cheese. 

CyPSIKS, PHECAUTXON8 AGAINST. — 
The largo increase of the Bomany race, 
duo to the immense spread of the 
cult of Bobbow, has been attended by 


HOLIDAY HINTS. 

The Paris Correspondent of The 
Dailn Mail recently contributed to the 
columns of that journal a full account 
of the recommendations issued by Dr. 
F. HbijHE to mothers leaving home for 
seaside or country holidays. These 
recommendations, however, are con* 
fined entirely to a list of medicines, 
including serum for snake-bites, pltials 
of morphine, etc. It has occurred to 
Mr. Punch, alvyays solicitous for the 
welfare of tho young, to supplement 
this imperfect catalogue of r ■ — 

remedies with a numlier of 
useful hints to parents and > 
guardjans for grappling with 
holiday emergencies. For 
greater convenience of refer* 
ence, these are arranged in 
dpbabetical order. 

Animals, wild, escaped 

FBOK MEMAOBBIEB.—^Tho 
most satisfactory way of 
dealing with this emergency 
is to engage a lion*tamer for 
the holidays and never allow 
any of the young people to 

f o for afield without him. 
n case of a division of the 
party there should be one 
lion-tamer for each group. 

Failing this method, tho next 
best is sunamed up in the 
rule: Never go for a country 
walk without a rod-hot poker. 

(Tho pokor can be kept red- 
hot in a specially constructed 
Vacuum Galidus Coso, which 
can be purchased at Bam- 
jach’s.) 


Bulls, had, means of 
SOOTHINO. — No affectionate 
parent should permit any ex¬ 
cursion to be taken in pastoral 
districts without providing at }{y0If]K13 HOUSE. 

WM ‘’T hi Superintendent. -Now, Sm, i* 'a timi. rea xoua 

bottle of chloroform or some wor." 

other powerful narcotic, in - - - 

case ot attacks by mad or misanthropic serious results in the way of tho kid- 
oxen. Some American millionaires have napping of children of wealthy parents 
gone so for as to retain the services of and holding them to ransom. To 
an expert Spanish bull-fighter expressly guard against such disasters, it is 
for the purpose of securing tho safety strongly recommended, (11 that all 
of their children and friends, but tho children should bo marked in indelible 
cost is prohibitivo to most professional ink with their names and addresses; 
Englishmen. N.B.—The best way of (2) that wlien left by themselves they 
administering the chlorofoi'm is to should be securely tethpiud by un- 
drench the bag of a butterfly not and breakable chains to absolutely iih- 
then put it over the bull’s hood. movable objects; (8) that where this 

is impossible each child should be 
. Eagles, bow to bbscub childbbn {irovided with a powerful steam whistle 
OABBIBD OFF BY. —The oyries of these Or siren to acquaint its parents as to 
birds being as a rule situated in well- its whereabouts, 
nigh inaccessible places, climbing-irons 

are an essential requisite of the holiday Insomnia, means of tbeating 
outfit.. But it is as well to supfflement cbildbbm buffbbIng fbov.— It is 



highly desirable to include in the holi-- 
day outfit a harp, or harpsj for the. 
purpose of soothing children to sleep. 
Lists of pieces of a sp'ecially soporino 
character can be obtained from any good 
nerve-specialist. These are generally 
known as Chlorales, varying in degiees 
of intensity. 

I Limbs, abtificial. —A good supply of 
false legs, arms and eyes should always 
bo laid in to meet tho requirements 
of adventurous children whon hoUffays 
are spent in rocky districts. ^ 

Motobists, entbbtain- 
ment fob youthful.— The 
irritation so goneially felt by 
the high-spirited youth at 
obstacles to his progress will 
bo largely allayed if thought¬ 
ful parents provide him with 
pea-shootors and air-guns for 
the regulation of tiresome 
pedestrians, cyclists, poultry, 
ehoep, dogs, etc. A very 

K retty game can be played 
otweon the occupants of the 
two sides of the car, the 
object being to see which 
can scoro most hits. 

Nose - Bleed, bemeoies 
FOB. — After all, tho best 
remedy for this cummon" 
summer complaint is the old 
device of putting keys down 
the patient's back. A bunch 
of keys should accordingly 
ho taken for each member 
of the party, vaiying in sizo 
with the age and weight of 
the individual. 

Oil, fob bough fassagbs. 
—^In casos where families are 
proceeding to the Hebrides 
or other holiday resorts whi(^ 
involve a sea passage in smt^ 

L BiiK niTH steamers, considerate parents 
® or guardians will not fail to 
-provide themselves in ad¬ 
vance with a liberal supply of oil 
in barrels or tanks, for the purpose 
of assuaging the disturbance of the 
troubled waters. 

Bailway Aocelebatobs. — It is 
often found that children who start 
Bway from London in high spirits at 
fifty miles an hour on some main line 
Toute become impatieht, fretful-and 
refractory when they exohtmge this 
exhilarating speed for the slcrik crawl 
of a local Ime. To meet this .diffienUw 
parents will find it helpful to'take with 
them auxiliary engines to assist loco¬ 
motives incapable of hauling a passen¬ 
ger train at mote than twenty miles an 
hour up ajtllMp incUne. These can he 
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Ciirried on n truck with steam up rintil 
such time as occasion arises for their 
use, and then transferred to tlie rails. 
The cost is extraordinarily small, con¬ 
sidering the result on the temper of the 
passengers, averaging only about .£100 
a journey (exclusive of initial outlay). 

ShARK-BITKR, PKKCAUTrONfl AGAINST. 
—Where batliing is indulged in it is as 
well to provide juveniles with special 
water-wear, made of chain-mail, to 
resist the dental attack of those 
dangerous monsters. To counteract 
the access of weight, it is desirable to 
have the chain-mail fittod with unsink- 
ablo aluminium air chambers. 

Stovbs, roRTAB]:.R. —^In this context 
wo may also insist on the necessity of 
small TOrtable stoves to restore caloric 
in ohimien who stop in too long when 
bathing. 

Another Anpendlng Apology. 

From a criticism of a musical come¬ 
dian 

** It is not much good saying ho was funny 
because he oouM not help being otherwise.” 

Sonlh CMna Morning Poit. 


A FATAL FLAW. 

1 K.vr upon her dexter hand 

One day in Tjondon’s busy whirl 
(A rliymc of lasting riilue) and 
Thought her a charming girl. 


Not to embark on detailral praise, 

J ler voice was low and very sweet; 

I likcil her looks, her voice, tier \tays; 
Her figure, too, was neat. 

llor converse gave me evidence 
Of an extremely active mind; 

Uoro is, 1 said, a girl of sense; 

Tliis is indeed a find. 

I will not say she took to me 
As 1 to her, lest you should mock; 
But it’s the solemn fact tliat wo 
Got on like one o'clock. 

The garments that I chanced to wear 
Were new, and fresh os early May; 

I luckily had liad my hair 
Cut on the previous day. 

Happening gently to enquire, 

Ime clung, I learned, to rural scenes 
(As I do) and her doting sire 

Was dowered with ample means. 


And thus she cast on mo a spell 
tSo rapid and of such a flame 

That I hod giown to love her well 
Before tlio coffee came. 

And when the ladies left their male 
Companions to the wonted smoko, 

I did not heed the cheerful tale 
Nor chortled at the joke. 

TI)o customary talk of man 

•lust then alhirod mo not at all; 

1 sat determining a plan 
To ask if 1 might call; 

And let my fancy play about 
In dreams (ah mo!) of wedded bliss. 

Which, but for what occurred, no doubt 
I had attained ere this. 

But, wlicn T saw her next, a blight 
Fell on mo with a sudden ohiU; 

The maiden stood up to recite: 

And I am single still. 

Dum-Duu. 


“ A groat pearl robbery at Nurragansot Fior 
ia now exciting American sooioty. The victim 
of Amerioa'a abloat dotoctives ia Mrs. Charles 
Bumsey .”—Mrmingham Pori. 

Yet another American police scandal? 
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THE MISSING CARD. 

What I say is this : A man has his 
own work to do. He slaves at the 
office all (lay, earning a living for those 
dependent on him, and when ho comas 
hope ho may reasonably expect not to 
bo bothered witli domestic business. 1 
am sure you will agree with mo. And 
you would go on to say, would you 
not, that, anyhow, the insuring of his 
servants might safely bo left to his 
wife? Of course you would! Thank 
you very much. 

1 first spoke to Celia almut the insur¬ 
ing of llie stall some weeks ago. Our 
stail (Kmsists of Jane Parsons tlio (sook, 
the first parlourmaid (.Tano) and Parsons 
the .upper housemaid. Wo call them 
oollectively Jane. 

“ By-thp-way,” I said to Celia, “ I 
suppose Jane is insured all right? ” 

“1 was going to seo about it to¬ 
morrow,” said Oelia. 

I looked at her in surprise. It was 
just the sort of thing I might have said 
myself. 

'* I hope she won’t be unkind about 
it,” I went on. ' “If she objects to 
paying her shore, tell her I am related 
to a solicitor. If she still objects, or— 
tell her we *11 pay it ourselves.” 

“1 think it will bo all right. 
Fortunately, she has no head for 
figuius.” 

This was true. Jane is an excellent 
cook, and well worth the £76 a year 
or whatever it is wo pay hor; but 
arithmetic gives her a headache. When 
Celia has finished dividing £76 by 
twelve, Jane is in a state of curapletq 
nervous exhaustion, and is only too 
thankful to take the nine-and-sixpence 
that Celia hands over to lier, without 
asking any questions. Indeed, any- 
thiny that the Government wished 
deducted from Jane’s wages we could 
deduct with a minimum of friction— 
from income-tax to a dog-licence. A 
threepenny insurance would be child’s 
play. 

Three weeks later I said to Celia— 

“ lias an inspector Ikmii to seo Jane’s 
card yet ? ” 

Jane’s card ? ” she asked blankly’. 

“ The insurance card with the pretty 
stamps on.” 

“No . . . No . . . Luckily.” 

“ You mean-” 

“I was going to see about it to- 
morrjw,” said Celia. 

I got up and paced tho door. 
“Eeauy,” I murmured, “really.” I 
tried the various chairs in the room, 
and finally went and stood with my 
back to the fire-place. In short, 1 
behaved like a justly incensed mastor- 
ot-the-housci 

“ Yqu know what happens,” I said. 
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when I was calm again, “ if we neglect 
this duty which Parliament has laid 
upon usV’ 

“ No.” 

“ Wo go to prison. At least, one of 
us does. I’m not quito sure which.” 

“ 1 hope it’s you,” said Celia. 

“ As a matter of fact I believe it is. 
However, wo shall know when tho 
inspector comes round.” 

“ If it’s you,” she wont on, “ I shall 
send you in a file, with which you can 
cut through your chains and escape, 
it will bo concealed in a loaf of bread, 
so that your gaolers shan’t suspect.” 

“ Probably 1 shouldn’t stispoct cither, 
until 1 had bitten on it suddenly. Per¬ 
haps you’d hotter not bother. It would 
bo simpler if you got Jane's card 
to-morrow instead.” 

“ 1 will. That is to say, I ’ll toll 
Jano to ^t it herself. It’s her cinema 
evening (jut.” 

On(xs a -week Jane ■ leaves us and 
goes to a cinema. Her lifo is full of 
variety. 

Ten days elapsed, and then one 

evening I said- At least I didn’t. 

Before I could got it out Celia inter¬ 
rupted: 

“ No, not yot. You seo, there’s been 
a hitch.” - 

I curbed my anger and spoke calmly. 

“ What sort of a hitch ? " 

“ Well, Jane forgot last Wednesday, 
and I forgot to remind her this We(l- 
nesday. But tuxt Wednesday-” 

“ Why don’t you do it youreelf ? ” 

“ Well, if you ’ll toll mo what to do 
I’ll do it.” 

" Well—or—^you just—you—I mean 
—well, thoy ’ll tell you at the post- 
ofllco.” 

“Tliat’s exactly how I keep explain¬ 
ing it to Jaiio,” said Celia. * 

1 looked at hor mournfully. 

“ What shall wo do ? ” I asked. “ I 
feel quito hopeless about it. It seems 
loo lato now to do anything with Jane. 
Let’s got a now staff and liegin again 
properly.” 

“IjOSO Jano?” cried Celia. “I’d 
soonor go to prison—1 mean I’d sooner 
you went to prison. Why can’t you be 
a man and do somothing ’/ ” 

Celia doesn’t seem to realise that I 
married hor with tho solo idea of getting 
free of all this sort of bother. As it is 
I nearly die once a year m the attempt 
to fill up my incomo-tax form. Any 
traffic in insurance cards would faio 
absolutely fatal. 

Howover, somothing had to Ira done. 
Last week I wont into a neighbouring 
post-office in order to send a tol^^m. 
The post-office is an annexe of the 
grocer’s where tho sardines come from 
on Jane’s cinema evening. Having 
sent the tdegram, I took a sudden 


desperate resolve. I—myself—would 
do something. 

“I want,” I said bravely, “an 
insurance stamp.” * 

“ Sixpenny or sovenpenny ? ” said the 
girl, trying to put me off my balance at 
tlie very Iraginning. 

“What’s tho difference?” I asked. 
“ You needn’t say a penny, booausotbat 
is obvious.” 

However she had no wisdi to be 
funny. 

“Sovonpenny foy men-sei*vantSf six¬ 
penny for women,” she explained. 

I wasn’t going to give'away our 
domestic arrangements to a stranger. 

“Three sixpenny and four seven- 
penny,” I said casually, flicking the 
dust off my shoos with a handkerchief. 
“ Tut, tut, 1 was forgetting Thomas,” 
I added. “ Five sevenpenny.” . 

1 took tho stamps homo and showered 
them on Celia. 

“ You see,” I said, “ it’s not really 
difficult.” 

“ Oh, you angel 1 What do I do with 
them ? ” 

“ Stick them on Jane,” I said grandly. 
“ Dot them about the house. . Stomp 
your letters with them—1 con always 
got you plenty more.” 

“ Didn’t you get a card, too ? ” 

“ N—no. No, I didn’t. Tho fact is, 
it’s your turn now, Colia. You get the 
oaid.” 

“ Oh, all right. I- -er—suppose you 
just ask for a—a card ? ” 

“ I suppose so. And—or—choose a 
doctor, and— er—decide on an approved 
society, and—er—explain why it is you 
hadn’t got a card before, and—er—i- 
Well, anyhow, it’s your turn now, 
Celia.” 

“ It’s really still Jane’s turn,” said 
Celia, “ only she’s so stupid about it.” 

But sho turned out to be not so 
stupid as we thought. For yesterday 
there came a ring at the Irall. Feeling 
I instinctively that it was the inspector^ 
Celia and I got behind the sofa . . . 
and emerged some minutes later to find 
Jane alone in tho room. . 

“Somebody come to seo about an 
insurance card or something,” she said. 
“ 1 said you were both out, and would 
ho come to-morrow.” 

Technically 1 suppose we were both 
out. That is, we were not receiving. 

“ Thank you, Jane,” I said stiffly. I 
turned to Celia. “There you are,” I 
said. “ To-morrow somothing must be 
done.” 

“ I always said I’d do it to-morrow,” 
said Celia._^A. A. M. 

“One of the many engegemeDts that are 
always annonoKied at the oums of the acaaon is 
that of Mias Conatai^——.’’—TTorld. 

Wo wish klir bettw luok this yea?. ' 
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OREAt LITERARY SENSATION. 

Diokbhs and Mbs. Harbis. 

Find of *Valdabi.b Lettbb. 

YiEwa OF Exfebts. 

It is Mr. Punch’s privilege this week 
to throw light for the British public 
upon one of the most interesting secret 
chaptors in the history of our literature. 

It will probably come as a surpriso, 
if not a shock, to our readers, howsoever 
versed they may be in the byways of 
bodkland, to learn that one of the most 
famous cl^aracters in Martin Chuszlewit 
not only had a prototype in real life 
but in Chablks Dickens’s youth in¬ 
spired him with the liveliest feelings. 

It is common knowledge that 
Dickens was born at Portsmouth. 
Whether or not the lady whom after- 
'wards be described for mankind as Mrs. 
Harris was bom there too, we cannot 
say, nor indeed has research yet yielded 
her maiden name; but the irrefrt^able 
fact remaps that at some time during 
his adolc^nce the young genius soon 
to dazzle the world as “ Boz " expressed 
the warmest admiration for a mysterious 
lady unnamed, and all the evidence goes 
to prove that it was she whom later in 
life he rendered immortal in the pages 
of Martin Chuzslewit. There is no 
direct evidence, but if ever circum¬ 
stantial evidence spoke the truth it 
speaks it here. 

The letter which has been placed 
in our hands is so surrounded with 
mystery that we con say little that is 
de&nite; wo are not even at liberty to 
state from what source it comes, Ijot 
it suffice that we are ourselves satisdod 
with the hmia Jules of the present 
owners, who arc beyond question the 
descendants of Mrs. Harris, although 
that is no more their name than it was 
hers. Dickens, the soul of honour and 
delicacy, could never have used a real 
name; nor shall we. At the most we 
may say that the representatives of the 
family are now residing in a picturesque 
Bpanish chateau, and that they have 

E uu:^ in our hands this document, 
itherto so jealously guarded from the 
public eye, to do as wo like with. 

Before coming to the letter itself let 
ns consider for a few moments the 
character of Mrs. Harris. For one 
thing she is never soon. All that we 
know of her wo know by hearsay. Her 
friend, Mrs. Qamp (one of the loading 
nurses of her timeh testifies to her exist¬ 
ence and hw good sense and sympathy, 
otherwise we should know nothing. 

It is the same in the letter. Even os 
a younger woman she still was mys- 
tenons. Dickens seems to have treated 
her rather as an ideal—-shall we say a 
Grail ?->than as an entity of flesh and 
bloo£ It was yean after this letter 



that he wrote Martin Ghuzzleioit, yet 
ho forgot nothing. Mrs. Harris, as he 
then called the object of his early pas¬ 
sion, is still vogue, impalpable; but 
through the vivid eyes of her friend, 
Mrs. damp, wo see her older, wiser. 

The letter is dated April 1, 1828. 
Dickens, it will be remembered, was 
born in 1812, and was thus in the 
neighbourh ood of sixteen—a notoriously 
inflammable ago. 

We should premise that the italics in 
it are our own; but were ever plirases 
more significant read in tiie light of 
after events ? After perusing the letter 
the rea«ler will more than ever wonder 
how it came to be preserved. Though 
they may not be responsible for this, 
the heirs of Dickens are surely its 
legiU owners. 

But here is the precious document:— 

Beloved, —If only I know who you 
were and what you looked like how much 


happier I should Ixi 1 Yet should I ? 
This is a question which I ponder 
throughout the watches of the night. 
To love an unknown is to palpitate in 
the presence of every woman. I do not 
oven know if you will got this letter, 
since if 1 put no address oii'it how can 
it over roach you ? And how can I put 
an address if I do not know one ? Ido 
not even know that you exist at all, 
but it relieves my feelings to address 
you thus. If ever I can make you 
famous trust me to do so. At present 
I am all at sea about my future, but 
should I at any time take, as I some¬ 
times dream of doing, to fiction, you 
may rely upon being one of my dearest 
heroines. , . 

Fond charmer, farewell. 

Your adoring C. D. 

Proofs of the above Article having 
been sent to various of those eminent 
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Actor, "I MUST INSIST OS HKisii i*Air> ron urmniisvi.s.” 

Manager . ‘*\Vhat on eaktii iwr? I mivki: iiKAitn or sum a tiiino.’* 

Actor. “Becausk i.ATEr.Y I’ve hap so many sik vvi'.eks* iiEiiEAnsALS voR \ ten paa’s’ run. But I don’t mind oiviso the 
FEB rOUMANOEB FRKK.” 


tnon whoso opinion on ovorytliin<' is 
80 valuablo, we aro in the fortunalo 
position of boing alilo to print a selection 
of thoir comments. 

Sir William ItouKiiTSOK Nicoli. 
writes: “Since the BnoNTii bombshell 
fell and proved once and for all that 
Charlottk did not invent her Pro¬ 
fessor, there has heen nothing so epoch- 
making ns the discovery of the 
Dickens-IIarris romance. As an old 
student of Martin Chuzslmeit, wliich 1 
first read in a cornor of the Manse 
library at Fecciowonisli, near Cuntrr- 
buij, in the green, monthly parts in 
which it was issued, I must confess 
that the revelation is no surprise to me, 
for there ara words in which Dickens 
refers to this romantic laily which 
either meant something or notliing. 
But I can understand that to the mass 
of readers Ihe story will bo startling. 
The thanks of the whole world are duo 
to Punch tor its enterpriso." 

Sic ClburNiT Shortkb writes: “ Al¬ 
though not interested as a rule in other 


sludeiils’ discovorio.s, [ must odmifi to 
fix'ling a fliisli of oxcilement as I per¬ 
used this absorliing letter. Probably' 
no one in cither hemisphere has a finer 
collection than myself of hooks relat¬ 
ing to the wizard of Qadshill, which 
occupy exactly eighty-three shelves of 
the hovel in which I take shelter when 
tlio toils of the day 81*0 done.” 

Sir (SiLiiKKT Parkkii writes: “As 
one of the most prolific of modeiTi 
novelists may I say that the story of 
tlioyoung Diokkns’h infatuation for this 
lady is well within tho bounds of 
crwlibility. Most youths destined one 
day to enthral thoir fellows by tho 
magic of tho written word would have 
to plead guilty to similar periods of 

onamourment. I i-ecollcct--" [Next, 

please.—^Eo.] 

Mr. Fbank Habbis writes: “An 
absorbing narrative. . . . But she was, 
strange to say, no relation of mine, nor 
did I over interview her.” 

Mr. T. P. O’Comnob, M.P., writes: 
“ A more astounding pageant of heart¬ 


beats never found Its way to paper. All 
our ideas of Dickens must be revised 
by the light of this supremo discovery.” 

Mr» llALL Caine Avrites: “ Weary as 
1 am from tho task of putting forth 
another eaiih-shaking romance, I may, 
I trust, bo excused from entering 
minutely into this matter. It was my 
privilege to know Dickens personally, 
and he always struck mo as a man in 
whoso doop recesses in eoiiy youth a 
fierce fire might liaA'O glowra, leaving 
behind it such scats and cicatrices ns an 
unrequited passion is known by masters 
of tho human heart to cause. 1 say no 
more, exemt that an analysis of certain 
cognate enccts of tho emotion of love 
will bo found in my new novel, which 
has just succeeded in getting noiselessly 
born into a hard ivorld.” 


“ Two boys, Oundle and Tonbridge, tied for 
tlio Spencer Cnp. In thoshoot oB the Oup was 
won by Oundle.’’—JSosfom Province Jferald. 
Young Muter Giggleswiok was vo.- 
placed. 
































AnaoBT 18, 1913,] 


PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHARIVABI. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(ExnucTBD taoM tbbDiabtovXobt, M.P.) 

Boum ofC<minons,Monday, August 4. 
—Bank Holiday; shops shot; banks 
closed; City empty; all the world 
abroad in search of amusement. 
Gensbaii Carson finds his in Ulster 
whjere he has stirred the population to 
profounder depths by hinting at issue 
of warrant fbr his arrest by “tliis 
wretehed, rotten, discredited and hire¬ 
ling Government.’’ 

“ Lot them come on,” said tho Defiant 
Covenanter. “ 1 know notliing about 
their intentions. I care less.” 

Bather spoiled effect of this l)o1d 
declaration by tho aside, “ It may bo true 



" The Defiant Covenanter.’* 
they have issued a warrant. One thing 
I feel certain of is they will never 
execute it.” 

Following general example House of 
Lords is literally shut up. Peers off 
to Hampstead or Greenwich bent on 
making a day of it. Only tho Commons, 
dogged in industry, loyal to call of duty, 
go on with their work as if Bank 
Holiday were not. 

Cannot s^ we are inconveniently 
crowded. Gaps on both sides, in¬ 
cluding two front benches. When 
Sfeaker took Chair one quarter of 
House was, by exception, thronged to 
fullest capociW. This the Distinguished 
Strangers’ Gallery appropriated at 
opening of sittings to 'accommoda¬ 
tion of Parliament^ agents in cbaige 
of ^vate Bills. As usual in lost fort¬ 
night of a session there is aoeamulation 
of these measures. Urgent anxiety to 
get them through before Prorogation. 





" Peers of! to Hampstead.” 

Fully a scoro stand on Order of tho 
Day awaiting permission to advance a 
stage. In ordinary circumstances this 
would 1x3 agreed to as matter of courso. 
Circiimstancos to-day not ordinary. 
Tim Hraly is interested in a Bill pro¬ 
moted by Urban District authority of 
Kingstown to provide electric lighting 
for the town. Board of Trade elimi¬ 
nated this provision. 

Tim, accustomed to trace untoward 
circumstances back to Source of All 
Evil, discovera in this procedura hand 
of John Bkdmond. Why or where¬ 
fore no one out of Ireland can say. 
However it he, suspicion suillccs to 
bring Tim up in arms. 

"If they put out our light,” bo 
grimly says, “I’ll put out everybody 
olse’s.” 

Good as his word. As Clerk at 
Table read out list of Private Bills 
with proposal that they should bo road 
a third time, Tim, half rising from 
his seat and politely removing his hat, 
murmured, “I object.” 

That sufficed. The wisdom of Par¬ 
liament in this respect provides no 


appeal against dictum of a single 
member, animated by whatsoever per¬ 
sonal motive. One by one the Bills 
were blocked. The end reached, the 
Parliamentary agents slowly filed out 
of Gallery, despair written on their 
brows, dejection enfeebling their foot¬ 
steps. Spectacle calculate to move 
the hardest heart. 

“ Sorry for them,” said Tim. “ Good 
chaps. I’m sure, and I don’t care 
tupjienco about their Gas and Water 
Bills. 1 'ill concerned only for Kings¬ 
town’s little schomo. They’d l)etter 
call and sco John Bedmono and come 
hack to-morrow.” 

Jitisiness done. — Boport Stage of 
Supply closed. Four million sterling 
voted as rapidly as questions put from 
tho Chair. 

Tuesday .—Ever since last Wednes¬ 
day, when five stout Unionists wore 
discovered in a single liathroom, in 
preparation for a snap division, what 
time tho Teiruce silently filled with 
figures entering on tiptoe through tho 
passage leading from the Spetdeer’s 
Courtyard, Ministerial Whips have 
been in state of feverish perturbation. 
Ambuscade defeated only by rarest turn 
of luck. Whisper of the plot reached 
Whips’ Boom just befora dinner hour. 
Extraordinary effort succeeded in 
mustering a majority. As it was it ran 
down to thirty-three. 

Boported that at least one more 
attempt will lie made on this lofty plane 
of opposition to defeat Government 
lieforo Prorogation. Accordingly, in 
these closing days of a session un¬ 
speakably wearying. Ministerialists ore 
not only brought down every day in full 
number; they are throughout tbo sitting 
shepherded with assiduity that prevents 
escape. Bittorness of tlie cup ogij^a- 
vatod by discovery that Opposition 
Benches remain half-empty. When 
division Ixill rings loss than a hundred 
saunter into Opposition Lobby, whilst 
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two hundred and fifty to three hundred 
weary patriots troop into the other. 

This circumstance obviously does not 
alter the situation, llather it imposes 
increase of pi-ocaution. A few nights 
of this kind of thing has inovitablo 
tendency to disarm suspicion and 
slacken effort. That dune, the hatli- 
rooins may again on cvo of critical 
division hncoiiie inconveniently popu¬ 
lated, and the darkened 
Ten'ace swarm nfresli with ^ 
ghostlike figures wafcliful vy 
for signal to rush the House. 

’Tis a noble game, main- 
taining loftiest traditions nE|m 

of Mother of rarlianicnts. lH|jW 

Olio sometimes marvels 
what that shrewd observer 

tlio Man in the Street thinks - 

about it. „ I'l’srii'un; 

littsiness doMe.- -Tlio thcrbiw*. 
hfKMnEU KOB Sark gives notice of a 
IJill to amend The Public Washhouses 
and Baths Act. Heoms hopeless to 
endeavour at this jinriod of session to 
attempt fresh legislation. S.\uiv ex¬ 
plains that it is a one-clause ineasui'o 

i irohibiting overcrowding of bathrooms. 
•Iven if it is blockctl its introduction 
will servo good ptirjiosc since it will 
thereupon bo printed and eirculateil, 
affording opportunity for rellectiou 
during tho Becoss. 

Tim IIkalv triumphs over Board of 
Trade in rosjioct of their meddling 
with the Kingstown private Bill. 
Friendly iinderstaiiding arrived at, 
other private Bills will Ihj allowwl to 
make progress. 

i'Vvrtflw.— h. few days ago Bonnkk 
Tjaw publicly confessed that House of 
Commons is rapidly losing its interest, 
in measure tho statement is incontest¬ 
able. Various explanations might bo 
offered. Most obvious is change of 
jtersonwl, marked in especial degmo on 
Front Opposition Bencli. Have known 
the place longer oven than Bonmkk 
liAW. Man and boy have liveil in 
closest intimacy with it for full forty 
year's. Confess to occasional fleeting 
mooil of impatience at recurrent in¬ 
tervals of dulness. But ait fond House 
I’cmains what it always has lioen, a 
marvellous microcosm of humanity. 
In common with humanity it suffers 
from a tendency to descend to pettiness 
of manner. But it is capable of rising 
to loftiest heights. 

Just heard of little incident that 
illustrates its multiform character. 
Hesitate to set it forth in cold print. 
Seems too intimate to gossip about, yet 
too chai'mihg to hide. 

,In tho ranks of one of the sections 
of Party which make up conglomerate 
of tho House is a Member who in 
point of service ranks among the 


oldest. The best part of a hfe now Opinions differ about the value of 
drifting on to limit of throe-soore-years- tho Medical Congress. The proprietor 
and • ten was spent in tumultuous of pne of our well-known remedies for 
earner of War CoiTospondent. Priva- every disease under tlfe sun declares 
tion suffered in discharge of duties in emphatically that it is a great waste 
field and camp that won for him high of time and money, being entirely 

place in world of journalism undermined unnecessary._ 

his health, leaving him in condition 

ajiproRching ythysical helplessness. The other day a remarkable incident 

i)oo.s not often come down to fill the occurred in tho Tulie. A mother and 

her child wore thofe ; also 

out his tongue at tho foreign i 
yiiUry agonts slowly filod out of gallery, despair written on gentleman. The wanderer 

from Burma gazed long and | 
scat reserved for him hy easy access intently at the tongue, tiien purseil his 
from door iiiuler Strangers’ Gallery, lips and shook his head gravely. TJtlor- 
Somotimos t.ilks of retiring from scene ing a fow polite wokIs in Bunnoso ho 
familiar for more than tliirty yearn, loaned forward and grasped the wrist of 
Colleagues will not hear of such thing, the child, whoso howl of terror intimated 
As long as ho likes to hold tho seat his to his motlior that something was 
constituents will roltirn him, and his taking place. Before tho train draw up 
comrado.s at Westminster will welcome at the next station, tho mother in- 
him. So when his presence is required formed the Burmese gentleman that he 
for critical division his name is found was a foreign kidnapper, that it was no 
in list of voters. use to raise his hat, that if she had had 

From moment lie appears on tlie her umbrella with Iier she would have 
scene till he quits it he is attended known what to do with it, that in 
with watchful solicitude hy the Party future he should hit one of his own size. 
Whip. Sotting aside other engage- that it was disgraceful, and that she 
iiicnts, howsoever important, this busy was getting out to inform the stalion- 
gcnllciiian guides his hillcriiig footsteps, master. But for lior haste her child 
looks after .his evening meal, sits hy might liavo had administered to him 
liini as ho paHakes of it, helpful as a some j^iotcnt Burmese pill that would 


niii'se with a little child. have s 

As was said of a gentleman accus- modica 
toinetl to dye his hair, tho House of behalf. 
Commons is not so black ns itr is 
sometimes painted. ^0 

liushiess done .—In Coinmitleo on 
now Marconi Contract. LadyT 


have sufficed to save her any further 
medical expense on her offspring's 


mrdicatj congkess notes. 

liONDON is ill danger of being over¬ 
doctored. You can’t bo knocked down 


TO A llEASONABLK BEING. 

LadyT I do not even know your name. 
Yet is my heart bereft of its repose. 
Since in the lift to-day your bat-brim 
came j 

In sudden contact with tho poet’s j 
nose. 


by the simplest motor - bus without ’Twas not your face’s beauty wove the 
seven or eight of its occupants alight- _ spell; 

ing rapidly to feel you over, set I did not see it, and you best can tell 
your broken limbs, and take your If after all that was not just as well, 
tomporaturo in seven or eight different 

languages. _ ’Twos not your taste in dress. Tliohat- 


A bright young pbarnmceutioal 
chemist, with experience of the pro- 
soriptions of our most eminent phy¬ 
sicians, has been kept^qnite busy by 


’Twas not your taste in dress. Tlio hat- 
brim hid 

Even your summer costume from my 
view. 

It was not anything you said or did. 
Lady, the solo sufficing charm of you 


sicians, has been Kopt^qnite busy by JUaay, tne solo sumcing cnorm oi you 
tho principal hotels in deciphering tho Was that your hat-pins, merciful and 
signatures of certain of their mraical wise, 

guests written ip the registers, and has Were fashioned to so sensible a eize 
mode a small fortune out of the foes I brushed you close and still retained 
he has received. my eyes. 






TWO FATHERS TO TWO 
DAUGHTERS. 

[A mcnib''r ot the London Education Ooui- 
mittco suggested at a icccnt meeting that iho 
Eiaays of Elut w.is hardly the kind of book 
to be put m tho hands of young vomon 
Btudeuts ] 

I. 

“ WuAT, reading ? An improving book, 
I trust ? Come, lot jour father look. 

Lamb? And who’s Lamb, my dear 
Maria? 

What are tho Essays of EUa f 

I open straight away on ‘ d—n.’ 

For shame I Away with Mr. Luib ! 

* Chimney-sweeps,’ ‘ Beggars,’ ‘Actors,' 
‘ Whist ’ I 

^ A scandal to tho Library list I 

What? Ho’s a dasbic? More’s tho 
pity I 

I shaJl complain to the Committee.” 

(He does.) 

u. 

“ I send yon, mta eara fylia, 

The volume of the genue Elia, 

Also a eating, which at least 
May laid a xaUsh to the feast. 

For Mr. PodMop is not dead: 

His brains alone are lapt in lead. 


Ho lives, lie lives, though sorely sjient, 
Wo shrug our shouldoas, and lament 

The tyranny not oveipabt 
Of philistine and agolast. 

Well, well! While Mr. P, must cease, 
And fade like old John A'inrpf of Greece, 

Still Elia’s wit and Elia's way 
Shall strike a bliss upon tho day 

Kor girls to whom tho postman brings 
These dear ‘ unlickcd, incondite things,’ ” 

THE MONEY COLUMN 
(.4s it appears to one who knows nothing 
about it), 

Fr.ATUHKI.KbH MaHKKTS. 

1,000, Threadneedlc Sheet, E.C. 
Tho comnioncomont of a new account 
combined with tho imminonco of the 
settlement gave the stock markets 
enerally a somewhat unsettled appear- 
nce. To these wote added some appre¬ 
hension over tho repotted outbreak of 
leace in the Balkans. 

Under these circumstances it is not 
uiprising that Consols showed an 
ixT^^ar tendency, finally ending the 
turn lower. Other gilt-^ged securities 
moved in sympathy,gnuch of the gilt 
''aviag been by this time diseounted. 
-Jome Bails, despite the expanding 


iniluoiico of the recent hot weather, 
remained without dociilod movement; 
tho chief featura being Underground 
Issues, which were inclined to rise. 
Bulgarian Four-and-a-Half woro un¬ 
changed: hotno-browed ditto however 
being lowered freely all round. In the 
Anieiican Market, Trunks wero largely 
enquired for, especially by Customs 
officials. Yams were, if possible, higher. 
Cements remained firm. Marconis 
'Woie not mentioncri. 

'riio action of tho Bank in restricting 
facilities for withdrawal was adversely 
commented upon, especially by a gentlc- 
tnan who was asked to accompany a 
cashier to tho police station in oonse- 
quenco. Bevcral important calls wore 

f iaid, mostly between 3 and 5, The 
Igyplian Exchange foil off, but was 
happily undaniag^. Throughout the 
day tho Rubber market presented a 
welcome exception to the general un¬ 
certainty of tone, the leaders shedding 
their customary quarter with absolute 
iregularity. The material remains raw; 
company balance-shocts being however, 
in many cases, distinctly the opposite. 

After the House was cIosm, there 
was a universal set-back by the care¬ 
takers: but the street market was 
animal, bananas and ooBar-studs 
being in brisk demand. 
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PAGES FROM THE DIARY OF 
A FLY. 

(% our Chnrirariehj Arlisle.) 

j. 

Hack in Town ugaiii, iintl, liy Jove, 
it’s fjocKl to 1)0 tlicro! Fcclinn soinu- 
what run down, 1 <lpcidcd, tint other 
day, to try tlio elToch of a wliifl’ of 
country air. Bo 1 llcw' to Waterloo, 
entered an eni|)ty lirsl-class carii.t/'c i 
did nut feel well eunuch for comjliif - 
Holllcd myself comfort si hly in a corner f)f 
the wi;l]-]^>addu(l seat, and not out at the 
first wayside station that took my 
fancy. Jtut Town for me; Country's 
a rotten hole. Nolliin;; tlieru hut a lot 
of stupid scenery and doltish animals. 
Too many birds, too, niakin;; darts at 
What Uwir ffriorniico af'ainsl us 
IS f don’t know'. It was dilTerent with 
a silly sow who sna]i|Hs1 at me one day. 
'I’licro is a saying, “If pigs could lly. ..’’ 
The clumsy hrulcs can’t, of course, 
whilu wu llies ritH ])ig - see iis in a 
confectioner’s shop and that S what 
makes them joalous. 

Taking it all in all. Count r\ is an 
micxciliiig, slei'py place, and I havo no 
use for it. Bo, fooling hotter, except 
for a slight 801*0 throat, I lio:irde<l a 
train again this morning, and hero I 
am hack again in dear old laaidon. I 
always travel hy rail in spite of its 
being a somewhat old-fashion(.sl method 
of locomotion—hut I am a beggar for 
comfort. A fly friend of mine went to 
Jtrigliton, the other day, friH) of expense, 
sitting on a motor-car. hut be hud to 
hang on like grim death all the time; 
tbo thing went at such a paeo that he 
was mom than unco nearly blown olT. 
His [>oor eyes lieeamu so inflamed that 
lie was a sight for days afterwards, and 
he caught the cold of his life. 

I nm staying at Isii-d Itelubestt'r's 
mansion in I’ieciulilly. Q'hat is one 
advantage that wo flies enjoy. .Ml the 
liest houses urn ojien to us, and wo can 
leave when wo get homl. I fancy I 
shall stay' hero some time, for it is a 
w'oll-appointod house with a capital 
larder, and the |)o.sition is con\enient, 
being near to noth Bt. James’s and 
Hyde Parks, which are so handy when 
one wants a breather. 

After a feoil in the lanler and a rest 
on the drawing-room sofa, whci*o I 
sprawled at full length for over an hour, 
1 felt lit for anytiiing. So 1 sought 
out tlio house-dog, dear old Itovei*. I 
foinul him trying to gel to sleej) in 
the libraiy. 1 did the most hazardous 
things. 1 tickled his no8/le, and once 
I'sailed right through his oyien mouth, 
ho snapping his jaws just after 1 was 
the other side of him. Once or twice 
the dear old ^llow' tried strategy. He 
would pretend suddenly to have fallen 


into a sound sleoji, hoping to catch mo 
that way, but naturally J saw the one 
eye open. I'in.-vlly I settled on the 
lower part of one of the window panes, 
lie rushed at it, atlemptotl to cnish me 
with his gloat fat paw, of course missed 
nio, but broke the window', cut bis jiaw', 
and no doubt later on got a sound 
lhr:i.sbing from bis master. 

.'\flcr tlial I went and plagued a boast 
of a yelhiw cat named Tubby Ochre, who j 
lay in front of the kitchen lire. This 
was perhaps more enjoyable than dog- 
baiting, for with a cat there is always 
an element of danger, and that makes 
it real sport. However, in spite of the 
snakiness and celerity of her inove- 
meiits, Tahby ()chi*e never got me, and 
f. left her in a deuce of a temper, say ing 
to iny.sclf, “ Heaven save tho mouse 
who comes her way within the next 
two hours.” 

1 thiiik that my country trip must 
havo done me more good than I 
imagined, I feel so well and tit and 
frolicsome to-day. 

1 decided 1 would now go back and 
cbaiT poor otil Hover. So to tho library, 
where, however, 1 found iiiuch bigger 
game. Asleep in a chair, with a book 
in his lap be is a well-known hook- 
lover- was my lord himself. Ho bad 
tho moat lovely bald head 1 havo ever 
hit upon. It is ^icrfectly sniooth and 
shiny. It is a.stonishiiig how bald heads 
vary. It is tho exception to lind one 
without a blemish. Borne of tiiem aro 
most miserablo objects, absolutely luck¬ 
ing in polish and with unexiiectcil 
hillocks springing up here and there, 
fitird lielchesterhus the perfect cranium 
one might exjiect from a man of his 
woalth and position. 1 bad Winter 
Sports on it —some of the finest skating 
and tobogganing that havo over come 
my way. My woixl, but my loixl did 
get angry! And what amused mo was 
that he was not a bit more clever at it 
than old Itovor. ]''i\ery now' and then 
ho gave himself a violent slap on tho 
head with his band, hoping 1 would go 
pfutt under it, but, of course, I always 
saw tho band coming, and ho must 
have got a sad head-ache. And he 
throw his valuable book at mo, missing 
mo but ruining the l)Ook. Finally he 
rang the lioll for his chief flunkoy'. 
“Yes, m’lord?” asked that gloomy 
functionary'. “ (ilandei-s, kill that 
fly," said bis lordship. “Very well, 
m'iord,” 8.iid (Handers. That made 
mo feel quite iiiqiortaut. 1 was flat- 
toml that this gorgeous and dignified 
^lei-sonago should bo told oft to havo a 
game with me, and I gave Glanders 
a givat time. Ho fell over a eliair, 
broke two valujyble Chiny vases, and 
finally when, out of sheer devilry', I 
settled for a second on tho bald head 


again, ho lost his, and brought a hand 
down on my loi-d’s pate with sooh 
force that the pompous ass was dis* 
missed on tho spot.' Then, as the 
game was licginning to pall on me, I 
tlcw' out of the window', through the 
hole Hover had made, roaring with 
laugiitcr, into the sunshine. 

Ill the open, as I flow along, 1 incdi* 
lated on men and their ways. How 
impotent they aro! Size is by no 
means everything. Wiiy, these stupid 
giants cannot even walk on tho ceiling 
or crawl up a wall. Tho smug self- 
sat isfactioii of men amuses* me when¬ 
ever I think of it. I i-oally believe they 
cuiiKider themselves our suporioi's. 

While I was pondering those things 
r sudilenly iicanl a voice behind mo 
cry, “ Why, it’s licslic! How aro you, 
dear? 1 haven’t seen you for ages." 

I turned round and saw Mditha, an old 
flame of mine, of whom I luul tiled 
long ago. I looked at her and xvon- 
dered how' 1 could over have liecii in 
love with her. She had fine eyes, it is 
true, but handy legs, anti altogether 
she louktsi a duwd; one of her wings 
was actually in holes. “Do go aw'ay, 
please,” I said, “ I don't want to l )0 
intcmipted. 1 nm thinking.” With a 
sigh sho droppetl liehind. JiOrd, how 
she has lost her looks! And to think 
that she was once known as “Tim 
Merry Witlow ”! I'oor thing! What 
is them about me, I w'oiider, tliat 
makes mo so confoundedly' attractive 
to the other sex? I suppose they like 
me heeauso I am such a daie-dovil. 
SI ill, it has iis advantages. It enables 
me to pick and clioosu, and, if it w'ero 
not that these lines may fall into tho 
hands of tho young, I could tell a tale 
or tw'o of amours low and high. 

('/’o be continuetl.) 


AT A MATKIMONIAL AGENCY. 

{Meeting after Correspondence.) 

“ Hk conics; a wild, costatic thrill 
Coiuniinos my lioart, and sudden fire 
Burns in a chock unravishod still- - 
Can this bo William Joims, Esquire? ’’ 

“ So sho is thci'C, and I must take 
Her hand in mine and say tho word. 
But must I'/ There is some mistake. 
Can this bo Arabella Bird?" 

O married life of mutual doubt I 
O secret shame I Forbear to laugli, 
Since each had sinned in sending out 
Another person's photograph. 


“'J'his ceremony coiicludod, lea w.A 3 taken 
iu the shady Fellows' gurdcu." 

Daily Tetcgra]tJi. 

In our pupillary state wo always had 
our suspicious of these Fellows. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The Pot of Basil which Mr. Bbbmabd Capes has produced 
with the assistance of Messrs. Constable is the sort of 
plant which should thrive on idle summer lieaches. Perhaps 
you will be pleasantly intrigued (as I was) to meet on an 
early page and anything more than a hundred and fifty 
years a^o a brave equipage lumbering up the high road 
containing a handsome gentleman in uncustomary suit of 
solemn but costly black. Very well then. This is an 
Archduke incognito. And lo I at a turn of the ^ass appears 
a vision of delight, apparently just a casual fair maiden of 
the place in ditficidties about a water-lily, but really the 
destined princess, Isabella, gi-anddaughter of Louis XV. 
of France and daughter of Phiup, Duke of Pabha. And 
of course the Archduke must needs send a deputy to do his 
wooing, one Tiretia, an honourable soUier-courtior with a 
very pratty light tenor voice and a troubadour’s gift of 
improvisation, a sort of cross between Charles Wogan and 
Pooh. Follows the inevitable teagio consequence, aided by 
wretched mischances and very thorough and rather incredible 
and insufficiently motived villainy on the one part and an 
ingenuous huA of suspicion on the other. Mr. Cafes is an 
aeea s t m ned vmaveir of romances. Pmdiapa custom has staled 
ills fbnn.a liUile. I doubt if he would tmoe have ttmi^ht 
that anyone even in the seventeen-siEtfes would say, “ Hark 
to that ohink. .Gaspare I A double silvffdueatto line your 
ddbteadhes vAthilr* And ]»am inclined to'wirii that he 
had. not .abflaen a..pot of basil in wbidi to boU up the 


unhappy authentic ingredients of his romance, for the basil 
need have had nothing to do with the case and seemed 
forced rather than pleasantly fanciful. But Mr. Capes is 
nothing if not allusive and one understands his temptation. 

The Scarlet Pimpernel, you may be glad to hear, is at it 
again. He was, I fancy, too profitable a servitor of the 
Baroness Okc/.y to be allowed to remain permanently in re¬ 
tirement, however well-earned. His reappearancqshonld be 
for everyone’s benefit, especially since it shews him engaged 
upon such an excellent adventure os that set out in Eldorado 
(Hoddeb and Stoughton). This time his objective is the 
rescue of the Dauphin. ** Could I, or anyone else, doubt for 
a moment that sooner or later your roinantio hero would 
turn his attention to the most pathetic sight in the whole 
of Europe—the child-martyr in the Temple prison ? ” asks 
one of the characters in an early chapter. Of course not; 
no more could-the Pimpernel’s enonnous public. So it is 
well that their confidence has been rewarded. No one at 
this time of day will be astonished to learn that the mission 
is a triumphant success, and the little prince safely smuggled 
over the frontier; for your Pimpernel is not the man to be 
checked by so trifling an obstacle as historical accuracy. 
The future course of events with the child is not indicated. 
What is of far more importance is that the tale shoi/Ai 
Sir James Blakeney at his delightfal best—witty, debonair, 
and so resourceful that evmi when things look darkest the 
reader can rest upon the comfortable assonance that idl 
will come right in the end. There were moments when, 
but for this conviction, my own optimism would have been 















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[AuotBT 13, I913t 


sorely tried. Still I ought to have guessed that the example of the compressed imd unexpected^ 3%et8 is a 
bandaged ruffian was really Mr. Fbed Teriiv —mean the certain movement and fantastic vitality about this writer's 
Pimpernel —in disguise, l^causo this sort of thing has work even when, as in several of the evimples rfSlleoted 
happened before. That I didn’t is my tribute to a breathless, in this volume, it is brimful of defects of matter and faults 
improbable and most entertaining story. of stylo. And vitality is, after all, a bettor thing than,. 

- ilawlessness. 


improbable and most entertaining story. 

Thera was once, you may rcinoinber, a gentleman naniecl 
Steunb who wrote a Irook called A Hentimental Journry. 


" Hiiiulrcds of men,” says Mr. S. E. WitiTE, in The Zand 


persons is that they all wrote books of easy-going travel, refrained from disparaging huntor-authora in general, an 
and (which is the strange thing) wrote them in very much invidious task to which ho devotes the first chapter *of his 
the same style. Tliere appears indeed to bo a Common book. But apart from this error of judgment J have only 
Form in these matters. The latest exponent of it is one fault to nnd with him, and it is tliat ho rafors to his 
Mr. WifitiiAM Caine, whoso liook The New Foresters comrades as B., C. and F. This raticenco may have been 
(Nirbkt) is not only an interesting study for the stylist, obligatory, but all the same I can never protend to a very 
but incidentally us entertaining a record as you could desire human intorast in a man who is cut down to a mere 
to rood. Mr. Caine, being, as is clearly apparent, of the initial; and when I was told that ” B. had not yet killed 
stufi' of which adventurers are made, has hit upon a bright his lion, so the shot was his,” I confess that my concern 
idea. Perceiving that.-- ---- 1 about the issue was largely 


idea. Perceiving that, 
motors and their attendant 
dust have rendered high¬ 
road caravanning a humi¬ 
liation and torture not will¬ 
ingly to be endured, ho 
detiumined with his wife to 
explore only such sidetracks 
as woro impossible to the 
Destroyers. To this end, 
having secured a small cart 
and a moderately reason¬ 
able ass, ho starM upon a 
leisurely tour of tho Now 
Forest, with such results ns 
tti'e hei'o set down. It is a 
book that any fool can 
enjoy nnd chuckle over; 
hut to tho choice company 
who love the Forest and 
its enchanting villages as a 
man may loi% good ale, or 
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academic. On the other 
hand 1 found unqualified 
virtue elsewhere in Mr. 
White's reticeuco. lie has 
not revelled in details of 
indiscriminato slaughter. 
If I happened to bo a 
Orant’s gasolle, a Newman’s 
liartcliocslo, or a lessor kudu 
and had to bo hunted, 1 
should esteem it a privilege 
to bo pursued by such an 
unbloodthirsty s^iortsman us 
tho author of The Land of 
Footprints. It ismorotbana 
thrilling stoiy of adventure, 
for Mr. White shows that 
ho is a man of brood sym¬ 
pathies and uudorstandiDg, 
who not only can deal suc¬ 
cessfully with primitive 
tribes like the Kikuyus, 
Monumwer.is and Wakam- 
If Memha Hasa and Fundi 


.u.,, ..Cas, MV •Kiihkht nMim 'kiik. Miu7 'K ain't uot no ■» *»*»« 

a mistress, or the a}>plos L.Qg^(,j,„^ ,j,. ly ,jy coi,r.An ani> 'jh cor.r.iuus cap on.” I tribes like the Kikuyus, 

that grow in a certain--■.-1 Monumwer.is and Wakam- 

oroham near Minstcod (I hod to put that in), it will bo a bas, but really knows them. If Memha Hasa and Fundi 
pure delight. I should like to quote from almost cvoiy ever hapi^icii to come my way 1 shall feel that on their 
chapter. What more could one say ? Buy it at once. side tho ceremony of introduction has already been most 

-^ pleasantly perfoimod. - 

Bioimrd Dbhan's ” method hardly lends itself to short - 

story w’riting. It notHls tho elbow-room which it (and I) In my experience there are two kinds of satisfaction to be 
emphatically enjoyed in Helireen Tiro Thieves. The Head- derived from a good detective story. One is a sense of 
quarter Itecruit (IIbinem.vnn) is, I am afraid, a sheaf of not triumph when you have spotted the winning clue and find 
very notably inspired or diverting pot-boilers, and their that you are right; the other a sense of relief following the 
autnor is loss concerned with proliabilitics of situation nnd solution of a mystery that has left you baffiod till the last, 
character than any 1 have the honour to bo acquainted page. In The Widoio’s Necklace (Duckwobtr) Mr. Ebnbst 
with. The stoi'ies sot out, for tho most part, on a gay Davies gives a taste of both kinds. Without clai min g any 
Kiplingesqne note of genial allusivcnoss, but tho plausibility very deep skill in detection 1 was able to guess pretty early 
of that imroit model is not at command. Besides, “ his in the story how the theft was accomplished, and I fm 
horses, his dogs, his guns, his hunters w’ore discussed and continually desirous of kicking the slow official Meath 
redisoussod by men at clubs, in Fleet xvnrd-rooras and because ho didn’t guess, too. I also had a correct suspicion^ 
garrison mess-rooms; ” ” the ^jutant said in a tone that not, I confess, unclond^ by one or two incorrect ones, eg 


ingredlonts for the wholesale manufacture of fiction. But in the samo position. 

“ The Fourth Volume," the story of the wife whb married ■"inn i r^ — ; 

on his death-bed the hussar who hod broken his book the ntii the e^ptslawm bi.lH^^.-iMia’Sliotab« 
a-huntins is. straniiMy enouMi, os short and as ingenious yards <m the ^teen at 

le could jleaire; quite « satisfutory WehuTPof^kllt^ o$ie^V»'c|fSt|Ji£t^^^ 


a-hunting it, stra 
in constniotion 


Us-bi^ialiot slwut lifi 
Cirq|ijfow.d4lvfn((Mr,.. 
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CHARiVARIA. 

A TOPiCAii tojLtch was given to the pro- 
ceoding»of tliouongressby ])r. Walsh, 
wiio, in a paper winch he read, under¬ 
took tlie while-washing ot IjI’Chkzia 
i3oRn(A. ^ 

V 

In view of the present pretty custom 
of suggesting that a Cabinet Minister is 
mixed u)) in eveiy scandal of the du\% it | 
soomsalmost uncanny that no onesliould j 
have hinted darkly 
at the possibility of Mr. 

IIkuiikrI' Samukj/s 
having purloined llio 
famous j)earl necklace, 
wiiich is admitted to 
have been consigned bv 

Mr. IlAr.i, Caink 
announces that his new 
book lias benn coin- 
incndcd by tlio Arch¬ 
deacon of Wksx- 
MiNSTKii, Archdeacon 
SlNCT.ATlt, Sir ])AYin| 

.loNKS, Mr. Wii.iJVM 
Canton, llio llov. 
l'’alhor .Iav, and Sister 
MUiDitKO. May wo add 
that ono of our aunts 
,alsu liked it, while Miss 
KfTio Smith (of ISalham) 
has written to say that 
she thinks it lovely and 
so interesting V 

During the last week 
of the lioyal Aciulemy 
I'lxhihilion si.xjienee was 
charged for admission. 

Several visitors ex¬ 
pressed the opinion that 
it was well worth tlie 
money. ^ 


human shores ‘ as ‘cold ablation’ with¬ 
out a blush, and under circumstances 
that called for groat accuracy.” The 
classic instance, however,. of such 
]apso3 is Kkatk’s “puro ablution,’' a 
slip which remained uncoiTCCted not 
only during the poet’s lifetime, but 
down to the appeaiiince of 'T/ie II 
p/ Kn^lish. f. 

As a result of invo^ligations into 
the sanitary conditions of the French 



TriM UNSKASONAUIiK NUT. 

Stiiif. “ Wu.ernvKR Aim tiiusk tmATimas doixii?” 

Kvt. "Oil, I MUST HAvn loiiuoTCKti TO TASK 'r.ii OUT or ii'c rocKr.r Ainr.ii 
I LAST Hondav’s shoot." 


Suffragettes tried im- 
succossfuily to burn 
down the llighcr Umdc 
Schools at Button-in- 

Ashfield last week. Wo understand that', Chainlicr of Deputies it has Iweii dis-j Cjioiithobridegroom’sljoxingthohride's 


Visitors to Pourville have bgpn pffi- 
cially forbidikm “ to carry away in any 
vessel or receptacle any quantity of sou 
water except by sjiecinl licence." The 
local look - tiji sliould lie badly over- 
crowdeil on the first rough day by 
bathei-s who have inadvertently swal¬ 
lowed some of the precious liquiil.' 

A short way with jioets! A prisoner, 
up before Kir. lIoitACK Smith (himself a 
poet) last week, asked him to road a poem 
, ho had written. The 
niagistruto road ono 
verse, and then son- 
Icncod the prisoner to 
three inonths'imprison- 
nieiit ill default of tind- 
iiig two sureties for his 
good behaviour. 

'J'he news that in the 
excitement ot a cricket 
muleh a Isii'ds youth 
who had heeii dumb for 
ton yi'ars regained his 
s|M'ee.h (loos not siirpriso 
ns. Wo have heard the 
most reticent iiian wo 
know say quite a lot at 
the wickets when the 
hall hit him sharply on 
the little linger. 


"AVicvit’s Moii\i.,” 
announced a panigra)ih 
in Tlir Pa ill/ Mail. 
" 1 >oar, dear! i lave wo 
come to this?” com¬ 
mented an old lady, "A 
vicar with only ono 
moral!" , , 

At a ball that fol¬ 
lowed a rustic w’mlding 
t he of her day, llioro was 
a violent quarrel ixi- 
twoon tho bride and 
hridogroom owing to tho 
lady’s dancing several 
tinios with her bim- 
baiid's forinor rival. 


this will proA’o to bo the firet ot a series 
of attempts to gain tho support ot tho 
rising goiicratiou. 

tit 

" .Among Messrs. London, Weekes & 
Co.’s most rocont publications is an 
offoctive setting of Tennyson’s ini- 
morlal' Break, Break, Break.’ ” This 
should have an encouraging circulation 
among the militants. 

Saj-s tho author of T/tc Writin;i of 
English, just published in tho Homo 
University Jjibrary:—“So precise a 
person ns Matthew Arnold niisqnotos 
jt^ts’s 'Pure ablation round earth’s 


covered that on occasions tbero are leal's, the guests thrashed him and throw 
70,000 inicrolMis thcro to the cubic yard, j him mil. Among tho superstitious poas- 
The scandal of this overcrowding is to antry tho incident islookoduiionasabnd 


be taken up at once by tho local Society 
for the Protection of Animals. 

Tho gentleman who wrote to a eon- 
tcmiiorni'y last week from Saffron 
Waldon to announce that three degi’ces 
of frost wore registered there on the 7th 
of August did, after all, servo a nsoful 
pui'poso. A forgetful editor, wo aro 
informed, on reading tho nows, sud¬ 
denly remembered that he ought to bo 
making arrangements at once for his 
Christmas Numlier. 


omen.iind Hie wiseacres aropropliosyiiig 
that the marriage will not lio a success. 

The Itev. Canon M. M. tkixch and 
Mrs. FFi.NX'K celebrated their golden 
wedding at Northileot, Kent, last week. 
Wo congratulate those llove-bbirds. 


The Kew Obesity Cure. 

" ]{ Kieliaril , fit toiler, will <x>miiiuiii- 
cnlo w'itli 'I'hoK. - - lio will ht-nr of sonic- 
tliing to iii-> udviuitiigi'." • 

AJvl. in “ f.ivfi/mol Kchi." 


vor. rxr.v. 
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' KAISER WILHELM TO KING CAROL. 

(On the conclusion of Peace.) 

Good KAnu, your second loyal wire to hand, 
AcknowIed{{ing receipt of Ours and sending 
A furtiier trihuto to the brain that planned, 

]3y just allolinont of another’s land. 

This aniicablo ending. 

Telegrams, as you know, Wo’ve sent Ijoforo, 
Throwing, at wcll-Helecled points of time, light 
On Our supremacy as Lord of War, 

And now this now one gives Us hiwk once nioro 
A place within llio limelight. 

For, frankly. Wo liavo been for many a day 
(Wo who wore horn Iho cynosiiro of nations) 
I'leiipscd by this loud talk of Fowaud Grev, 

How ho was always, in his tactful way. 

Saving Iho situations. 

Yes, Wo have boon bored stiff; Wo could not hear 
Thoso tedious talcs of how ho kei)t liis head on. 
Calming tlio others when they lost their hair. 

And, by his cool iiohavioiir in the Cliair, 

Foslponiiig Armageddon. 

But now Iho public Wo so long have missed 
Acclaim Us as Tlio Man Who Made the Treaty— 
Not as they mako ’em at St. James’s tryst. 

But bearing on its faco Our final list, 

German and mailed and meaty. 

And, if some monarch-- rival or ally— 

Thinks to revise Our work a little later, 

"Stetl” is our comment; “let it standi" Wo cry; 
“Bnough to know (without the reason why) 

It has Our imprimalarV' 

Thus WitiUiAM Kaikkk is himself again. 

Halo on brow, suporb in shining show-wear; 

Onco more Our picstigo, slightly on tlio wane, 
Bolriovos its former bulk and swells amain. 

And Buwaiid Gukv is nowhere. O. S. 

THE PATRIARCHAL DRAMA. 

Tiik statement that, at the beginning of Sir }{i<;niiKKT 
Bkkhhoum Tuee’s Biblical play, Jacob (whom our great 
histrionic epigrammatist is to imporsouato) will bo eighty- 
six years of ago, and at the end one hundred and six, has 
caused a flutter in centenarian circles, for hitherto the stage 
has paid very littlo attention to very o'.d men. But, since 
every new dramatic departure finds instant imitators, Mr. 
Clarkson has ali-cody laid in a large stock of venerable wigs 
and beards. __ 

Sir Herbert’s modus operandi for getting ago into 
him is most interesting. In his charming villegtjiatum 
ho has htxni busy for some weeks on a monograph of 
Old Paur, which is said to bristio with good things; ho 
has exchanged his magnificent limousine for a bath-uhair; 
and his constant companion is a copy of l)e Seucctule. So 
great has been his success, at any rafo superficial success, 
that in the towns he passes through in his quaint conveyance 
he is dolugpd with old-age pensions. 

Thera is no truth in tho rumour that Sir Herbert has 
consented, in deference to tho wishes (or threats) of tho 
W.S.P.U., to let the coloui's of Joseph's coat be purple, 
green and white. 


In giving Potiphar's wife the name of _ Zuleika, Sir 
Herbert has again displayed his marvellous ingenuity and 
readiness. “What shall wo call her?” |tfr. Louis N. 
Parker asked one day at rehearsal. Quick as lightning 
came tho reply, “ Call her Zuleika.” Any other man would 
have thought for hours and then have done worse. “Or, 
As you Like Her” has been suggested as a sub-title to tho 
play; but Sir Herbert is against it. 

The pit used by Joseph's cniel brethren in tho great 
desert scene will bo suppluxl by Thapi> and Co. 

As wo go to press w’o learn that tho sprightly piece Id ho 
entitled Methuselah, which was confidently expected from 
Mr. Bourciiier, is not to bo produced before 21 G;i, owing 
to tho tlioruughncss of that actor's methods. 


THE NEW INTERVIEWING 

(With nchiowledgmcnts to “ The Ohservr,") 

Anxious to glean some infomiatioii reganling the forth¬ 
coming production ut tho Novelty Tlieatro <.f Mr. G. 
Hcrnsliaw’s miicli-canviisseil play, The. (lirl from the Niger, 
our ropresentativo csillod iipoTi tlio famous manager, Mr. 
Garville Mankcr, and put a few loading quest ions to him. 

“Touching The (.lirl from the Niger - ” began our inkr- 
viewer in an inviting tone. 

“ Who’s touching her?” inr|uircd Mr. Banker. 

“--may I ask wliethcr it is intondcil to give a realistic 
stage-picture of tho Wc-.t .African interior? ” 

“ You may,” was tho encouraging reply. 

“Of course tho iwpular legend may provide tho sidistanco 
of the story, or it may merely bo treated in an allegorical 
fashion ? ” it was suggested. 

“ Thera ara thoso alternatives,” said Mr. Banker. 

“ And I Bupfiose you do not intend to introduce a real 
tiger on the stage? ” 

“ Do you ? ” 

“If an allegorical treatment is adopted,it is possible 
that tho tiger may be designed to represent tlio retribution 
that follows upon tho prevailing feminine follies of the 
age ? ” insinuated our representative. 

“ The won! ‘ possible ’ covci-s every eventuality that 
may present itself to the imagination,” replied the talented 
itnjmcsario. 

“ I>o you think that an author should produce his own 
plays, or that a professional producer slioidd bo universally 
employed? "-was the noxCquestion. 

“ I don’t think,” ropliod Mr. Banker. 

“ Does Mr. Bornshaw agree with your revolutionary 
stage methods ? ” 

“ [’m afraid wo shall have some rain after all,” said Mr. 
Banker, rising and peering anxiously out of tho window. 

“ I presume-” 

" Quito so, you do.’’ 

“ And one would like to know how many scones thcro 
will be, and who are to act in tho play, and whether the 
incidental music will bo of Nigerian oiigin ? ” 

At this stage of tho interview, however, Mr. Banker 
lapsed into a contemplative silence, first toying with some 
papers, then looking at his watch, and finally ringing tlie 
bell. Concluding that little further information was to bo 
obtained in this quarter and hearing a heavy footstep on 
tho staiis, our ixipresentativo took his departure. 

But to one who has known what it is to interview an 
actor-manager like 8ir Herbert Tree about a forthcoming 
production and to revel in the fine, free, generous manner 
in which ho keeps nothing back which ho feels tho public 
I ought to know—oh, what a difference 1 
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THE GOLDEN SILENCE. 

CoNsciENTioca M.P. •• I’M AFBAID I SHAN’T RUALLY BE EARNING MY PULL S/ALARY* 
THIS YEAR WITH NO AUTUMN SESSION.” 

PATMASTEn Boll {weary with legislation). “DON’T YOU WORRY ABOUT THAT. YOU GO AND 
TAKE A NICE LONG HOLID.\Y; THE COUNTRY NEEDS IT.’' 
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Malcl {Iryiiig her first story—tlu) latest from the Junior Alalanta Sinoldnj-room oti Auiitk), " D'vou sr.i: Tin: roiM".’" 
Auntie, “If it’s what I xniSK it is, I Dosi'T." 


ONCE UPON A TIME. 

*' East, West, IIajik’s Best.” 

Once upon a tiino thoi-c Avas a liltlo 
{•Irl AvliO was taken to the Eoo by lior 
fatlior. Her falbcr’s tastes wore Avliolly 
scientific; bo paid live guineas a year 
for the privilege of forgetting to give 
away Sunday tickets; bo could add 
E./.S. to liis namo if bo liked; and 
when bo wont in bo asked for a pen, 
instead of paying a sbilling liko inferior 
follc. But tlio littlo girl was curiously 
UBinored by tlio world's strange fauna, 
whether olopbants or snakes, and tlio 
result was that she followed listlessly 
and fatigued at her father's heels 
throughout the expedition, while with 
eager eyos ho scratinised this odd 
creature and that, from the very post- 
impressionist mandril by tlio Circle 
gate even to the distant and incredible 
camelopards. 

The little girl, I say, was listless and 
fatigued—with the exception of hvo 
moments. For it chanced that as lliey 
walked in solemn procession through 
the house of tho ostriches and tlio 
emus and various cassowaries, each of 
whom is named after his discoverer, 
they came to tho Patagonian Cavy, and 


the little girl, loitei'ing at his bars, 
uttered a gasp of delight, for tiicre, 
all unconcerned and gre^y, sat a tiny 
English mouse, eating grain. 

It looked at her with its hriliianl 
eyes, and nihhlod as though there were 
only two minutes of all tiiiio loft for 
refreshment; .and, socuro in tlio know¬ 
ledge of tlio dividing hai’S, it refused 
even to blink Avhen sho flicked her hand 
at it. Sho never saw tho Patiigonian 
Cavy at all. 

" What is it ? What is it ? " her 
father impatiently inquired. 

“Kush," sho said. “Bo come back 
and look at this darling littlo mouse.” 

“Pooh—a mouse,” said her father, 
and so strode ou, eager to reach I he 
elusive aportyx. But not yet could he 
do so, for at tho very next compartment, 
after sho had dmggod herself all un¬ 
willing from this one, tho little girl 
stopp^ again, and again was absorbed, 
not however in contemplation of the 
Itcd-bollied Wallaby which resided 
there and hod been brought at great 
expense many thousands of miles h'om 
Australia for hoc honctit, but of the half- 
dozen liondon sparrows Avhich fought 
and scrambled and gourmandized in 
tho Wallaby’s food tin. 


“ Well,” said her mollier when the 
little girl returned, “ and what did you 
SCO that pleased you liost?” and the 
littlo girl mentioned tlin mouse and tho 
sparrows, hut chiefly tho mouse. 

And AAhat of llio inoiiso? “You 
may call youi’solf a I’lilagonian Cavy," 
ho remarked later in the evening, “hut 
it doesn’t follow that you 're everybody. 
Bid you notice a little girl with a blue 
hoimet this afternoon ? .fust after tea- 
time‘Z The one iliat calk'd her father 
hack to have another look? Well, 
iM'ing a pour lienightcd Patagonian, you 
don’t, of course, know what sho said, 
hut it wasn't what you think it was, 
oh dear no. What she said was, ‘Bo 
comu hack and look at this ilarling littlo 
mouse,’ which meivly,” tho mouso 
concluded, “again illustratos an old 
contention of mino that tho familiar 
can often givo points to the startling.” 

“'I'ho l.iRt gonccal election appe,Tra to have 
been in October, WIO. 'J'ho Constitution pro- 
lidc'S for elections every two yearn, so that, did 
a normal state of things exist, they ought,to 
lake plaeo in a rouplc of inoiillisf It may, of 
course, bo pleaded, with soiiio plausibility, 
that the condition is not normal.“— Times. 

It is more likely to ho pleaded that tho 
arithmetic is not normal. 
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Teuton (on Icing told it is too rough to bathe). “ y<iu KNtii.lsn 


A TRAGEDY OF THE SEA. 

William Halos-as nice a young 
man as ever wore a cuniinorbunil on an 
esplanade—was in despair. l‘’or half- 
an-hour he and Miss Sprall had boon 
silling in silence on the pier, and it was 
slill William’s turn to say something. 
Miss Spralt's last remark had been, 
“ Ob, Mr. Bales, you do say things! ” 
and Willi.am felt that his next observa¬ 
tion must at all costs live up to the 
standanl set for it. Three or four 
times he had o])eucd his mouth to 
speak, and then on second Ihouglits 
had rejected the intended utterance as 
unworthy. At the end of balf-an-hour 
his mind was still working fruitlessly. 
Ho knew that the longer ho waited 
tho more brilliant he would have to 
be, and he told himself that even 
Bebnabd Shaw or one of those clever 
writing fellows would have boon hard 
put to it now. 

William was at odds with tho world. 
Ho was a romantic young man who 
had onoo been told that ho nearly 
looked like Lewis WaIiUBB when ho 
frowned, and he had resolved that his 
holiday this year should bo a very 
dashing affair indeed. He had chosen 
the sea in the hopes that some old 


gontlcmnn would fall off tho ])ier and 
let himself bo saved by -and, later 
on,photogra))hcd with - -William Bides, 
who in a subscejuent interview would 
mcHlostly refuse to take any credit for 
tho gallant rescue. As his holiday hud 
progressed ho hiul felt tho need fur 
some such old gentleman more and 
more; for only thus, ho realised, could 
ho capture tho heart of tho wayward 
Miss Spratt. But so far it luul l>con 
a dull season; in a whole fortnight 
nobody bud gone nut of liis way to 
oblige William, and to-morrow he must 
return to tho City as unknown and as 
unloved as when lie loft it. 

“ Got to go back to-morrow," ho said 
at last. As an impromptu it would 
havo served, but as tho result of half- 
an-hour’s earnest tliought ho felt that 
it did not do him justice. 

“ So you said before," remarked Miss 
Spratt. 

“ Well, it's still tnio." 

“Talking about it won’t help it," 
said Miss Spratt. 

William sighed and looked round tho 
pier. There was an old gentleman 
fishing at the end of it, his book turned 
invitingly to William. In half-an-honr 
he had caught one small fish (which 
he had had to return as under the age 


limit) and a bunch of seaweed. William 
felt tliat hero was a wasted lifo; a lifo, 
how<wcr, which a sudden kick and a 
heroic rescue by W. Bales might yet 
do something to justify. At tho 
Baddingloii Baths, a month ago, ho 
hail won a plate-diving competition; 
and though llicro is a differenco hotwoon 
diving for plates and diving for old j 
gentlemen ho was prepared to waive it. 
Uno kick and then .... Fame! And, 
not only Fame, but the admiration of 
Angelina Spratt. j 

11 was pcriiaps us well for tho old 
gentleman who was really quite 
worthy, and an hour later caught a full- 
si/o<1 whiting—that Miss Spratt spoke 
at this moment. 

“ Well, you ’re good company, I must 
say," sho obscrveil to William. 

“ft’s so hot," said William. 

“ You can’t say I asked to come 
here." 

“ Ijot’s go on tho beach,” said 
William desjicratoly. " Wo can find a 
shady cave or something.” Fate was 
against him; there was to be,no rescue 
that day. 

“ I 'in sure I’m agteoablo," said Miss 
Spratt. 

They walked . in siloneir along tho 
beach, and, rounding a corner of tho 
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ITtmselohler (having suMufd burgUtr with iliscnnled golf cluh). “H’mI That’s tiih kihst tuik 1'vk KVKit hkai.i.y i.ikk.d that 
CT.GGK I ” 


TWO OF A TRADE. 

Thu luotnonl: Charles MorcdiUi 
entered our Temple flat, just after wc 
had iinished our lunch, I Knew that ho 
was in trouble and meant to carry it oil' 
lightly. Uis face gave him away to 
those who, liko myself, knew him well. 
Knowing, moreover, my Marjorie’s 
fatal gift of spotting my unconfessed 
wickednesses, and her deadly habit of 
not allowing me lo carry them oil 
lightly, having also sulTered much from 
odious comparisons between myself and 
this same Charles Meredith, I looked 
forward to a pleasant ten minutes or so. 
But I ought to have known that I am 
never verjr far out of trouble myself 
when Marjorie and trouble are about. 

“ 1 have come up to apologise to you, 
Ml'S. Shelley,’* said lie. 

I waved a kindW hand at liim. 
“ Don’t mention it,” I said airily; " all 
is forgiven.” 

Marjorie said she would endorse this 
view, if she knew what the trouble was. 
I begged Charles, as being the only 
person who did know, to tell her. 

After some hesitation, Charles began: 
” The fact is that a long, long time ago 
an uncle and aunt of mine fixed this 
week-end for their annual visit.” 

*' If they are anything like my ancles 


and .aunts,” said 1, “it seems that you dcspaichcd to you, which got lost in 
are entitled lo the apologies.” transit. It was to the effect that llic 


entitled lo the apologies.” transit. It was to the effect that the 

Wo daro not put thetn off,” said Merediths would Ikj «lelightcd if wo 
Charles, “ and wo have only one spare- would spend the week-end in their 
room.” Surjoy homo. The week in question 


1 had suddenly the instinctive feeling wouhl have started ending to-morrow, 
of having not done something which 1 1 hclievo. But now, sitico the uncle 
ought to have done. Was it possible and aunt have unhappily intervened, 
that Charles had given me a rnossago shall we disperse without mfurring 
for my wife which my wife had never again to the melancholy affair ? ” 
received? My woret fcare wore realized “ lloally, .lohn,” Marjorie Itogan (I 

when Charles proceeded to inform us suffer more from “ really ” than from 
that his wife bitterly regretted having any other word in the dictionary). And 
to put us off'. “ Ijot us,” I said hastily then to Charles, “ Why, I ought to 
to Charles, remembering now exactly have written to Mrs. Meredith days ago 
what the message was that I had to thank her lor asking us, for of course 
omitted to deliver—“ let us go hack to wo should have lovwl to como. Of 
our respective chamhers and resume coume it doesn’t iiiattcr a bit about 
oar wore. It is high time, very high putting us oft', and it was awfully kiwi of 
time, that we were forgetting our you Ixith to have thought of asking us. 
respective wives and devoting the But what docs worry mo is what she 
whole of our great minds to tho affairs will think . . . really, .John.” 
of others.” “ What, again?” 1 said. But Mar- 

Marjorie got between mo and the joric’s face hud now assumed the 
door. " But us off what? ” she asked, familiar I-wish-I-had-married-some- 
" Didn’t ho tell you‘/’’asked Charles, body-else expression, 
pointing an accusing finger at mo. “But that doesn’t matter in the 

I interrupted. “ If you ask mo .. .” least,” said Charles, with grcaj, hoarti-, 
Marjorieinterrupted. “1 was asking ness. 

Mr. Meredith. Yes, Mr. Meredith?” “ But it does matter,” said Marjorie, 

“ If you ask me,” I continued, “ ho with so much more that Charles’s 
probably didn’t, hut ho will do so now. bosom obviously buret witli ^de in 
Some little time ago a raossago was his own generosity. “ You ’ would 
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WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HiS BEST. 


llt'MIl.IM'IMi IMHniuN 01' llU'ICIsIt WHO ItKACIIKII TIIK l.IillT OP HIM I’OWKItR IN SWIMMINO 10 'I'lll': UIVINO-RM’!'. 


ncviT Irc.it jour wifo in Huh otT-liaiui 
way.’’ 

“ Yes, jc'H,” Mild Cliiiiios. “ I mwin, 
no, no.” 

Marjorie 1 didn’t mind kIio is my 
fate and is, no doubt, fjood for me—but 
there came to bo tliat element in'the 
attitude of Charles wliicli ftave me to 
think that ho was easily carricsl away. 
“ .\nd now," ho said finally, arming mo 
towards my own exit, “ we ouglit to ho 
getting haek to work. Come along, 
jou, John.’' 

^^y next I'eniark may not Iwar the 
impress of startling intelligence, yet it 
was the elevcrcst 1 have over made in 
my life. " Marjorie,” it nvn, “ you 'll 
have to write to Mrs. Merodith and 
explain.” 

Charles waved tho suggestion airily 
aside. “Don't you trouble to do anj' 
such thing,” said he. 

Now this Charles and I, friends 
though we he, have met as bitter op¬ 
ponents in tho forum at any rate 
sufliciently often for mo to know when 
ho is in ^ hole and is trying to jump 
out of it. 

“ Write she must,” said I, firmly. 

“ Write she must not,” said Charles. 

“ Oh, yes,*” said I. 

“ Oh, no,” said Charles. 


Cliai'les turned to Marjorie, hrusliing 
me aside much as he does his learned 
friend on the other side in court, when; 
ho is endeavouring to honnee a judge. | 
“ f am sure j-ou will take it from me 
that there is no need to write.” 

l,on tho other hand, kept that silence 
which I always keej) when I tciiow 
that judgment is going to ho in my 
favour, however caustically pronounccil, 
*' 1 shall most certainly write to Mrs. 
Meredith and explain,” said Marjorie, 
“however incredibly monstrous the 
explanation may sound.” 

The aiTOganco of Charles colliipscil. 
“ I iKJg of you, as a favour to myself,” 
ho pleaded, “ to do no such thing.” 

" But why not ? ” asked Marjorie. 
“Because Charles has forgotten to 
toll Ml'S. Meredith that we were over 
asked," said I pleasantly; and to 
Charles, moro in sorrow than in anger, 
as I led him from tho room, "Beally, 
Charles . . . .” 


“ President Wilson has denounced tho' ‘ in¬ 
sidious lobbying' against Iroo wool in tho 
United States. 

A column of these insects, five miles wide 
and 18 miles long, is sweeping over the 
country .”—Sydnty Morning Herald. 

Help! 


THE MEHMAID'S TOT LET. 
Wnnx Summer suns have warmed 
tho sea 

To sixty-two or sixty-three, 

I saunter thither o'er the sand. 

My brindled costume in my hand. 

And find, as might have been foreseen, 
.\n occupant in each machine. 

While heavy booking in advance 
Indeiinitely queers my chance. 

Mermaidens through the ripples dash, 
Mermatrons also sport and splash. 
And, by the steps, a thought more 
dressed. 

Wait others eager to divest. 

However, sanguine on tho whole. 

In patience 1 possess my soul, 

For girls who wear such scanty kit 
Will soon slip out and into it. 

But other habits, cut and dried, 

Aro not so lightly laid aside. 

And ere 1 take my tardy turn 
This bitter, bedrock truth I learn . 


I learn 


Though garments to be donned or 
loosed 

To four or five have been teduoed, 
Woman takes root in her machine ■' 
As if she still wore seventeen. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(Extbactkd from thk Diary of Tody, M.P.) 

Home of Lords, Monday, August 11. 
—Ileard of potted plays. Regarded 
from point of view of frequenter of 
matinies, they are nothing compared 
with this afternoon's performance of 
Potted Bills. Oi'der of the Day con¬ 
tained as many as twenty-eight sepa¬ 
rate ri^oasures standing at various 
stages of progress, all bound to bo put 
through at current sitting. Bccogriisod 
that only possible way of accomplishing 
stupendous (ask was to meet an hour 
earlier then usual. Accordingly at 
quarter-post three Loiio Ciiancrllou 
took sent on Woolsack. Notice was 
taken that his constitutionally slim body 
bulged out in measure suggesting recent 
enjoyment of exceptionally lusty lunch. 
Explained later that those were amend¬ 
ments to Mental 1 )eficicncy Bill. Their 
total, including overflow, amounted to 
no fewer than ninety-one. 

Two front benches well filled. Below 
Gangway to right of Woolsack was 
hero and there a Bishop. Eor the rest, 
red leather bonchea were witli one ex¬ 
ception unoccupied, blxcoption had 
important consixpionces alTecting course 
of public business. The solitary un¬ 
official peer was Camimciidown, known 
L to his peoi'S as Convkuhation Oami'Kii- 
^nowN. Sobriquet accpiired vogue bo- 
canso so full is he of information, so 
eager to convey it, that wheio another 
would interpolate a sentence in Parlia¬ 
mentary conversation ho makes a 
speech. 

On the Onler Paper, amid battalion 
of Bills waiting to bo cartwl off to 
Statute Book, there stood in his name 
a question so voluminous that 
it would have sufficed loss gifted 
men for a treatise. I fad some¬ 
thing to do with alluring topic 
of Undeveloped lAind Duty. In 
the Commons the thing would 
have been treated as a question. 
Minister to whom it was ad¬ 
dressed would have read reply 
and there an end on’t. In the 
Lords innocent-looking question 
may, and frequently docs, lead 
to prolonged debate. 

For Oamvkbuown something 
of pathos underlay prosaic cir¬ 
cumstance of hour. Prorogation 
near at hand. This might be 
last opportunity of adding to 
long series of speeches with 
which during the Session he has 
ondeavouiod to enlighten un¬ 
sympathetic, sometimes inatten¬ 
tive, gatherings. Set to as fresh 
as if it were a brisk day in 
February instead of a languorous 
thunder-charged afternoon in 


August. Stbachir, so recently im¬ 
ported from the Commons as to bo still 
influenced by its methods, treated inter¬ 
polation as a question. Bead reply 
prepared by the Department ho repro- 
Bonts in the Jxirds. 



Mknto, Dekiciencv Amkndvksth. 
(fj'ml llAi.nANi;.) 

But for SkuiouM'I, ITouso might 
forthwith have got to business. Wlion 
one remombors historical scenb in the 
last century when tho first Viscount 
WoLMKii, called to tho Peorago by the 
death of tlio Euii of Si-mnouM-!, in¬ 
sisted on remaining in the Commons - - 
a revolutionary movement in which ho 
was backed up by two other older 
sons known at tho lime as Gkokor 
CunzoN and St. John Bhodiuck -his 
adaptation to later conditions is 
marvellous in its fulness. Come to bo 
ipcoguisod as ono of the most effective 
debaters on Front Opposition Bench. 



Day-dreams. 
(Lord Lanbdowse.) 


Jumped up now and said a few 
words having remote roforonco to 
Ltaiyu Grobur and his famous Budget. 
Thus encouraged, Campkuiiown posi¬ 
tively lUiMlo anotliur speech. Ciikwr, 
most courteous-mannered man that over 
led a ho()clcsa minority, thought it 
incumbent upon him to say a few’ 
words. Pretty to see how, standing at 
Table, lie, before opening his mouth, 
deliberately buttoned the frent of his 
coat, with obvious intent to discourage 
expansion of phrase. In this he suc¬ 
ceeded. 

When ho sat down tho scanty 
audience glanced anxiously ut Ixiiulor 
of Op()usition. Would ho think it neces¬ 
sary to follow lioadcr of tho House? 
Happily La.nkimiw.nr, dreaming of 
vcniurous sea-haunted Dorroen in far- 
off Kerry, not inclined to risk delay in 
reimhiug that haven of rest by blocking 
Bills with idle talk. Accordingly mode 
no move. Cami’kiidown rose again. 
Was ho on homu'opathic principle going 
to fill vacuum by reiterated vacuity? 
With sigh of relief was heard to ask 
leave to withdraw tho motion that hod 
served as a ]x;g for his diversion. 
lie(|uest hurriedly granted, aixl House 
went into Committee on Mental 
Deficiency Bill. 

Noble lords, looking at their watches, 
ffiund it was a quarter - past four. 
CAUi’RunowN luul s]iont for them the 
precious sixty minutes dearly bought 
by earlier hour of meeting. 

Husinfss dour. --Mora than a scoro 
of Bills coming up from tho Commons 
ilisposcd of. 

House of Commons, Con¬ 

sidering near approach to Prorogation 
and tho liiro of well-earned holiday, 
attendance at oixming of busi¬ 
ness this afternoon sutprisingly 
largo. Duo to foot that impor¬ 
tant statement on condition of 
affairs in tho East of Europe 
ox()ccted from Fobriun Brurr- 
TAHV. Opportunity provided by 
Second Betulingof Appropriation 
Bill, iqion which may bo dis¬ 
cussed all matters in tho heavens 
aliovo {e.g. insiifliciency of aero¬ 
planes), on tho earth beneath 
(tho Piccadilly flat) or in tho 
waters under the earth (lock of 
submarines^. 

On motion made, Edward 
Grrv rose and in studiously 
casual manner remarked, “ There 
is some information I should like 
to give tho Houso witli regard 
to foreign affairs which I thipk 
it certainly ought to have before 
it separates and on which it 
is necessary for me to make 
some explanation^” In this 
charactdnstic manner was in 





troduced a speech of profoundest in¬ 
terest not only at homo but abroad. 

If ever there was a time when 
liiibitually iinpro;;nablo modesty might 
tctnporariiy yield to pressure it was 
hero presented. As Sir Edward pointed 
out, up to outbreak of war in Balkans 
last October, thoro had been univoraal 
expectation that it would ))o the signal 
for a clash of arms among the Groat 
Powers. Some would bo unable to 
keep out of it, and if one or more were 
brought in it was impossible to say 
how many others would follow. That 
calamity, threatening the groalost war 
sinco the days of Napodkon, has been 
averted. By common consent the 


with regard to the rumours arising out 
of IIaddanr’h journey to Berlin in 
February, 1912, iie observed, “It is 
not diflicuit to tell tho truth; the difii- 
culty is to get the truth believed.” That 
difficulty ho surmounted in bis commu¬ 
nications with the Foreign Ambassadors. 
Tho rest was comparatively simple. 

Not easy to name a statesman who 
in equally critical times has done such 
supi'ome service not only to his country 
but to tho Continent. Tho only man 
who seems unconscious of its magnitude 
is Kir Edward Grey. 

liiisiness done .—.\ppropriation Bill 
read a second timo witliout division. 
y'V/</«y.—Parliament prorogued. 


now TO BE HAPPY THOUGH 
HOLIDAY-MA.KING. 

By Nine Mayors. 

I apologies to a trell-knoivn photo¬ 
graphic firm.) 

Extract from Preface :—This book 
resembles no other book that has over 
appeared. You never read apything. 
like it before, and probably you never 
wdll (intentionally) do so again. It is 
about happiness, and nine mayors Have 
written it to toll you how i^nd whore 
to be happy. What mayors don't 
I know about Ijeing happy isn’t worth 
i know’ing. Is there not an old proverb 




I fit nto•it/imii 11IIIIIII 








leading ])arl in tho difficult delicate 
task has been played by tho British 
Foreign Minister. 

Through months of anxious labour, 
unresting, unhurried, with sublime tact, 
umoiffied patience, inflexible urbanity, 
ho has at long last won a victory more 
renowned than any uchiovMl in tho 
: annals of War. Ono secret of his 
: success, generously extolled this aftor- 
I noon on Upposition lunches, is tho 
1 conviction slowly but surely growing 
in tho minds of llopresontativos of 
Foreign Powers with whom ho lias 
had dealings, that he is an honest 
man who says exactly what ho means 
and, in spite of unfailing politeness, 
will resolutely do what ho thinks is tlio 
right thing. 

in ono 6f his clearly-cut sentences 
Edward Grry defined tho difficulties 
that since diplomacy was first set to 
work has environed its practitioners. 
Speaking in the House of Commons 


TIIK FAlitj OK TUE CUKTAIN, 

“A ('(iimEcnos. 

Tliriiui'h inndvcrtoiico, tho iiaino of tfr- 
Joliii Smyth, Afoyarget, Ballycostlc, appoared 
in tho list of persons finml for drunkonnoss in 
onr ropnrl of liiillyc.astlo I’otty Sossinns in onr 
last issue. Instead, tho cliargo against Air. 
Binyth was that of burying a horse within tho 
statutory di..taneo off tho public road. Wo 
tender onr aiKilogics fur tho orror and rogrot 
tho unpleasantness involvod." 

VoUraiM. Chronifte. 

All tho passers-by regret the same. 


“ The flowers of nasturliuins make a dainty 
and dolioinas sandwich. Lick tho flowers just 
boforo thoy aro to Iw used, plunge thorn into 
cold water, to reniovo all dust or a lurking 
insoot .*'—AUmtreat h'amily JferaM. 
Personally wo would rather lick them 
after the dust and insects have been 
romoved. 

“Dr. T. J. Van Loghom, tho Amsterdam 
ittfoctioiu very long after biting a yellow fever 
infoctious very long after biting a yellow fevor 
patient ."—Kvtning Standard. 
lie mustn’t do it again. 


that says, “ Tho mayor tho merrier ? ” 

Very well then. 

* 

HaI'PY Moairnts at Mudfood. 

By tho Mayor of Mudpool. 

I consider that at no place in the 
world has the visitor better oppor¬ 
tunities for winning your Million Pound 
Happy Moments prize than at Mudpool; 
and, us the largest shareholder in tho 
Pier and Winter Gardens Co., I ought 
to know. Hero seascape and landscape 
aro so pleasantly combined that on six 
days out of seven it is impossible to tell 
which is which. Surely there is signifi¬ 
cance in tho old association of mud and 
larks. Como, then, to Mudpool and lark. 

Joshua Judkins, 

Mayor of MudpooL 

Happy Moments at SlushviuiE- 
on-Sba. 

By the Mayor of Slushville-o.-S. 

Your suggestion that I should write 




















{After a desperate encounter imth a emujer-eeX, which lakes possession of the hoai, Kdtcin persuades the mtmster to return to its eleiuenl.) 
Extract from Att^eliaa’s correspondence: "YEaTBaoAy Kowis and I cauoiit a 8Pi:.KNOn> cuNaKit-KF.r., kut VNFnnTi'NATKnv iv 

• FFXti OV£UIIOAlU>.” 


to you, pointing out tho many ad van* 
tapes which Sltishvillo olTcrs to com¬ 
petitors in your Happy Moments 
contest, is ono that 1 readily comply 
with. [Idiot I Don’t pivo the thinp 
away. It was supposed to bo spon- 
taiuous!—Dditor of Symposium.1 Of 

tho joy to 1)6 hud at Slushvillo 1 will 
simply say that tho town supports livo 
Cdncert parties, tliree l)ands, and a scenic 
railway; and leave intendinp visitois to 
judpe for tlieuiselves. 1 sliould, how¬ 
ever, odd that on tlio morninp after 
last August Bank-lloliday no fewer 
than seventy - live cases of alleged 
inebriation were the subject of judicial 
enquiry, many of them being accom¬ 
panied by disorderly conduct. And yet 
they say that the lilnglisli take their 
pleasures sadly, Not at Slushvillo I 
Amos Hioos, 
Mayor. 

Happy Momknts at Thipton. 

By the Deputy-Mayor of Tripton. 

Tho only objection that I can seo to 
urging intending competitors for your 
Million Pound Happy Momenta to seek 
them at Tripton is that it is so unfair to 
all the others. It is impossiblo to be 
anything else but happy at Ihipton. 
Why, we have a town-crier who is 
enough to make a oat laugh. Why 
not photograph him? And as for 


"picturesque” bits they abound. Wliat papers to bo found in (Ireat Britain, I 
about tlie old lish-markot (or, to avoid would draw attention to tho important 
misunderstanding, I should rather say fact tliat, if truo happiness is to Ik) found 
the old market for lish)? Nor will in health, then KandborougiiofTorsbotli. 
lovers of tho artistic willingly neglect For tho past twelve months our death- 
such a spectoclo .as Kunsot on tho rate has been 1 per popnlation, that 
Tiam-termi 11 us. So I extend a hciirty ono being tbo local undertaker, who 
wclcoino to all and sundry. Even died of starvation. Need 1 say iiioio? 
should you fail- -which is unlikely— llemember the old phrase, “ As happy 
to secure tho million, you will at least as a Sand(borough)-boy.” Como then 
have spent a happy lime (and I liopii to Bandborongh, and win tbo pri/.o. 
much else) at entrancing Tripton. Tiios. •). I’inkkkton, 

John IIkown, Cliairmnn Bandborough Urban District 


Deputy-Mayor of Tripton. 

Happy Moments at BANUitoitouuii. 
By theChairman Samlborough Council- 
Salubrious Bandborough is so well 


Council (but counts as a Mayor). 
And so on._ 

The Bevolt of tho Hissionary. 

The Eastern Daily Vress on tho 


known as the Chief health and plmsuroj^ Leopanls’ Society of Can- 
resort in tho British Isles that any _ 

attempt on my part to enlarge upon its .. statu of thing, 

many advantages in a competition such ^ m-riou. that a .pccial tribunal wa. 
M the one that you am so gonoronsly appuinU-d, .uni ovur 400 iiaroon., including 
instituting would only ho to gild the Msvcr.il i)a.r.iiiiuunt chief., wore arrested." 
already refined lily. Passing by, there- Wo trust that no Colonial Bishops are 
fore, such adjuncts to truo happinofM implicated in this now 
as our covey of Arabian donkeys (un- iretaliation. 
equalled on the coast for speed and 

comfort): our bathing beach, where at From a story in Pearson’s Magazine: 
high-water mixed bathing (or neat if ••Mra, J. Q.'n hosoin heaved, her eyelid, 
preferred) may bo enjoyed with absolute snapped open and shut, and .ho gland her 
safety, the depth never exceeding twelve d«fiano® at her hukband, J. (l. sighed again.” 
inches; and our casino, boasting tho Ho nover did liko his wifo’s^transparent 
most matured collection of illustrated oyalids. 
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THE FRIENDLY WAITRESS. 

fiat unlay, August dlh .—Avrivwl quito safety tliis aftor- 
noou at lios Yallons, wliicli is I'eally one of tlio most beau¬ 
tiful places in SwitKorlanil. A grand view of valley and 
mountains. Our hotel stands liigli and commands the best 
of the scenery. Kfary and Domthy have become meraliors 
of the Tennis Club. liiltlo Cyntliia and Dick aro, of course, 
too young, but tboro is ])l(!nty of amusement for them in 
other ways. In fact this is an ideal ]>lnco for cliildrcn, and 
lidilli and T aro sure to have an easy time in looking after 
them. There arc several Itussian and French families in 
our hotel, all very stout and jolly-looking. Wo seemed 
quite sylpii-liko in comparison with them. Curious bow 
foivigucrs nowadays i*un to fat. Wo all dined at the tabU 
<rii6tc in the evening. Wo were looked after by the lioad 
waitress, who insisted on our taking a helping of every 
course. She is extremely friendly and seemed hurt by the 
mere idea of our refusing anything. It was a long dinner, 
and llie log of mutton struck mo as unnecessary after what 
wo Imd already eaten. Children a little flushcil, especially 
Cynthia. 

Tuesday, August 12/7i.—.\t Iho table, d'hote luncheon 
to-day, the two top buttons of lillle Dick's shorts gave way 
witli a loud i-eport. Under the influence of our waitress he 
had worked his way steadily through all tlic courses of the 
luncheon, which had included chicken patties and Irish 
stew and cauliflower A la erhne.. At the moment he was 
engaged upon caramel pudding. The waitress was'highly 
pleased. She said ho was increasing in weight A vue d'veil, 
which, indeed, is true of all of us. Mary and Dorothy not 
so keen on their lawn-tennis as 1 should like. I'ldith’s 
skirts ndiiso to meet round the waist, and I myself am in 
great Ironhlo with my flannel trousers. Perhaps they have 
shrunk in the wash. The waitress eonlinnes to urge us on 
at every meal and wo dare not olTend her. Whore will 
this end ? 

Thursday, August l\lh. Had intended to make a walking 
excursion into the mountains io-day, hut when the time for 
starting came could not move family. Though it was only 
10.30 in the morning they were all asl(*op in the drawing¬ 
room. The Itussian and French families ]ireifer the smoking- 
room. The Ihissian snore has a very penetrating bass note. 
I cannot sny I was displeased at the jiosfponomont of our 
walk, for the mere idea of exercise under a hot sun was 
inosl repulsive. 1 nstead of exhausting ourselves by climbing 
slet*)) ascents we all sat and watched the tennis tournament. 
Coining up hill aflerwaixls to our hotel, Dick and Cynthia 
fell ilown, and liefore wo could slop them they had rolled 
fifty yaixls to the hotlom of the slojie, where they lay, unable 
(o get up, till (ho Knglish ehajilain, who was passing, sot 
them on their legs and started them up-hill again. I'klith 
and I felt incliiK^ to cry with vexulioii, but what could we 
do? Wo could only sit still on a wall and ho^io for the 
safety of our children. Mary and Dorothy told mo aftcr- 
warils that they simjdy couldn't have gone down to the 
rescue with (ho prosjiect of having to toil up again. Wo 
hope this will lie a lesson to Cynthia and Dick, hut, like all 
children, they are thoughtless. At dinner to-night throe of 
I the bill tons of my dress-waistcoat suddenly flew off, and 
one of them hil. a French General on the forehead. lie was 
much offondtsl and said ho hud not the habitude to receive 
blows of buttons on the face without demanding an explana¬ 
tion. kfollificd him with some difliculty. The misfortune 
was onliK'*ly duo to a poulet chasseur au riz which 1 hod 
intended to 2 »as 8 , but was not allowcil to by our waitress. 

Saturday, AugusllGth .—As a family wo have put on eight 
stone since we came hero. Am afraid this is not necessarily 
a sign of robust health. Uvery article of ovei-ybody’s 


w’oaring apparel has had to bo lot out oven'wlioro. Have 
arranged to leave on Monday for homo. Thank heaven, 
only two more table d'h'dle dinners. Our fa^s aro all chock. 
If wo could only have hunger-struck all would have lioon 
well, but the amiability of the waitress mode it impossible. 
Wonder if the dogs will recognise us when we got home. 


THE KING WITH A SENSE OF HUMOUR. 

(.1 Fable for Parents and Guardians.)^ 
liO.NG year's ago, in Purilania's realm, 

A learned King stood firmly at tlio holm; 

A man of blameless and industrious life, * 
Devoted to his oxomiilai'y wife, , 

A model father, generous and just. 

In whom his subjects jilaeod implicit trust. 

And yet this paragon had two small flaws: 

Ho was a slave to Ijogic's ruthless laws. 

And owned a gift of humour far inlonsor 
Than that of J, S. Minii or Hkriikut Spexckh. 
Yet all went well until that fatal year 
When, as the last days of .Inly drew near. 

At Puritania’s greatest ^mblic school. 

Where all her noble sons are taught to rule 
1 for subject races, of all hues and sizes. 

The King arranged to give away the ju i/os. 

The sun shone kindly from a cloudless sky. 

And rank and fashion loyally stood by 
As, guided by the Reverend Hoad, the King 
1 nspcctcd jiractically dvcrythiiig; 

And then, 2 >rocoodiiig to tlie College hall. 

Amid tho cordial cheers of great and small. 
Rewarded with gilt-edged and calf-hound tomes 
Tho scions of his kingdom’s stately hoino.s. 

Then as the last xirizc-winner sought his seat 
The King, whose voice though guttural was sweet. 
Addressed tho hoys, who checked their loyal din 
Till you might hear tho dro|) 2 >ing of a pin. 

] lu said it gave him pure and genuine joy 
To watch the progress of tho human boy, 
I'lsjiecially when every one W'os yearning 
To boat his neighbour in tho race of learning. 

“ 1 g.athcr,” ho continued, “ from your Head 
That you aro all cuiitcutcd and well-fed; 

That in these placid groves of Academe 
Your life slips by like some celestial dream; 

'.I’hat, scorning luxury and slothful ways. 

You load harmonious and laborious days. 

And never taste of bitter in your cup 
Save .at your periodic broakings-u 2 ). 

Therefore, because your ardent courage falls 
When you are exiled to your fathers* halls, 

I have prevailed upon your worthy Head, 

In recognition of tlie lives you’ve led. 

To grant a lioon as welcome as unique 
And lengthen temi-linio by an extra week." 

Within throo days the monarch’s blameless Ufa 
Was ruded by a young assassin’s knife. 

Yet tboro are British ^larents, 1 am told. 

Who his audacious sentiments uphold, 

Who mourn in secret his untimely doom 
And offer furtive tribute at his tomb. 


"yrr.<. -woro a lovely dross of block and Rold; and carried a 

bouijiict of yclloiv roses (all given by tho bride’s brother).*’ 

Isle of Man Times, 

And the leaves, too ? Uow generous 1 
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PSEUDO-NEO-GREC. 

Dkaii Mk. Pi;nc!H, -So many of my 
City acquainlaiices Aviiom T lia\c con¬ 
sulted at liiiiuii or ill tiic train alioiil 
iny new Iiouko have said, •• You oii^lil 
to have an architect,” tlial I fa'l llio 
enclosed diary is of ptihlio intorost. 
Anyhow, it answers the olijecliuns 
raised to my project of designin'' tlie 
liouso myself. 

1 enclose my card and am 

Youi's faitlifully, 

llAi.iu's. 

June 9.- Ifecl tills project of build¬ 
ing myself a liouse biggest eveiit in 
iny life. Am resolved to keep diary. 
Sophroniasays, “ Mind you do keep it.” 
I will. Arcliitect calls himself iienson 
Henson Frilia. Odd name; but Sir 
George Bilger, wlio raconiincndod liim, 
writes that ho is ” tlie coming man." 

June 10.—Not much done. Did 
not know architect's luldinss except 
tliat it was Gray’s Inn Square, so 
asked roan with broom in Squaro 
where Benson Friba’s ofliico was. Man 
asked, “Is lie a harshUxst” Have 
taken liking to wonl. At entry of 
house indicated by man found name 
painted on wall, “ Sir. Benson Benson, 


1''.1{.I.B..'\. (i.r. “I'Vllowof the Hoynl 
In.'-tilute of British Jlai'shtccls 
Sir George apparently thought “Friha” 
II title of rank similar to I’aslia. Found 
my way slowly up to lop lloor, where 
Benson nests in rookery of Frihas. 
Some confusion as four names dislri- 
huted among three donra but identilied 
my harshlect's dour at last and knocked. 

Benson's oilice boy sits at a desk, 
looks out of windows and taps for a 
I living with a pencil, lie went to inner 
door, ciune back, askml mo to take seat 
and resumed his lapping. Studied 
framed ])icturo litleil “Proposed house 
for F. Cheese, I'lsqr..” and discoveretl 
that bicycle accident in road was really 
nursimuiid with perambulator talking to 
Arabian dwarf with turban and naked 
scimitar. Boll rings and T am shown 
into Benson's room. There are two 
dusty silk hats on top of ciiplKiard, 
violoncello case and golf clubs inj 
corner, and Gladstone hag in middle of j 
door. Benson Friha was in shooting! 
clothes. Nervous manner; pulls his 
lingei-s and says, “ T see, / see,” but does 
seem to undci'stand. Told him what wo 
wanted -- i.e., library, drawing-room, 
Brodie’s patent self-cleansing lavatory 
basins, conservatory, perforated gamco 


to larder window to kceji out flics, 
eniranro hall with alcove at side for 
billiaid table (full si/e), study, Imiidoir, 
sipiash racquet court at back and 
sciTiiicr at entrance firmly fixi'd liociiuso 
I ours wobbled about and the man who 
I came to mend it did not do it jiiojicrly. 

I l)ining-r(x)ni,of course, and kilchon,etc. 
I Friha listens nervously; snys,“/ see, 
' / s(X‘,” and then asks, “ What stylo?" 

' “A thoroughly good stylo of house," 
; 1 tell him. J le means, howovor, what 
style of architecture. “ What building 
' do 1 particularly adim'ro'/ ” ho asks, 
j “ Westminster Abliej',” I toll him. 
j “ / see.” 

j l''riha then pensive; finully ho says, 

, “ The sort of house you want is a 
I’seudo-neo-Grec house.” 

I “Do I?” 

“ Yes." 

“ Oh, all right." 

“ Yes, you would like it,” 

“Would I?” 

“Yes." 

“ Bight; but don’t forgot Iho scrajior 
and the fly gauze.” • 

Friha niakos nolo on blotting pail 
and asks how much 1 cxiicct to spend. 

“ At tho outsido'/ ” 

“ Certainly at tho outside.* 
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“ Five thousand.” 

•• / SCO." 

■When 1 told Friha wo wanted French 
windows to drawing-room ho becaino 
dejected. Says, “Tiicn it can’t he 
Pseudo-nco-Groc." lie explains this at 
groat length. Bcetns to know wliat lie 
is talking about. I tell him “ All right, 
never mind the French windows, hut 
wo want a big liay-window to binary.” 

“ You won’t like that,” ho says. 

“Why not’?” 

“Well, for owe thing it isn’t Pseiido- 
nco-Oroc.” 

JIo again explains at length. Kvi- 
dently ho is right. 

“Well, never mind Iho hay-windovv, 
lint wo ai'o very fond of oak heanis and 
carved gables,” I tell him. 

“ I am afraid that is out of the 
question,” says Friha. 

“ Why ■? ” 

“ llccanso it isn’t Pscudo-neo-Grcc.” 

It struck mo Friha was coming it a 
hit strong, hut he clearly sliowetl nic 
wo did noL like beams and carved gables, 
hut only ihoiujhl wo liked them. 

“ All right: leave ’em out.” 

My harshlect waxes enthusiastic as 
wo discuss the liouso. Says ho will send 
rough sketches and then wo can talk 
over details. Bid him good-bye. Then 
go back, put my lu'iul in at tho door 
and say, “Lots of cuphoanis, please.” 
J'lxpect to hear “ Pseudo-nco,” Ac., hut 
h'riba (who (or soinu reason has begun 
to undi'ess) agrees at once. Good chap, 
Friha. Have not told Sophronia about 
window^ and oak tiiiihers. Shall make 
most of cupboards. 

July IG.—Sketches camo by second 
post. Fine-looking house, hut very 
strong and unpleasant smell. Don’t 
undcratand plans yet. Cannot find any 
scraper. Only one cupboard. 

July 18.—liavo solved plans at last. 
Friha has drawn them upsido down. 
No scraper, though ; and can't see lly 
gauxo. Sophronia discovered three 
raoro cupboards, then hod to give up 
owing to smell of paper. No conserva¬ 
tory, no racquet court, no verandah. 
Can’t undoi'stand. Billiaixl-alcovo only 
fourteen feet squara. We cannot inako 
out what thing like starfish in kitchen 
yard is. No linen-room. Havo written 
Friha asking why no vcraiidah or con¬ 
servatory or racquet court. 

Axtgust 13.— No reply from Friha. 
Hoar ho is in Scotland. Have written 
asking estimato of cost. Sophronia 
has discovoixd another cupboard. 
Starfish proves to bo pattern of 
paving. 

/l«j/KS<14.—WirofromFriha: “Oban: 
Bccauso Pseudoneogroc.” 

Aiujmtn .—Wirofroni Friha: "Pon- 
xanco: Ksliinato fiom twclvo to four- 

teon thousand.” 

« 


A DEBT OF HONOUR. 

By her unhappy machinations my 
sister-in-law has landed me in hot 
water again, and 1 am in need of 
advice. For if, on tho ono hand . . . 
hut perhaps 1 had bettor first givo you 
tho facts and then you can judgo for 
yourselves. 

Olio Snmiay in April T was sitting 
in her drawing-room waiting for her 
to oiler mo some tea. For tho last 
twenty minutes J had heoii throwing 
out hints, which passed, however, un- 
het (led. Frances docs talk so. 

“This morning,” she said, breaking 
out afrc.-h after a momentary lull, “ this 
morning 1 saw—what do you think?” 

man holding a mug,” 1 suggested 
hopefully. 

“No. Down in tho waterside meadow 
T saw a swallow. Aren’t you glad it's 
tho spring again ? ” 

“Aro you sure it wasn’t a labourer 
making a iioiso that looked liko a 
swallow?” I asked, with grave mis¬ 
givings. “ Spring doesn’t really begin, 
you know, till 1 ’vo oidcrcd my fancy 
vests.” 

“My dear hoy, where is your iioso? 
Can’t you sviell that it’s spring in tho 
air, in tho earth, in tho trees—cvoiy- 
whero ? ” 

I took a snitT, just to humour her. 

“ 1 can only sinoll tho spring-clean¬ 
ing,” I said, “and it always upsets 
me.” 

1 sighed and went on with my thirst. 

“Now that spring is upon us onco 
moro,” she persisted in the voice of one 
with a mission, “there’s something 
1 ’vo been wanting to speak to you 
about.” 

Sho paused. I cast my mind hurriedly 
hack over tho interval since last.1 had 
seen her. Wliat had 1 been doing 
now ? 

“It’s this,” sho said impressively: 
“ it’s quite tiuio you thought seriously 
of settling down. Evoryhody says so.” 

“Don’t move. I’m very comfort¬ 
able, thanks.” 

“ You know very well what I mean. 
Think how nice it would bo,” she went 
on in mellifluous tones, “ to have 
somcono always to lovo and protect, 
sumcuiio to welcome you at night and 
talk to you when you ’le lonely.” 

I thought about it. 

“I don’t SCO much in it,” T said. 
“ Nothing has been fixed up definitely, 
I hope—not for a day or two ? " 

“ Don’t he so absurd 1 ” 

“Upon my word, I don’t know,” I 
replied. “ Since you all seem to havo 
made up your minds about it. Prodtico 
the bride, then.' 'Wheroissho? Why 
keep her skulking in tho background? 
Is nothing ready for me? ” 


Frances gave a mysterious smile 
which annoyed me. 

“ Please understand,,” I pursued, with 
some heat, “I’m not going to get 
married for anyone, unless I liko. And 
at present 1 don’t like. . . . Besides, 
I can’t afford it,” I added a little too 
hastily. 

“ What ? With— why you ’re not in 
debt again already ? ” 

“Er—technically—you see,” I pro¬ 
ceeded to explain, “it’s tho buttons. 
They keep on coming off. And so— 
what liappcnF,-” 

“ How much do you owe' your tailor 
this time ? ”. Sho eyed me severely as 
she spoke. My mind never works 
really well when people stare at mo, 
and my memory is not what it was. 

“If forget for tho moment. But I 
daro say I could find out for you.” 

“And I suppose there’s a lot more 
besides ? ” 

“Er now you come to mention it,” 
1 began. 

“I thought so. Then it’s certainly 
time you had somcono to look after 
you,” sho announced with decision. 

“That’s not what you said just 
now, you know*. You promised me 
that 1 was going to havo tho looking 
alter somebody. That’s not fair.” 

“ I shall see about it at onco.” 

“ Givo mo till tea-timo,” I plcodccV, 
“ I'm very thirsty.” 

“ Now I know the very girl for you. 
Sho’s pretty, has a nice disposition, 
and is cosily pleased.” 

“I ask you for tea,” I complained, 
“and you givo mo a wife. 'Why is 
there ail this delay? What are wo 
waiting for? It seems to me this 
house isn’t properly managed.” 

“ You must get to know ono another. 
I think you’d make a very good 
couple.” 

“I should only tread on her toes,” 
I urged. 

“ Well, you shouldn't be so clumsy,” 
she replied. 

I sat up suddenly and gave Frances 
a piece of my mind; and thoro ’a more 
where that came from. 

“ I'm not clumsy. On tho contrary, 
I’m said to bo exceedingly graceful. 
If the truth were known, I believe you 
tell them to put their feet under mine 
on purpose so as to givo them a 
secret hold over mo. 1 ’m not clumsy. 
Clumsy I ” and I laughed with a hollow 
mirth. 

“ Her name is Gwendolen,” said 
Frances, “Gwreiidolen Hope. Pretty 
name I ” 

“ A very nice name,” I agreed. 

“ I’m glad you liko it, because-” 

“I like it so much,” I put in 
pleasantly, “tliat it seems a pity to 
disturb it." 







'!/// 


Ti/ro {to Scotchcluinffeur, who is acting M loader). "I don’t know now I biiald ckt on with tuohk diiivkn bihds.” 
Chauffevr. *' Vb’ll oi-t on am. iiiciit. All vk’vk nor to dak’s to i-oua it into thkir uonnkts wiikn tiiky’uk vlkkin' 

TAK VH, AND INTO TIIRin DKFFKBKNIIALB WHEN THEY ’BE FLKEIN’ 1>AHX YE.” 


“Recaiiso,” shocontinued, rising and 
ringing for tea, ‘‘just now I hoard a 
knock at the door. I liavo asked her 
to tea, and I tliink hero slio is. Now 
mind you bohavo yourself 1" 

So tliat was why .... I jumped 
up iu alarm, preparing for flight, but it 
was already too hito. Tbo door opened 
and the bridc-olcct was shown in. She 
might easily have been worso; in fact 
she was really rather pretty. Sho wore 
a white sorgo tailor-mado frock, woll- 
shaped shoes, and brown silk stockings, 
which I like. Yes, she might very well 
have been worse. But in choosing a 
wife, especially tbo first, one has to lie 
careful. And yet, dear fiiends, so in- 
scrutahle are the workings of destiny 
that, bo as careful as you may, things 
have a way of turning out otherwise, in 
spite of every precaution. Being an 
actual eye-witness, 1 will try to explain 
to you exactly what happened. What 
happened was this. You know those 
cups they have nowadays, those sense¬ 
less, precarious things with no balance 
to speak of? Well, I was handing her 
hei' third. I was taking particular 
puns over it, for I knew that hVanocs' 
eye was upon me. Another inch and 
I was practically there. And just then 
(to this day I cannot sufCciently ac¬ 
count for it) something (1 don’t know 
what it was) suddenly gave way 
(without any warning whatever) in 


the muscles of my arm. l'’or one 
awful moment . . . . “I'vo dono it,” 
1 whispered, turning bloodlcssly to 
Frances. “Ixiok!” and 1 pointed to 
Gwendolen’s lap. 

If the good creaturo had only had 
the presence of mind to sit still 1 A 
girl at all handy with her needle could 
easily have lot in a new piece, and 
nobody would have boon any tho wiser, 
excepting oui-selvcs. But no. Rising 
quickly and without thought sho spread 
it. And, whereas a small concentrated 
pool would have nspresented all tho 
mischief dono, many tributaries of tea 
flowed down to the floor in every 
direction, and tho skirt was to all in¬ 
tents spoilt. I did what I could. I 
gave her my handkerchief and a spoon, 
and knelt down to point out tho womt 
places. But unless she is not very 
particular, which I doubt, sho will never 
want to wear it again. It is such a 
mistake, 1 do think, for mothers to 
allow young and inexperienced girls to 
wear white, especially white serge. 
Frances was obliged to lend her a cloak 
to go homo in. 

And now tho question remains, what 
is tho coiTcct thing to ilo? Accoi’ding 
to Francos, having gone thus far and 
compromised myself, I must go further. 
The dictates of honour, sho says, com¬ 
pel mo to offer to buy the young person 
a new frock, and this would bo to take 


an intoleriihlu liberty unless I first 
asked her hand in niarriage. And 1 
am Imund to luliiiit there is sometliing 
in what sho says. 

. Candour. 

" Ynnnf( Aran looclifis i’iaiioforlo, ])riu:tiiMlIy 
and tiKxircliKiIly, 4a. mnnllily; x*-'unalitkiiig 
will) beginners, tbnoretienlly.” 

Advt. in ” IhMin Kcming Mail," 

Practically—well, you should hear him. 

“ Tn the end Klumpa were pulled up half an 
hour beturo time, tbreo having tlien {alien.” 

JJailu Teletjrniih, 

By which time even a single-wicket 
match was iinpossihlo. 

“Pinsr /iiNoiia ». Oeoiiob Oun’s XT.” 

OUmi/ow Uvenimj Keirs. 

The First Zingari, wlio aro very proud 
of being first, have acqiiiroil tho had 
habit of calling themselves ” I Zingari,” 
instead of tho more grammatical ” Wo 
Zingari.” ’This was hound to lead to 
trouhlo sooner or later. 

” A pretty Summer Frock in spugged orepim 
with plague of Chineso otnbroiucry, and lint 
vossell at the corsage.” 

East Avglir.n Daily Times. 

This sounds liko another orgy. 

* 

w 

*• Violent guests caught ns, but tho mono¬ 
plane behaved splendidiy all the time.” 

Daily Mail. 

An example to Ministers i^ttackcd by 
Suffragettos. 
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rtiiD a<^rkVllUA nccif*c possession of which slie is, like tlie rast of us, inwardly 

^ . conscious. Bo doini;, slio aftonls Mrs. CnaNNON the oppor> 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerki.) tunity of knocking tiio totlom out of all 11^ nonsense which 

Notiiiku about Mr. IlAUTi Caink’s latest novel impresses is current svith respect to the Writing and publishing of 
me quite so much ns its rutlilossiioss, the inoiuctablo vigour | novels, and the real position is nicely suramra up, with a 
of its advance, lie is a bioodliound on the trail of pathos, simple directness and many sly touches of humour, os 
stretchesoctopus tentacles of coincidence, out of Iho pigeon-jl)etwcon the publishers and tlio authors, tho point being 
holes of memory ]ilucks like a hawk every to))ic of recent that if tliere are some knaves amongst the fonner there is a 
interest, from the story of Marie Claire to tho foibles of the much larger proportion of fools among the latter. In tho 
MmfiH: KaI:. fmtvt flm Alinrtrit.v on lliA DivOPCO (Joni* I inAmrivAt* wn 1 in.vA a id nnnf.liAi* 


Smart Sot, from tho Minority Jtoport on tho Divorce Com- title, moreover, wo have a double entente', there is another 
mission to tho discovery of tlio Soutli J’olc, and sweeps them profession, moro conventional but no less honouilihlo, open | 
all onwards to the great and final thrill. Mary O’Neill, to Miss King. Mon who still believe in real women, and' 
tho heroine of The Woman Thou (iavest Me (IlKtNKMANN*), real women who still bolievo in themselves, must find'in tho 


his wife in moro than name, was humiliated hocauso ho j draught as a thirst-quenchor, 1 advise it with some con- 
ilauntcd his mistixisscs in her face, found no syinpalliy from fidonco as a soothing medicine of a most pleasing nature. 

Cluirch, relations, or law in her struggle for freoilom, and at i - 

last, just before ho sailoil for Anlaretio parts, gave horsolti II.vvk vou over encountered one of those depi-ossing little 

I.i:f_ _ l. -, •” - 


to her life-long lover. Marlin - 
Conrad. Wlicn she found 
that she was to become a 
mother she fled to liondoii, 
suiTerod, starved, and in order 
to keep tho child alive was 
just about to earn the wages 
of infamy on tho night wlien 
Marlin (whoso ship w’as rt!- 
porlcd lost) arrived in Ijoii- 
don. ‘“Yes, the very next 
man who comos along,' 1 j 
thought." Tho next man was * 
Marlin. , . . Thu oleinonts 
and suj^M'rnalural omens are 
pressed with equal rolentless- 
ncss into tho awful march. 
When Mary interviewed tlie 
bishop about tho possibility 
of divorce, a “ vast concourse 
of crows" was holding con¬ 
gress ill tho tall elms of 
Bishop’s Court." As she 
loft, " a dead crow tumhlod " 
from one of them to tho 






'JIIK Dorntd''. r.U-’K OP a CKIiKUUlTV. 

Thk riioPBiKTOR or tiik “Kvi:iiviioi>y’s L'sing It" Titousms- 
I'ltusK MAyoFAC-roiiv. 


volumes published in the 
earl}' part of the last century 
(uiid still to he met with on 
second-hand bookstalls, or iho 
topmost shelves of circulating 
libraries) called usually by 
some such title as “ frisli Wit 
and Humour"? Woll,lhough 
it world bo unkind to suggest 
too closo an analogy between 
those and Knockinscrcen Days 
(^rKTiiiruN), I am afraid I 
inustconfosslhatMr. Jackson 
C. CiiAiik’s book did I’cmind 
mo of them more than alittlo. 
The trouhlo, 1 lako it, for all 
writora of Irish studies is that, 
tho Irish boing accepted as a 
race of comedians, some show 
of Wit and 1 fumour has to bo 
somehow got into all anec¬ 
dotes about them. On tho 
cover of this volume, for 
example, is an illustration 
(reproducing ono of four 


ground. There are a ImndiTHl-aiid-sixtoon chajilors in 'The • oxcollont drawings to bo found within) which presents a 
IPoiuait ThouGavest il/e, and a groat many tearful incidents, gentleman in a farmyard lining knocked down by tho rush 
but I think I felt sorriest about tho death of that crew, of several pigs, whil» a small boy fionrishes a bluckthorn 
Poor binl. in the distance. This is very typical of tho ground of my 

complaint. I could have been far more entertained with 
With regard to Jl//ss JwHjji’s/Vii/m/on (Mills A.Nn Boon), the doings of Mr. Clark's characters had they boon less 
I am in the same position as it I had cotno across an obviously out for laughs at all cost. As it is. Ins pictures 
excellent brew* of hotno-made lemonade, a liquor which, of life in an Ulster village liavo at least a topical interest; 
however gooil of its kind, 1 should hesitate to press upon a more especially in such examples as that which dcscrilios 
stranger of whoso taste in drinks I had no knowledge, tho celebration of St. Patrick's Day in a Protestant neigh- 
There are those who neither have nor dasiro to form liourhood, and what came of it. As for Jimmy McQaw, 
acquaintance with such a mild lioverage. Myself, though however, whom tho publisliore describe as '* a manservant 
no literary teetotaler, I found tho book most refreshing, with original ideas," I can only regret that I found his 
Mrs. Fuancis Channon writes of schoolgirls and primarily originality too farcical to lie amusing. This was my mis- 
for schoolgirls; in her ingenuous and innocent plot virtue fortune and not iny fault. It is ill dogmatizing about 
of tbo more homely sort triumphs all tho way'. But if tho humour. Very possibly other readers may bo moro happy; 
tale is not intoxicating it is by no means flavourless; tho so I will leave it at that, 
cai'eor of Miss Ki'ig, so far as it consists of Work with her _ 

Pen (always capitalized), is most lively and cannot but _. s i r a 

prove affiusing and instructive to all who Write, have „ . , coadour. 

Written, or mean to Write. This young lady, having dis- I'rom a circular:- — 

tinguished herself at school by composing essays elegant in ,, number of our customoni have taken ndvautage of 

Stj le and agreeable in sentimonl,.6pttles down wnth serious mend as a stock for those who wish their money placed so they will 
purpose and at regular hours to develop that talent, of the have no further tronblowitli regard to either thoprmcipal or interest." 


Financial Candour. 

From a circular:- - 

" Quito a number of our customers have taken advautage of 
lis mlt-cdgcd inrestment, which wo can with every ooufldonco rocom- 
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OMARIXIADIA scason are poor.” 1 f it will help at all luounloa tlio pavement. It is not 

wnARIVAnlA. ^vo are quito willing to provide a liomo known wluvt Mr. I'ATKiisoii liad done 

TnEPalocoof Peace is to be opened! for some of llioiii. ... ... to annoy tlio ear. ... 

on the 28tli jnst. A little wliilo ago ' 

it was feared that the tenant for whom 'I'ho nccossily of fresh air for pictures A suggestion has been made tlial, in 
the magnificent structure bad been is, a contcmporaiy informs us, being view of the niiinlx'r of children who 

erected would bo unavoidably prevented considered by the J^ouvre authorities, are lost every year, labels should bo 

taking up residence there, but it is now Tlie idea seems to have been rather attached to every child, giving its name 
{mssiUo that she will anyhow be able overdone in the case of “Jia (lioconda.” and address. The idea might bo carried 
to make a short stay. further. If the wonls "Ok no Vai.uk 

According to a bulletin issued by hxckct to Ownkr” were to Ijo addoil. 
It is slated "on the highest autho- spccdulists of the <1uhns Hopkins llos- much kidnapping miglit be avoided, 
rity " that there is no pi’osent intention pital, Hallimon', appendicitis and other c===s=—— 

to Inako any Cabinet changes. In Mr. intestinal diseases are duo to gloomy 

ItKOMOND's view, the "highest autho- spirits. Tliey declare that an ahso- INTO THU PlltH. 

rity” has not yet been consulted on lutcly certain prcvcnti\e for appendi- [l■•iKllling at iKirfiuiu suKw, sa.vs a daily 
the matter. ,..... ■ -- paiK-r, i» gniwing obsiuctc.] 


INTO THU Plltll. 

[ l''i)'1iling at Ixirgaiii sukv, sa.va a daily 
- 1 . . (laiHT, is gruwiiig ubsiurtc.] 

WnuN Krmyntrudo from O-x- 
ford Street hies back 
Sbo looks not like a Mamad 
who hivH rovollod 
The long night through. Her 
j eyes are never black, 

j Nor rent her robes; her hair 

is undishovcllod; 

jUi ! Sho docs not burl the name 
(as once sho hurled) 

Of “cat" at every woman in 
the world. 

:II(>r lem{K'raluro is normal, 
Kuavo hor smile; 

Her niauncr swoct that 
birmerly was acid; 

8 lio hoaps her iu:<juisitiona 
in a jiiio 

Upon the floor, and scans 
I them, proud but placid. 

I Hut oh, that heap, onco 
modci'atcly slight, 

Mas risen to a most iippal- 
ling height. 

r SCO it at a glance. The 
K,xc;i;pi; bom's sho spends 

In steady purchaso now, 
i IN Tin: ill strife and rages 

-ISho sipiandcrod once. Sho 

buys tlncofold, and lends 
Most rapid wings to my hard-gotten 
wages. 




Says I'hc OOscrccr:- • - .ton, ' : 

“Messrs. Guinness are to . - I 

erect a browei'y in the Man- a ? 

Chester district, and Messrs. — g ’ _ {Tl-j ■ ~~ «•' 

Jacoli-aro to open a bakery sft (v ** * H 

in Ijancashire. . . . These’ V! !■■■ n ' 

firms ara the largest of their " ,•18^, A 

kind in Ireland, and their 3 *V®, ' a ' J' 
determination to sock in A”‘A ~ 

I'lngland a field for their j,-\ 

enterprise is a mutter which ^ M fflHSSBk 

gives food for reflection." h 

Hut is Ijccr fowl? l*08sibl> M nm^.'YsSr 

when one rcmcmlici's the jw JH i iSl, 

classic dialogue- “’Ad any + 

breakfast, Hill?’’ “Not a ^j 

A refreshment pavilion in JMcm y 

King Kdward Park, Willes- 
den, has been burned down 
by Suffragettes. They are 
surely carrying their hunger- 

strikes to absurd Icngtlis. ^ 

A doctor has In'cn rccom- It'Ollt'H OK JIAISIT. 

mending tlie telephone as a Stranger {to WeU-l-nnv'n OeciipanI of Treamru Bench). “ K,xc;epi; 

cure for deafness. Wo “'■J. "‘'t is this thi; way I'd St. J'aci.'s OATiiKuiiAr.?" 

believe there is somethin'' M'ell-kimm Oceapanl of Treasury Bench. "I'ue Kaswun m in nm 

in the idea. Wo have more ‘''“"'I’'"---^- -- 

than once succeeded ultimately injcitis is to smile habitually. An un- buys 
making a telephone assistant hear our! fortunate friend of ours who tried this Most r 
call after what appeared to bo a' has, it is true, not boon o))cratcd on for wi 



sustained attack of deafness. appendicitis; ho has, however, been “Ah, wouhl again," J am inclined to 

relegated to a lunatic asylum. wail. 

In spite of the assertion that in “That Krmynli udc were at it tooth and 

Mr. Dunne’s invention the safety It is announced that for the Con- nuil!" 

aeroplane has been discovoi'cd at last, feotioners’ Kxhibition, which ojions at -- 

the promotei's of the Channel Tunnel the Agricultural Hall on Keptember fi, Triangrulor Cricket, 

intend to pei’sevcre with their project, a cake is to bo made Ifi feet in height "'j'iu> liomo sido were nminly iudobted tn 

with a base of 9 to 10 feet in diameter. S. (r. Smitli, Jlaywooil, mid C. N. Woolley 
It is suggestwl by I’/tc IIospHal that Wo are sorry to hoar that a nuinlicr of roiniiig together wlirn tl io ^ wicket went 
wild flowers, which can bo sent cheaply little boys are already being inediciilly '• 'J ' 

by post or rail, would bo welcome gifts treatml itor delirium brought on by a , ■ 

in tW hospital wards. It is important, mere iHirusal of the announccmcnl. whicJllTsig^IJTbyXKe±iuR«“ 

however, that they should not be too ^ andMr. A. MilU, tho three gn-at llcmtning*, 

wild. ^ Ijooking into a stationer’s shop in and Mr. A. B. AlilU, the ihreuUrout Western 

* Great Newport StiTNit one evening last Bailway oirieiidM, and six meit who formed 

“ The bilberi'y harvest,” we road, •' is week, Mr. Andrkw I’atkhson, a visitor ‘bo deputation."—H'w/n-n Morning Ntv's. 
now being gathered on the mountains from Montreal, was hurletl through the Wo regret that wo have never heard 
in the I^ke district. The fruit this wuidow by a motor car which had of those famous brothore. 


“TbutKi'iiiynlruilc were at it tooth and 
nuil!"^_ 

Triangrulor Cricket. 

“'J'he home side wero inninly indebted tn 


“Th ISO conditions were emliodied in a | 
dociimcul which was signed by the lioiumiufpi, | 
and Air. A. Alills, tho threo great lIcimniiigA, 








182 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[AuaosT 27, 1913. 


THE SPREADING WALNUT-TREE. 

\Vb were having breakfant in the 
garden with the wasps, and I’otor was 
enlarging on the Imutioa of tho country 
round his now week-end cottage. 

“Then thoro's Ilildorton,” lio said; 
“ that's a lovely littlo village, 1 ’ni told. 
Wo might explore it to-morrow.” 

Celia woke up suddenly. 

“Is llilderton near here'/”shoaskoil 
in surprise. “ Hut I often stayed tlici'c 
when 1 was a child.” 

“ This was yoam ago, when Hdward 
tho Seventh was on tho Ihroiio,” 1 
explained to Mrs. Peter. 

“ My grandfather," wont on Celia, 
"lived at llilderton ifall.” 

Thei’o was an impressive silence. 

“ You s (!0 tho sort of people you ’ro 
ontcrlaining,” 1 said airily to Petor. 
“ My wife’s grandfather lived at 1 lilder- 
ton Hall. Celia, you should have 
spoken about this heforo. It would 
have dono us a lot of good in Kocioty.” 
I pushed my plate away. “ I can't go 
on eating bacon after this. Whoi'o are 
the petvehes '? ” 

“ I should love to see it again.” 

“If I’d hod my rights,” I said, “ 1 
should 1)0 living there now. I must 
put my solicitor on to this. Thoro’s 
been foul play somowhoro.” 

Peter looked up from one of tho 
maps which, being new to tho country, 
ho carries with him. 

" I can’t find Ilildorton Hall hero,” 
ho said. “It’s six inches to the mile, 
so it ought to bo marked.” 

“Celia, our grandfather's name is 
being aspersed. lict us look into this.” 

Wo crowded round tho map and 
studied it anxiously. llilderton was 
there, and llilderton House, but no 
llilderton Hall. 

“ But it's a great big place,” jirotosted 
Celia. 

“ I SCO what it is,” I saiil rcgrotfully. 
“ Celia, you were young then.” 

“Ton.” 

“ Ten. And naturally it seemed big 
to you, just as Yarrow seemed big to 
WoKDSWOKTTi, and a shilling seems a 
lot to a baby. Hut really— -” 

“ Ileally,” said Peter, “ it was semi- 
detiushcd.” 

“ And your side was called llilderton 
Hall and the other sido llilderton 
Castle.” 

“1 don’t bnliove it was even called 
llilderton Hall,” said Peter. “ It was 
llilderton 'Villa.” 

“I don’t believe she over had a 
grandfather at all,” said Mrs. Peter. 

“.She must have had a grandfather,” 
I pointed oht. “But I’m afraid ho 
never' lived at Hilderton Hall. This 
is a great blow to me, and I shall now 
resume my baoon.” 


1 drew my plate bock apd Peter 
returned his map to his pocket. 

“ You ’re all very funny,” said Celia, 
“hut I know it was Hilderton Hall. 
I’ve a good mind to take you thcro 
this morning and show it to you.” 

“ Do,” said Peter and I eagerly. 

“ ft’s a groat big place-” 

“ That’s what wo ’re coming to see,” 
I reminded her. 

“ Of course they may have sold some 
of the land, or—1 moan, I know when 
I used to stay thero it was a—a great 
big place. 1 can’t promise that it —” 
“It’s no good now, Celia,” 1 said 
storoly. “ You shouldn’t have boasted.” 

Hilderton was four miles oil, and wo 
l)cgan to approach it -Celia jialpably 
noivous- at about twelve o’clock that 
morning. 

“ Are you recognising any of this ? ” 
asked Petor. 

“N-no. You SCO I was only about 
eight- —” 

“ You must recognise tho church,” 
I said, pointing to it. “ If you don’t, 
it proves either that you never lived at 
Hilderton or that you never sang in the 
choir. I don’t know which thought 
is tho moro distressing. Now what 
about this place ? Is this it ? ” 

Celia peered )ip tho drive. 

“N-no; at least I don’t remember 
it. L kiiow thcro was a walnut-tree in 
front of tho house.” 

" Is that all yon roinemlior? ” 

“ Well, I was only about six-” 

Peter and I both had a slight cough 
at the same time. 

“It’s nothing,” sad Peter, finding 
Celia’s indignant eye upon him. “ Ijut’s 
go on.” 

Wo found two moro big houses, but 
Celia, a littlo doubtfully, rojcctcd them 
both. 

“ My grandfather-in-law was vCiy 
hard to please,” I apologised to Peter. 
“Ho passed over place after place 
before ho finally fixed on Hilderton 
Hall. Either tho heronry wasn’t 
ventilatcil properly, or tho decoy ponds 

hud tho wrong kind of mud, or-” 

Thero was a sudden cry from Celia. 

“ This is it,” she said. 

Sho stood at tho entrance to a long 
drive. A few chimneys could bo scon 
ill the distance. On either side of tho 
gates was a high wall. 

“ I don’t see tho waluut-troo,” I said. 
“Of course not, because jou can’t 
see tho front of tho house.' But I feel 
certain that this is the place.” 

“ Wo want more })roof than that,” 
said Peter. “ We must go in and find 
tho walnut-tree.” 

“ We can’t all wander into another 
man’sgrounds looking forwalnut-trees,” 
I said, “ with no better excuse than that 
Celia’s great-grandmother was once 


asked down hero for the wepk-end and 

stayed for a fortnight. We-” 

" My grandfather” said Celia coldly, 
“ lival hero.” « 

“ Well, whatever it was,” I said, 
“W 0 must invent a proper reason. 
Peter, you might protend you’ve como 
to inspect tho gas-meter or tho milk 
or something. Or perhaps Celia had 
bettor disguise herself as a Suifragotto 
and say that she’s como to borrow a 
box of matches. Anyhow, one of us 
must get to tho front of tho house to 
search for this walnut troe.” 

“It—it scorns rather cheeV,” said 
Celia doubtfully. 

“ We ’ll toss up who goes.” 

Wo tossed, and of course I lost. I 
went up tho drive nciwously. At the 
first turn L decided to ho an insurance- 
ins^iectoi', at the next a scout-master, 
but, as I approached the front door, I 
thought of a very simple excuse. I 
rang tho bell under tho eyes of sovornl 
people at lunch and looked about 
oageiiy for the walnut-tico. 

'i'horo was none. 

“ Does Mr.—cr- Hrasmus* er—Per- 
cival live hero 'I ” 1 asked tho footman. 
“ No, Sir,” ho said luckily. 

“Ah! Was there over a walnut—I 
mean was there ever a Mr. I’orcival 
who lived here’? Ah! Thank you,” 
and I sjK'd down tho drive again. 

“ Well ’? ” said Celia eagerly. 

“ Mr. Porcival doesn't live thero.” 

* “ Whoever’s Mr. Percival ? ” 

“ Oh, I forgot; you don’t know him. 
Vriends,” I aildcd solemnly, “ I regret 
to loll you thcro is no walnut-tree.” 

“ I am not surprised,” avid Peter. 

Tho walk honi) was a silent one. 
P’or the rest of tho day Celia was 
thoughtful. But at tho end of dinner 
s '10 brightened up a littlo and joined 
I 111 the conversation. 

I “ At Hilderton Hall,” sho said sud- 

I donly, “ wo always-” 

“ ll*!-’!!!,” I said, clearing my throat 
loudly. “Peter, pass Celia tho wal¬ 
nuts.” 

* 

I have hod groat fun in London this 
week with the walnut joke, though 
Celia says she is getting tired of it. 
Hut I had a letter from Peter to-day 
which ended like this:— 

“By the way, I was an ass last 
week. 1 took you to Banfield in mis- 
t iko for Ilildorton. [ went to Hilderton 
yestenlay and found Hilderton Hall— 
a largo place with a walnut-tree. It *8 
a littlo way out of tho village, and is 
marked big on the next section of the 
map to the one wo were looking at. 
You might tell Celia.” 

True, I might . . . 

Perhaps in a week or two I shall. 

A. A. M. 
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DEBATE ON SPORTT OmOE VOTL 

Mr. Borab Law rose amidst load 
Opposition cbeers to move the reduc¬ 
tion of the vote for the Minister of 
Sports' saJary by £100:— 

" Sir, the conduct of Ministers, 
decoded, corrupt and incompetent as 
it IS in aU spheies, is peculiarly base in 
the domain of sport. We see foreigners 
unchecked, untaxod, subsidised by their 
respective Governments, enter our 
competitions and carry off our tremiured 
trd)}hies to other lands. This serious 
drain of gilver pots must not bo allowed 
to continue. I put asido with contempt 
the fallacy that we regain the value of 
tho cups because they are carried 
abroad in British ships. 1 say 
emphatically that unless foreign Mm- 
petitors are handicapped on British 
ground our day is done. We cannot 
pretend to stand up against tho com¬ 
petition of a protected world. Unless 
foreign athletes are compelled when 
performing to bear a burden of at least 
ten per cent, of their own weight ”— 
(Mr. SwivT MAcNuiTiT.: '• PoorHACKEN- 
, SCHMIDT 1”)—“there is no hope of re¬ 
gaining our national supremacy. 

“ Wherever one looks in the field of 
British sport one sees cause for grave 
uneasiness. So far this season tho 
aggregate attendances at the Chelsea 
Football Ground have only increased 
by thirty thousand”—(Mr. CiiioszA 
Monky: “Hear, hear.”)—“That may 
satisfythohonourableMcmberforNortli- 
ainptonshire (E.), but the thoughtful 
sportsman will contemplate tho German 
figures. Tho Berlin clubs have this 
season increased their aggregate attend¬ 
ances twenty-five per cent.”—(Mr. 
Rowland Hunt : “ Shame I Ijot's have 
a war,” and laughter)—“ twenty-five 
per cent., and the Chelsea increase is 
only ten per cent. If this continues 
whore shall wo be? I see tho hand¬ 
writing on tho wall. Tho day will 
come, given a prolongation of the rule 
of this the worst of all Governments, 
when excursionists will rush from tin's 
country to soo the Gorman Cup Final 
at Berlin." (Loud Opposition cheers.) 

“Again, I accuse the Government of 
gross neglect in not enforcing the 
Aliens Act aeainst foreiim nrofeesionida. 


Blackburn Rovers have spent £5,000 
on a centre-forward from Prague. The 
Cobdenite fallacies die hard in Lan¬ 
cashire. Sheffield United have given 
British gold for a Foruvian half-back. 
English money leaves the country, 
English footballers ore thrown out of 
work, and tho Government sits supine, 
content if they have robbed a Church, 
ruined an Empire, debased football and 
drawn their salaries.” (Loud cheers 
and a Voice: “ Rub it in I") 



“ But I have an oven graver accusa¬ 
tion to bring against this all-iniquitous 
Government. There is nothing in tho 
realm of sport more important than the 
Derby. When the turf was nationalised 
1 predicted that corruption would creep 
in even with the sport of kings. This 
year there chanced to be an Italian 
ninner for tho Derby. It was fairly 
obvious that Ministers wished it to 
win. They could not hide their love 
for the foreigner. 1 state with regret 
that tho Chancellou of the Ex¬ 
chequer and the Attorney-Genkbal 
received racing tips from tho trainer of 
this foreign horse. Tho trainer wiis 
tho Attoumey - General’s brother. 
And I may say that if there is any in¬ 
tention of promoting tho right honour¬ 
able gentleman to tho important post 
of Judge on the Government race¬ 
courses ”—(The Chairman: “ Order, 
order. That question hardly arises on 
this vote.”)—“in any case this tip 
enabled the Chancellor of the Ex¬ 


chequer to pile up an immense for¬ 
tune.” (Mr. Lloyd Gkohue : “ Well, 
now I must explain, i have ma<lo no 
fortune. 1 am a i)oor man. Tho horse 
ran thirteenth. And, to show that I 
was not actuated by motives of personal 
gain, let ino stato publicly that I have 
not yet paid tho bookmaker.” Loud 
Ministerial cheers.) 

“I am content to leavo it at that. 
Wo soo tho highest legal authority of 
tho Crown occojiting racing tips. We 
see England’s Chancellor of the 
Exchequer, who should lie tho ocutest 
financier of tho country, squandering 
his money on ‘ also ranu.’ Would Mr. 
Gladstone have done that?”—(Oppo¬ 
sition shouts of “ Never.")—“ Would 
oven tho present Premier, enemy of tho 
Empire as he is, deliberately use his 
position to back * also rans ’ ? 1 dopht 
it. Would he, if ho hod mfule a specu¬ 
lative investment, doclino to pay his 
liookmakor?”—(Cocoa Member: “I 
hope so.”)—“I am sorr^that oven ono 
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of liUauppoilci'd sliouhl liavo so low iiit 
opinion of him.' 

“ Sir, I liavo sliown ilio Ciovurmnont; 
to Ijo incapable, base, comipt, and llio 
friends of the foivigncr. I have proved 
them to Ix) the encmioK of Jiiitisli 
sport, and it is my painful duly to 
move the nxluctiun of tliis vote hy 
£100." (fioud and eontimied cheering.) 

“GENTLEMEN, THE DRAMA!" 

A MKKTiNtr of dnimutisls to consider 
Mr. CvHiii Ma(M)k‘h suggestion that 
]»lay-writing sliotdd he systemui ically 
taught ill schools lias just Iks*!! Iield 
ill the oiierating theatro at (jiiy’s 
Hospital. Mr. WAnKLKV was in the 
Chair, uiiil lie was supixirtcd by some of 
the leading dramatists of the country, 
including Mr. Mak Plot- - - -- 

iiKirro.N’, the Uevue King. 

Mr. Mai; or. i\as also 
pieseiit. 

Jn his opening re¬ 
marks Mr. WAtihi.r.Y saiil 
that his own opinion was 
that everything that the 
Inalding dramatist need 
know was contained in 
the I’orlirs of Aiiistoti.i;. 

((■roans.) The misi'ry 
of g(*ntlemen present, he 
ailiUsI, did not alter the 
fact. Jle was horn lisji- 
ing Aiiistoti.k’s name, 
and if ever he dii'd, which 
was unlikely, no (touht 
it would bu with Aiiis- 
toti.k's namo on his lips. 

(Ilonewcd conniKition.) 

Mr.llnKNAKi.SitAw 

StiHl tlWiv iniicll fllSK ijDY' JtitiriHlI 

was being mado about —.— 

what was, after all, only a trick. Play- 
writing was a gift wliieh some men, 
SUCH as himself, had, and others, such 
as SiiAKsenAici;, luul nut. lie would lie 
ashaiiKxl to sjx'iid more than a few 
hours on any play, however luaslerly. 
(Keiisaliun.) Thu itlua of toaehing play¬ 
writing was only one degree more ah- 
sunl than teaching cricket. (Oh! Oh I) 

8ir.1.\MKsBAiiiiiif; wished Mr. M.Aonn’s 
project every success. Nothing could 
iK' easier, ho held, than to leach suc¬ 
cessful play-writing. In Mr. Mauuk’s 
woixls the pupils " would havoexercist's 
ill dialogue, and woulil be taught con¬ 
ciseness, crispness, and how to make 
points. Then they would learn the 
eonstruction of a }>lay, uiH>nings, cur¬ 
tains, and all tho vital matters which 
si>cll tho diirerenco between failum and 
success." Well, Sir .Tamms asked, what 
could bo simpler than that ? Crispness 
and point wei'o, of coureo, nt any one’s 
service, and tho eircumstanco that so 
many plays were dull and ill-inodu was 





wholly owing to the absence of Mr. agrecil with every word _ that Mr. 
MAUiiM'sschomcofinKtiaiction. Hence- Maudk liatl said. Play-writing coulil 
forwaiil ho saw’ no mison why' any be taught and should bo taught—in 
play' should fail. It was not as if fact, be had done something to teach it 
personality counted, as in other forms himself, ns rondel's of his “ How to do 
of art, or as if a s(*nsc of life was neces- it like billy-oh "papers, recently running 
sary. (Choei-s and counter-cheers.) in r/tcTJin/fis/iiicrJcii', would remember. 

Mr. CiiAN'vii.iiM JlviiKKit denied that All that was noedixl was a clear-hood^ 
(he writing of real plays could bo expository instructor, an apt pupil, 
taught. Only genius, ho held, could paper, pen and ink. If they had a few 
produce plays suiliciently true and di-ab minutes to spare ho would show them, 
to empty the tlicaln!; which was, bo (Panic.) 

said, the aim of all conscientious crafts- Sir Airriiuu Pinmko paralysed the 
men. More enturlainmenls no doubt company by asking in what way his 
could be knocked up, but not fii-st-class latest play would have boon improved 
jilays of the order indicaUxl. (At this had he attended a class for dramatists, 
momciit a painful sonsation was caused No one replying, ho .sat down in silent 
hy Mr. Shaw's sorrow fully leaving tho and sarcastic triumph, 
room.) In tho gloom that followed, tho mect- 

Mr. liOns N. 1'AiihKii, who looked, ing silently'dispei'sod, and Mr. Mauiik 

—- - - —^-returned to his theatie to 

complete arrangements 
for a number of new 
plays, none of which was 
written undcriiistruction. 

Wo hour that several of , 
tho pulilic schools have I 
I taken so kindly to Mr. | 
Maciik's suggestion that i 
tlieyaro alixsuiy in nego- I 
tiation with well-known 1 
drumalist.s to act as j 
couches. After the pas- i 
sage in I'eler and Wendi) [ 
describing Cai)lain j 
Hook's education, the | 
headmaster of Kton had | 
no alternative but to j 
invito Sir Jamkh Baiiihk 
to instruct tho Etonians 
Till'. (ll.YNNl'.lj TUKKI'.r.. whom bo understands 

.K. I'.vKs IN 'j'liH ixi'iuiiiMsr.i; KM.Nf <)i' A iiiis'iii.u I'ouci: J.Q Harrow haf 

:s.muN oil' ('.AI.V1S, Mr.iai iiwk no 1 ;i:.vu Avmi.s'i' wu iiwi: ,, ' ■ r i ■ 

eoMu-rrous ON TIIK TI.\INS. thrown out foelei's to- 

— -- - wants tho Mrothers Mmu- 

somewhat fatigued from his cITorts in viniih:. Mr. Mai'uham goes to Rugby, 
drnniaiising the OUl Testament and Mr. lIoi-'un'roN to Winchester, Mr. iii-: 
satisfying Mr. BitooKi''ii':i.i) with his CoukvillI'; to Ardingly, and Mr. Uai.s- 
tact and discretion, olTered to teach woktiiy to the School of Economics, 
play-writing to any |)upil in six months Meanwhile The Daily Sale, ever on 

- provided he hail the mind.” (Mr. the look-out for objects for its singlo- 

Cviiii. MAriiH; “1 forgot that.’’) minded munificence, is olToring £5,000 

Mr. (lAi.swoiri iiv agrc'ed tliat play- (five thousand pounds) for the best play 
writing cuidd bo pr(>ceded by much written by a school-boy under sixteen 
useful lonrning; but it was not Uie fresh from a dramatic clus.s, to bo 
learning of the schools but of the hard entitled The Failure of Pickles. The 
grey world. Coal mines, factories, editor’s decision to bo final. A further 
prisons, mean streets- these wore the sum of £2,000 (two thousand pounds) 
proper training-ground of tho drama- for the best ** Pimplet’’concocted from 
list. (Cries of Help!) the alxivo phrase. 

Mr. Ckok. RAT.KUiit urginl that Mr. as===sssssa 

G aTjSWOIITIIY hiul omii>led tho best "AiioUior of lloddcr and Stoughtou's 
school of all — .Tustico B.AKQRAVE autumn books will 1 m n snoring edition of 
Dhank’s court. "All I .ask," ho said. Sir J. M. Barrie’s ‘Qualify Street.”' , 

“is two boards and a divorce case,” TAferpool Courier. 

(Ixnid cheers.) Just the book for tho bedside. 

Tho Eevuo King, who was greeted - 

with cries of “ No 1 No! ’’ sat down " Strike of Putters," announces a 
again amid groat applause. contomppraiy. Our own lias i-cfuscd 

Mr. AuNoi.n Bexmet'c said that ho to do its job for weeks. 
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PAGES FROM THE DIARY OF 
A FLY. 

(lii/onr Chariouriely Arthle.) 

HI. 

My mirrow cscapo from a watery 
{>ravfl broiii'lit on aiiotlior lit of nerves, 
ami I quietly left tlio room ami cmwlcd 
upstairs ami lay down on tlio library 
sofa ai'ain. Js it, I vsomler, an un¬ 
lucky house ? Tlicro are siicb things. 
I may leave to-morrow. 

Wliat a deal of tragedy there is in a 
fly’s life, if one comes to think of it. 
Few of us onl}', I should say, an 
inlinitosimally small proportion -die in 
our beds. Death is always lurking at 
our elhow. b'or example, each winter 
hiimlriuls of thousands of us—all, in 
fact, who cannot manage to got to the 
itiviera—perish of cold. Something, I 
cannot help thinking, might bo done to 
prevent this appalling mortality. I 
have soon moths, for instanm!, in cxpoti- 
sivo fur coats. If they can do it, wo 
ought to bo able to do it. But it is 
rather of the sudden deaths -the violent 
ends ' that 1 was thinking. Take my 
own family. T havo already mentioned 
the cases of my poor mother and 
her mother iMjforo her. My paternal 
grandfather, when asleep in an arm¬ 
chair, was sat upon by a man weighing 
eighteen stone. Mybrothorsand sisters, 
Frank, (Icorgo, Mary, Daphne, .loyce, 
I’atienco and Iris, when mere young¬ 
sters, woro all trapped in trciiclo, and 
my father {icrishcd in an heroic attempt 
to rescue them. A spider got my dear 
sister Frniyiitrudc«, and birds ran olT 
with Dulcio, Chiiviice, and HU'phcn. 
fJuy—powerful follow though he was--- 
bad his spine broken by a horse's hoof. 
Marmaduko was pulled to pieces bofoie 
bis mother's eyes by a brat of a boy. 

Thou there was the case of Itcginald. 
Reginald was our black shce]>, and con- 
so<]Ucntly his mother’s favouriU;. lie 
took to drink. It was perhaps scarcely 
his fault, lie was egged on by otbei'S. 
It Ikigan in a small way. Out of ouri- 
osity be looked into a public-housn one 
day. Some men there gave him a drop 
of boor. Apparently it amused them to 
see him intoxicated; the thought of it 
is sulliciontly humiliating. Thu liking 
for strong <lrink grow upon Reg., and 
be became a public-house loafer, lie 
would oven steal I'.eor. One day pos¬ 
sibly ho was under the inllucncO' ho 
missed bis footing on the inside wall 
of a tankard, fell into a half of bitter, 
and - it is almost too gruesome to tt>ll— 
was swallowed by a bricklayer—with¬ 
out oven enjoying tbo wasp’s satis¬ 
faction of slinging the fellow as he went 
down, lie left bl widows and :i,071 
children; for Reginald, in sp'to of his 
weakness, was an exceptionally hand¬ 


some and taking fellow. By a mere 
chance the tragedy was witnessed by a 
friend of ours who happened to bo on 
the bar counter at the time, and bo 
gave us a full account of tbo atlair— 
including a description of the coughing, 
spluttering, and swearing of the dirty 
toper who hocamc, so to say, tbo grave 
and monument of iny poor hrothcr. It 
nearly killed my inothcr, and made 
leetolaleis of such of us as had bitherlo 
licet) in the habit of taking a drop now 
and then. 

Another of my family perisbod 
through ovcr-oiiting. My balf-si.sler 
Geraldine had the good fortune, as she 
thought, one afternoon, to bo tho only 
fly imprisoned under tho muslin cover 
over tlio cakes in tho window of a con¬ 
fectioner’s shop. It was the oppor¬ 
tunity of a lifetime, and Gcraldino 
made tho most of it. But it was her 
undoing. Sho gorged and gorged and 
gorged. Then suddenly sho felt a rush 
of blood to tho head, there was a loud 
report, and then no more Gcraldino. 

Thus does misfortuno dog our foot¬ 
steps. And what about tbo “ mysterious 
disappearances ” Thcro have been 
hundreds of these in our family. Soino 
few may possibly bo explainctl by 
elopements, but tho great majority 
point to a violent end. Not always, 
though. An old friond of mine I had 
known her in her maiden days -lost 
one of her youngsters. Again ho was 
tho black shcetp and tbo favourite I 
don’t protend to understaml those 
things—atid the mother woro her¬ 
self to a skeleton searching for 
him. Ono day, just as she was think¬ 
ing sho must give up tho quest as 
hopeless, she spotted tho young gentle¬ 
man in a butcher’s shop. “ My dearest, 
dearest pet!" she cried ns sho rushed 
towards him. “ llulloa, Mother; faiffty 
meidiing you I ” said tho callous young 
beast, licking his chops and scarcely 
looking up. That is your modern young 
fly! llo loft bonii>, ho hiul tbo good taste 
to tell tho old lady, because he found it 
dull there and the restrictions irksome, 
and it was only with the greatest dilli- 
cnll.y, and after a promise bad ht'en given 
that nothing should bo said if ho came 
in lato at nights, that Master Archibald 
was persuaded (o return homo I 
Still, that was an exceptional in¬ 
stance. The mysterious disappearances 
which are so common with us aro too 
horrible to contemplate .... 

There is a qin stion which T often 
think about. What Is'cemos of us 
after death ’? Some say currants, and 
thero is an end of us. I don’t believe 
this. 1 believe wo becomo angels for 
we can lly. I wonder .... 
in the act of wondering I fell asleep. 

Finis. 


THE YELLOW GNOME. 

Hush! 

Creep at the cool of duak 
By a rill where sleeps tho rush; 

By a fcrn-cboked fence 
Whore meadow-sweet and musk 
Faint opiates dispense. 

Whist! 

Steal through tho languid mist 
Drowsed from tho poppy’s wopnd, 
Sweet from the trcxldcn clover, 

Hurry tiji-too over. 

Creep I * 

As tho owl’s low note is croqued 
Hollow, mellow, deep, 

Kntcr a wood, dark, old; 

Step light on tho yielding mould 
(5’er many a moulted plume; 

Wake not a note of sound 
Across tho slumb’ring gloom. 

Steal I 

Stoop low to tho velvet ground. 

Kneel I 

Behind a leafy mound— 

Sm I 

At the waist of tho mouldering tree, 
On tho lip of tho ragged hole. 

In tho stricken moss-grown bole, 
Thci'e's a rogue of a yellow 
Jjitllu fellow 
Of a gnome 

At tho porch of his vaulted homo. 
“Whet o’/” 

Thcro 1 
Seel 

W'ith bis c1)in ou bis gnarlfid knee. 
Thumbs on shin, 

JJps a-grin— 

So. 

See? 

“No?” 

Klbows bare. 

Tangled hair 

Like weed on a yellow beach; 

Nose awry. 

Glowing eye, 

Now green as a uiildowed peach. 
Now saffron hot, then sapphire cool. 
Like gems in a moonlit pool. 

See ? “ No ? 

Not yet?" Ob, oh! 

Why, bless— 

. All, yes 1 
Too loud, too loud I 
Ho's gone for good 
Tn a musty cloud. 

In an odorous shroud 
Of rotten wood I 

“Cow IS THK Bult. HoTEr.." 

Kssex County Telegraph, 

Tlio forward sex! 

“ Thanks mostly to a stand by G. N. Foster 
' nd Vorrin, when things woro critical, Leicester 
loft oil with 137 for four wickets." 

Daily ifirror. 

Very sporting of Worcestershire and 
Essex to allow this. 





THE CULT OF THE PEKY-PEKY. 

First Oimxer of Prize DogUt. “Thkss bearioe ptACEB bos’t AiriiAb to mb ttib t.BABT wrrr.B bit. But Ozonkvim.k ■wai 
RBCOMMBJIDEI) TO OIVB TONE TO ChoO-CUOO’B MEBVBB. Hk 'b BEEN BUEVEBINO FIUIM BEVKllE BIIOCK TUBOUUU BEKINO TWO VEAltEUI-i 
MONOBEI.S MATE A VIUUT IE TUB PARK OEB DAT. VOUB BITTUB TUIN'UY-THI.NU ’b OFT COUtUK TOO?" 

Seemvd Owner of Prize DogUl. “Yeb, a bit bum dowm afttkk the Kkahom. Sokby, but I rf.ai.ly mcbt hurhy AWAr, Bamu'ii 

BEUIMMIMO TO FLAY BOMEmiMO OP BaLPe’S, AMD I WA’PGB ALLOW MlSO-^fINa TO IIKVB BANAL MUBIO.” 


SADIE AND THE L/.VENDER MAN. 

Sadib and her "Pop” wore doing 
London oxhanstively. On a corlain 
dull August morning they wero in a 
taxi, sampling the suburbs, when Sadie 
Bu Idcnly called a holt. 

“ What's the trouble, baby-child ? " 
a^hed “ Pop," u the chauffeur brought 
them up short. “ Notliing to sea in this 
old place, anyway I ” 

“ May^ not. Fop, but something to 
heer," cried Sadie, her bright face alight 
with joyous triumph and her hngor 
raised. Sure enough, in the distanco 
sounded the remote, melancholy, mys¬ 
terious cry of a lavender man. 

"Sit up and take notice. Pop I That’s 
the last, tne vurr^last, of the old London 
Street Cries 1 There was haf a hundred 
and more in old times, and now there 'a 
only the Sweet Lavender Cry—the 
vurry lost survivor. Isn't it a lovely 
obant?” and Sadie raised her voice, 


which was not quito so piistty as her 
face, and sang tlio o][)oning bars: ~ 

“Will you como buy niy bwoi'I lav-on-dor?” 

" I know all about it. Pop, and I ’vo 
been after that dear old cry ever since 
we concluded to sample Greater Ijondou 
this morning. It’s ono of tlio oldest 
of the old street cries; and the finest 
lavender comes from a place called 
Mitcham, way down south-west of 
London. For centuries it's been grown 
there; and for centuries tho samo fam¬ 
ilies havo cried it through tho streets of 
London. Tho industry, by what 1 learn, 
has been kept vurry much among ono 
set of folks, liko a good many iirilish 
institutions, and the dear old cry h.as 
been handed down from father to son; 
that's what makes it so interesting and 
so romantic; and that's why it seems 
to strike some old hidden chord some¬ 
where in one’s being. Guess this vurry 
man's ancestors sang that old lavender 


chant through tho streets of Old Tion- 
don, and our ancestors hearkened to it 
Iroforo over they thought of booking 
passages by the May/lower." 

Thu lavender man, with his loud and 
somewhat raucous cirant, had ap¬ 
proached tho stationary taxi by this 
tinio, and Sadie, after listening raptur¬ 
ously to him at close (piartors, heckom-d 
him and proceeded to hiiy up his whole 
stock. “Tlio whole crowd’ll want 
some,” she said; “ Momma and tho 
hoys, and Clytio and I'ldna real, 
genuino Mitcham lavender, hoiight of 
a real, genuine, traditional, Jlrilish 
lavender man. Say, Pop," as a new 
idea struck her, " whut's the matter 
with our taking this man hack, right 
now, to tho Savoy and getting a recoril 
of tho last of tho ohi liomleii slroc£ 
cries for iny phonograph ? ” 

“Jlest not tako liim hack with us, 
Sadio,” objected "I’op” ip an asulo. 
“Looks like wo should bo taking moro 
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ITtAN WEIfiltTI.D IIIS DATiriKC-CLOiK BIOCH BICiVIE* 


tliiui him if wo lot)k him. Iiot iiim 
oloan liiinmilf soiiio ami coiiio <o tlio 
Savoy later, it you want a voconl of hi.s 
old cry. tfecins a nii{*h(y dull spociuicn. 
Hasn't said n word y<>t.'’ 

"No; isn’t that jinrfoolly lovol\ ? 
Such Iriio British (lUMlnrnity. I)o:ir. 
didl, silont, inoss-;»mwn folks ihoy arc.” 

To tlio laviMidcr man Sadie |iroceo<l(*d 
(o explain: “ Wo want a ivconl of Unit 
lovely old cry of yours. W« 're from 
the other side; hut wo know all ahoul 
lavender; how it’s p-own at a )>liico 
called Mitcham, and all yon lavender 
men live there in a sort of little setllo- 
iiicnt to yoni'selvos, just as vonr fathers 
and gmiidfathers did befoiv yon: and 
you vo leariied the ilear old ciianl from 
^jonoriition to ;»oneration, your father 
Uinching it to you and his father teaeh- 
ing it to him, and so on way haek till 
it’s enough to give anyone I'nain f<>vcr 
to think of it I 11’s a pnrfeetly yn/r/irf h/ 
syveot notion I And the fael that you' 
don’t answer anything I say to yoii is 
just right-shows what a trite, gennino 
British lavender man you must he." 

“ • Fine capacity for silence,’ to quote 
the kto TnoJt.A.H C.vHr.YLK, of Kcclo- 


fechan, flcolland, and Chelsea, 1 xtndon,’’ 
pul in “ I’op." 

" Well, now’,’’ went on Sadie, “ that’s 
wliat we want of you—a lucord of tliis 
splendid i»ld chant, that's coma down 
from father to son tlirougii the een- 
turies. You ’ll eomo to the Savoy 1 fotol. 
Strand, and sing it good and hard into 
a iihonograph and you might add a 
few pailicnlars of ‘the lifo at the 
Mitcham lavenrior settlement and how- 
far haek you can trace your descent 
from the original old lavender men, 
and wo’d give you stwen dollars ■ or, 

I say a pound and a haf, Britisli money. 
Take it or leave it.” 

■ *• 'Sense me. lidy,’’ inlerrupted an 

|exj)erl in Itottles and hones, who had 
j.sloppod pushing his harrow in order to 
listen, and now drew up, " hut it ain't 
no use arslin’ that hloke nothin’—von 
won’t gel no change out of 'ini. laves 
in same ’ouso as mo out Beilnall (Ireen 
way, ’a does, and ’e oii’y landed ’eiv 
last week, and carn't speak nothin’ hut 
Yiddish- cGuldn’t lip you a word of 
Unglish, not if it was over so!" 

“But - hut ho was singing the old 
lavender cry," urged Sadie desperately. 


" Oh -that / Yus, lidy', 'o was 
chuckin’ it out cert’nly, hut tlioy 
learns ’em that at the place whei-o they 
gets their stock o’ lavender." , 

"‘(luoss this vurry man’s ancestors 
cried tliat lovely old cry through the 
streets of Old fxindon, and our ancestors 
liearkcned to it befoi’oovcr they thought 
of hooking passages by tUoMa'i/Jloiirr ,'" 
quoted “i’op” musingly, as’tho ta.Yi 
sped a way again on its Miduirh-sanqiling 
mission. " Another illusion knocked 
Old, huhy-child! ’’ 

‘‘Don’t rub it in. Pop!” jileaded 
Sadie; and then, with a sudden move¬ 
ment, she thi-ow .all her recently-pur- 
chased lavender into (ho vo.ad. " I’orisli- 
ing old stud'! Beckon even that’s 
imported 1 And mayl)o tlioro’s no such 
place as Mitcham, anyway!" 


•‘TYPHUS IN r.r..\SGOW. 
Tivi-.STV'-r.ionT Cvsks. 

Aiomekt WEr.r, SenEVD," 

Those cheerful headlines appear in The 
Glasgow News, not The British Medical 
Journal. 
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THE CALL OF THE WILD WAVES. 


••Wbi.i., T.anceu>t, wb ■wii.r. oo down to tub bands just 

ONUB, KCT don't I.BT DH OAI'KII ADOUT LIKB TUB COMMON IIKDO 
JUSi' BBUAUSB WK ARK AT TUB SKA-HIUK.'* 


Tub fadd. 


THM L.\ST LAY 
Of an illegible Pool, whose typewriting 
machine, having occasion to travel, 
collapsed en route. 

Is Cuthbert broke ? Is Cuthborl: doatl ? 

BImll bo no iiioro display 
His rampant B, bis concliant Z, 

His sligbtly jaded A, 

His errant colon, sudden stop? 

Hatb Guliibcrt bad a fatal drop ? 

’Tis so indeed. Too dead is bo 
To type a final It. 1.1*. 

A porter man of coai-so pbysiqiio, 

Wbo’d never pau8c<l to noto 
Tbo verso, appearing week by week, 
That I and Gutbbort wrote— 

A porter man it was by wbom 
Befell this coinprobonsivo doom— 

A porter man, wbo didn’t cboose 
To mind poor Gutbbert’s P’s and Q’s. 

By day, when I am otlier than 
Tbe thing I am by night, 

I practise as a Business man 
And little else 1 write 


Save “ Yours to hand . . .," “ tbo tbir- 
toontb inst.” 

And sueb-liko phrases, bald, unmiiicod. 

And oven these I but dictate 
Kor others to elucidate. 

'rbo Hbadcd lamp, tbo evening meal, 
The alcoholic cup. 

These bring my gentler muse to heel 
And keep me sitting up 
Inditing verses by the score. 

While otbci's lie abed and snore; 

But verses, which no liuman o^no 
Gould later roa<l—not even mine. 

Till Gutbhert came, when poems which 
Had little use of old 
Wem now discovered to bo rich 
In scams of sterling gold. 

And, what is more, to scan and rhyme 
And earn a guinea every time. 

And doth tbo sudden end of Guth 
Involve the end of mo ? It doth. 

That I am loth to fill bis plaeo 
Is not from sentiment. 

But only that I cannot face 
The money to be spent. 


For twenty pounds is surely what 
May be regarded as a lot. 

“ Dictate ’em to the clerk,” you say ? 
The notion takes my breath away. 

To call in person, sit beside 
The Kditorial chair. 

And, onco a week at eventide. 

Declaim one's verso from lliero 
Would bo a gross unkindness to 
My I'iditor, nay, boro, who 

’I'his onco (but, mark, this onco alone) 
lias taken stul! by telepboiio. 

Another Koar Eastern Problom. 
"Uiissian TrarKliips hiivo bi-cu onlcrrtl to 
Sovasto]K)I. It is tiiouglit that this uiovu is 
in coiiiioction with mrlcoy’s rc'lnsal to ovacu* 
iitn CoiiAtaiilinoplc."— AUrileen Vrec I'rcus, 

Wo iill know that Turkey has a yield¬ 
ing nature, but this is asking too niucb 
of her, 

"According to Kol«) advices, n'fugoca from 
China aro daily swelling. ItriiU'.r.” 

IVrutent Dnitu Mercury, 

The Koljo mosquito is notorious among 
travellers. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Bio Game." 

. Tt ^Yas on the tliii'd night that I 
paid n visit to tlio New 'J'lieatro, and 
was Klruck, heforo the riso of the curtain, 
by the curiously ingi'uuous and undis- 
linguishe<l aspect of the si sills. I half 
feared that they had hoen misled hy 
the title of Mr. ('aiuioi.i.’s ])lay and | 
wero anticipating llio n]tpeiirance of: 
some of the Isirger faiinsi of Die Afriusin 
continent. Jt wsis true iliiit, in (he 
hands of Destiny, a rhino liad laid the 
seed of all tiio troiihlo, hut he hsul been 
dead soino leu years before the oiioning 
of Die play, and consoijneiitly did not 
face the footlights. It was like Diis. 

% [f 




suspectoil, without any good reason, of 
complicity in his parent's death. Ijiko 
a little ilomlel he sets himself to 
avenge that death, and it was indeed a 
ciirsf'd spite (both for him and the 
audience) tliat lie slioiild have felt culled 
upon to put things right. For, unlike 
the Kimj of Denmarit, the late Hfr. lioss 
was not nearly so wliilo as ho was 
painted. Ho was, in fact, a bigamist, 
and, in the articlu of death, had con¬ 
fided to ((rimshatr the guardianship of 
Ids extra wife. Faithfully ho executes 
(he trust, concealing it, of course, from 
liis wife, who cherishes tlic memory of 
her late hiislmnd as a model typo, 
*• a man in a million." Young Hamifl, 
how'ovcr, sniffing a rat (as it luiglit bo 


Act, where the legitimate wife pays her 
conventional visit of inspection to the 
illegitimate. Tlic plar, indeed, was only 
saved by the iiitervciftion of little Miss 
Fii,KKs’j'lsr,EK, wlio played with groat 
clitirm and iiitclligoncc ilio precocious 
part of Kiltji '•Morrison," daughter of 
Jioss hy the lady who was his wife in 
tlio sight of God." Apart from lior, 
the rolicC-liumonr was of tho thinnest. 

Mr. Fbed Kunn, ns Ormshnjv, did 
liis ])ossiblo for the play, and was very 
workmanlike. His brusque manner' 
was admirably suited to the character 
of a man wlio didn't mind lioing a 
gent Icman if only ho could escape being 
a stngc-bcro. Miss Etiif.Ii Dane, as 
tho innocent lady whom tho bigamist 
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“TIIK uro GAMK." 

Bckxe -Ciiifral Africa. Time— S’cii years or so Itfare rise of curtain. 

[No'in—Tho track of the fatiil bullet is iiidicntod by a dotted lino.] 

T>ying Jthiuo. " There 'll ho Iruiihlo about this. 1 shouldn’t be surprised if a pretty had play was written on the subject.” 


.V/'. and Mrs, I}o.ss and their particular 
friend, Mr. (Irimshatr, wen* on a shoot¬ 
ing trip ill Central Afiioa. One fine 
day a rhino charged Dio lirst-nainod. 
'i'liu native who was carrying bis riile 
tlirow^ it away and lied. Mr. ilriiushair 
at onco discharged his pieco at Die 
monster, and at the same moment Mr. 
lioss ran across the linn of ih'o and 
inici'ceplcd the hiillct. Mr. Clriuishiir, 
having received his friend's dying con- 
lidcncus, married tliu widow, and 
gavo out for conveiiienco that tho 
clccoasoil hud jierishcd of fever. His 
coiiscienco was quite clear as to tlic 
accidental nature of lioss's dealli, and 
fortunately tho lady, who witnessed 
tho episode, was in a position to sup¬ 
port his view. 

All,tlioii, might have gone modcralely 
well in the homo circle but for tho fivct 
tliat tho o.\linct sportsman hud left be¬ 
hind him a son, whoadoi^ his momoiy 
and dotestod tho stop-fatlior, whom ho 


I'oloiiliis heliind tho arras), spies«i>on liad betrayed, never quite secured my 
his step-father and raports him at lioirio symputiiy. Slio h.ad too much tho air 
as a base deceiver loading a double life, of a virtuous cocotte. Mr. Bkvf.riooe, 
(Iriwsliair, persistently noble, declinos a nitslical amicus curitc, with a per- 
to elear himself til tho cost of his dead nianerit frock-coat, an Irish brogno and 
fi'iotid's liononr—alwajs a good lino a vein of cxtreinclvcbildlikoand pritni- 
for lieroes of Die stage.' But Dm family live humour (largely associated with his 
! diic'lor, wlio knows all and is sensible umbrella), was not so well served as 
eiioiigb to recognis.'' tliat a living lion I liavo seen liiin. Miss Fbances Ivor, 
is wortb any number of dead dogs, as lioss's widow aud Grimshaic's wife, 
gives Die seerel away. boro with a nice serenity Dm division 

It is patent that every step which of her dear heart hetween her two lius- 
tlie hoy takes to expose what ho bands; and M iss M arqabex Daeuas, as 
imagines to ho liis ste|i-fntlicr's baseness a garrulous inonial, saw tho fuu, and, I 
and duplicity only brings liiin uoiiror hope, tho improbability, of her lines, 
to tlio loss of bis own ideal. Bike It was unfortunate that Mr. Dekxis 
CKdiptis on the track of his father’s NKir, 80 S-TERRy, in tho part of tho 
slayer, ho brings about his own uu- stepson,/ic/iau Ji'oss, tho first part ho 
doing. This is your right Sopbocloan has "created". (I cull this dfroadful 
irony. But wlicn yon have noted that, word from his own alleged utterance 
you havo uotod practically all that is to au interviewer), should have had to 
to bo said for U'hc Dig Game. For, represent a spoilt and insufferable prig 
frankly, it was dull stuff, reaching the —or " neuropath,” as he put it; for 
low-wator mark of tediiuu iu tho last with a young actor who lias yet to 
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inako liis mark in original work an 
audioiieo is apt to niako confusion 
between tlic cliaraclcr that lio plays 
and liis own ^)ersonality; and some of 
us may liavo been excusably templed 
to attribute to Mr. NKir.soN-TnunY the 
conceit and afToctalion of Julian lloss. 
It was a diflicult and outrageous pait, 
and be tried honestly to play it; but 
bo lias much to learn in voice and 
gesture and moveinont. it is, perhaps, 
a pity tliat,in the interview to which 1 
have referred, he should have advertised 
the merits of The JJig Game so loudly; 
for those who allowed themselves to be 
guided by his youthful judgment must 
have been sadly lot down. O. S. 

“Moro is expected of every class of woman 
than Uirton or Newiiluiin, and if they have 
not they wish they had .”—Dailif Minor, 
Surely you see that? 

” Startled by the imi^t of bat and ball, it 
has been said that rabbits often scurry ooross 
the Worcester Rround, but the two Surrey 
batsmen showed no such timidity.” 

JJail]/ Nefoi. 

Hobbs and Hayward are no rabbits. 


THFi ADDED CIIIUT. 

r.V doctor claims to have discovered a com- 
IKtund which will increase the height oven of 
luliilts, though it is most cflicucious in the 
case of children.] 

h'iKKi) by a firm i-osolvc to rise 
To hciglits untouched bofoi'c. 

And daunted not by frequent trios 
To make my inonos moro, 

T bought a bottlo of this boon, 

A largo one, and a lablo-S])oon. 

“My son will note a chango in 
mo,” 

Tliought T, “ and inuch admiro 
Tho strapping man tliat used to bo 
His far too puny sire. 

And murmur in rospoctful tono, 

‘ Oh, mother, hasn’t father grown! ”' 

Alas, I did not count upon 
His passion for research. 

Ono morn I found tho bottlo gono 
From its accustomed perch. 

Tho youngster sought to know (and 
touch) 

What is it father likos so much. 


JIc drained this wondrous draught of 
mino. 

And youth’s tho time to shoot. 

So at tiio oarly ago of niiio 
Ho tops mo by a foot. 

And, when ho argues with his Pa, 
Treats him too much do haul en bat. 


The Coming of Autumn. 

” Sir John Simon has already ountieulod to 
address a scries of h'rco Trade mcoUngs in the 
autumn, which begins in (ilasgow in October.” 

Manritegier Ouardian, 

And in England a few days earlier, os 
usual. 

Mr. AvNKKWOiiTif, as rciiortod in Tlu 
livening News :— 

“It is, .IS you huow, adapted from 'Ija 
I'riso do Bcrg-up-/oom,’ an alliterative title." 
Wo should novor havo guessed it. 

“Wanted a dwarf or midget, bfust bo 
small.”— Advt. in "Daily Cluvniele." 

Tho conditions are too arduous, if 
the advertiser were not so absurdly 
particular ho would got many more 
applicants.* • 
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RE-SESSIONAL. 

tjrateftil achiowledgineiits to ttie ParUamenlanj Repre¬ 
sentative o/ "The J)ailij Chronicle," the lines that 
follow beituj little more than a metrical version of the 
subjoined passages from his Jleoiew of the fiessian.) 

["The Ijibui'iil p»rty liaH liad iti tips aiirl driwiix in the past StsKsion, 
and on a few occiisUnm il w.ih (■(infruiilcd witli very r-iiilairrassinff, not 
to Hay p.'riIouH, Hilualioii':, all of tlioin, uiulor llie cool and 

Hkilful Kuidaiioo of the Prime Minister, it eincr^'ed not only witliout 
diHcrcilil, but with a-ldi-d streiii'tli - indeed, fortified and pnrjfied by 
tho diseaplinu of aflverso oiremnsfaneeH. . . . Mr. Asquith has 
msMlerod Iho Hooret of fteltiiiK profit for Jiis Ministry out of cireum- 
hUiicos of ])oril. . . . Mr. Asiiuilh is an Kii.-.lislunau to his flnf'cr- 
tips. Yet this typical I'ini’lishmau has Kuuc(<cdtsl in winning; the 
uni|Ualifi(sl devotion of tho Irish ^Nationalists. At tho b:tni|uct ftiven 
to tho Prinic Minister by Mr. Itislinond. tho wiinii-hearted Trishtnen 
were almost swept off their feet by a thrilling |)as.sa)'o in Mr. Asquith’s 
s|M'eeh in wliieh ho ae.KiiowlisIxed his f;r.itiludn to *niy Irish com¬ 
rades.’ . . . Nest to tho Prime Minister, Mr. l.loyil (leorgo has 
bulbed larf'est on fho Parlianusitary sfa;{e. Mis darinx and supple 
Xenius h.is bei'it of iiio.limabte. value to the liils-ral party. lie was 
winged for n tinio by thu wrotehed tr.u'us.>erii:s of tho Marconi alfair, 
but quickly nsiovered,” 

AfUT notini; Mr. J.iatvn (iKimr.K'H “a|»>stolie ferwnir” for socbal 
reform, the writer g'S’S on to ili'seribo Mr. Winston ('iiriu'iiii.i.’H 
“poian on oil fuel” us a roniarkablo performanee, enlarges on tlio 
exceptional humanity of Afr. MoKknn.a, tho “flowering out’’ of 
Mr. AIaktp.ruan into a (irst-elass I’arliaiiientarian, and the all-round 
compotoney of Sir .IniiN Simon, “ who shines witli npial lustre in tho 
Ifousnef (fomnions and at the(!ourts.’’ In a previous issue he dilates 
on Afr. 'I'. P. O’CoNNoit's ehanipionship of the smalt nationalities, 
csiiccially tho Arineniaiis.J 

Wk TiilMfi'fils ill tlio tiWi'lvo-iiioiilli past liavo Inul our ups 
and downs; 

Wo baskod awliilo in 1<'ui'tim()’s sinilo, and wilted ’noiith 
her frowns; 

Yot, thout;h tliis arduous discipline our grit has sorely 
tried, 

Wo’vo issued from tlie ordeal coniplcttily purified. 

Our wonderful Piiimk Ministku full-tlirtiatcdly wo hlcss 
For turning to our profit oacli Ministerial moss; 

Ho pilots us throiigii perilous seas, whero suigiiig hillows 
noil, 

But hitherto has iiovur lost liis little can of oil. 

Besides, ho has no maggots in his massive English hrain; 
He’s free from thrills and Celtic frills, ho's stiiidy and ho’s 
sane; 

Yet when ho called the Irishmen at Bioi).MONn'H festive 
hoard 

’’ My comrades,” from O’Connoii’s eyes the teardrops 
froely pouitsl— 

O’CoNNon, ceaseless eulogist of all that's rliic and smart; 
Who takes tho x)oor .Vrmeniaiis to his ull-emhi'aciiig heart; 
Whoso loving human kindness, saponaceous and serene, 
Itcaclics thu lactic level of the richest margarine. 

Next to our priceless I’ukmikii, 1 must essay to paint 
Tho superhuman vn'liios of our Oamhrian supor-Sainl; 

Who joins tho lion’s ilaring to (ho slither of tlio eel, 

With his “a^iostolical fervour” and his ,\thanasi.i.ii /cal. 

limnimo from all Iho weaknesses that hain 2 >er ccninion 
Dukes, 

He thrives upon exposuro and ho hatteiis on iT'biikcs; 

And, tho dcopor that ho floundei's in tho mud of ill renown. 
The more insistently ho claims to wonr the martyr's crown. 

Next comds tho only Winston, whoso oxuliernnco is such 
That we cannot oulogi/e it or disparage it too much; 

His Marconi exhibition was magnificent, of course. 

But it showed less thought for others than vituperative foico. 


Still, after Gkoboe and Asquith, he’s quite our brightest 
jewel. 

And wo all admired his memorable " piean on oil fuel," 
Whose far reverboralions cheered fiOrd MunnAV of Pern 
On bis jonmoy from Bolivia to the wilds of Timbuctoo. 

Of tho admirable Bufus ’tis perhaps enough to say. 

As a man and as a brother, that he's jicrfoct in his way. 
While Mastnhman, whoso unction is exuded with such tact, 

Is quito tho shoving leopard of the great Insiimnce Act. 

Though Simon’s not so sinqilo as his surnamo might sug- i 
gost. 

And tho way tho Tolies jiraiso him stii-s misgiving in my 
bimst, , 

Though he scorns to blufl and bluster or indulge in choa^i 
retorts, 

Still “ lio shines with equal lustre in tho Commons and tho 
Courts.” 

Tho facctiousncss of Buiiii:T.i, is alone worth twice his 
screw; 

And a dilatory magic gilds the uttcrauco of Chkwe ; 

.John Buuks's self-assurance is unshuttered up till now. 

And Haldane still cun perorato tho hinil-leg oil a cow. 

Last conics tho mild McKenna, so tremendously humane. 
That to stamp u^ion a beetle gives him agonising pain. 

And with such a noble iiussion for veracity imbued 
That he boats tho best acliiovonicnts of an amateur like 

PUOUDK. 

In 6no, however sketchily tho Liberal artist plaints 
Tlio variegated progress of his heroes and his saints, 

Ho cannot fail to recognise that, though severely tried. 

Their sjiiritual nuturo has been wholly ^nirificd. 


THE GLACIER. 

“This,” said Francosca, “is your excui'sion, and I refuse 
to bear any responsibility for its consoquoticos.” 

" Consequences 1 ” I said. “ What consequences can 
there bo?” 

“ I have alreiuly,” she said, “ got a blister on niy right 
foot, and my throat is choked with dust.” 

“ I admit that, in a sense, these are consequences, hut I 
am bound to p5int out that you must bear tliom yourself. 
[ cannot change feet or throats with you.” 

“ 1 don’t want you to,”^8lie said with dignity; “ but why 
have wo hired a carriage? ” 

“ Wo have oixlored a carriage,” I said, “ in order that it 
might precede us as wo ascend these stec]) Swiss roods. It 
makes u dust; but what of that ? It is a comfort to know 
that tho carriage is there.” 

I “ For all tho good we’ve Irad out of it, it might just as 
Well not have licen them,” she said. “Two hours have 
gone by since wo started and wo have not boon in it for 
more than ten minutes,” 

“ .\nd that is duo to the kind ness of our hearts. We cannot 
bear to inflict unnecessary sufl'ering on tho horecs.” 

“ Then wo should have left them in tho stables.” 

“No, for then wo should not have had tho beautiful 
consciousness of solf-sacriflce. It is for the sake of tho 
horses that your foot is blistered and your throat parched. 
Let this thought console you as you lim]) through tho dust." 

“ But you,” she said, “ have no such consolations; and 
that is what annoys me." 

“ Francosca, you are an unselfish creature; but if both 
my feet were one solid blister your pain would be the 
same." 
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“ Then there’s the couchnian,” she said. “ Why doesn't 
he Ket oil' his box and walk sometimes 7 ” 

“ He is a fat coacliman,” I said, “ and, once on the box- 
seat, he prefers to stay there. Though I am myself a slim 
man, I can undersland his preference. Perhaps his doctors 
have told him that carriage excixiiso is good for him.” 

” In that case ho ought to pay uh thirty francs instead of 
our paying him.” 

” 1 will mention it to him,” I said, “if you like; but I 
do not think ho will look favourably on the suggestion. 
They aro a grasping lot, these Swiss coachmen, and the law 
protects them.” 

“ What I am asking myself,” said Pranccsca, “ is why 
wo came out on this cxcuraion at all.” 

“ We came,” I said, “ to see a glaciei’.” 

“ Pooh 1 ” she said. “ What is a glacier 7 ” 

“ A glacier,” 1 said, “ is a sea of ice. That is <o say, it is 
not the sort of ice that you know. It is made of snow’. 
It is always there-” 

“Then all 1 can say is that wo could easily have gone 
some other day, or oven imagined it. The things I want to 
see aro tho things that are not always there—earthquakes, 
avalanches and that sort of thing.” 

“ If money could buy an earthquake, you should have it on 
the spot. Hut this glacier is not so constantly there-” 

“ You said it was.” 

“ It is not so constantly there as you seem to think. It 
moves, you know—only a few inches a day, I fancy, but 
still it moves.” 


“ But wo shan’t see tho silly thing move.” 

“No,” I said, “perhaps nut; but it is grand to know 
that it can got along without our seeing it. ifrancosca, tliuro 
are crevasses in a glacier.” 

“ Pago 45 of ‘ Physical Geography for Beginners.’ ” 

“In face of this grant blind natural force your flippancy 
is misplaced. If, for instance, I fell into a cravasso to-day, 
and you came back to this glacier forty years hence— ■” 

“ 1 should come in a carriage, you know,” said Francesca 
cheerfully. “ 1 shouldn’t walk.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ you would prf)bably come in a carriage. 
Then you woidd stand at the edge of the glacier and let 
your mind stray hack over forty siul years.” 

“ I've lost my handkerchief,” said h'laiuM’sea. 

“ You always have. And while you stood thora you would 
suddenly see amongst tho stones a gold watch and a largo 
boot with nads in it. That would be me- 1 mean, thoso 
inelancholy relics would ho all that was left of- 

“ You tmwoman mo,” saifi Fr.ancosca. “ All tho same,” 
she oddoil, “I can’t help saying this glacier of yours is a 
very slow worker, and, if you wantc<l mo to adiniru it, you 
haven’t succecdod.” 

“ Look! Tbero it is,” I said, pointing across tho gorge. 

“ Call that a glacier 1 ” sho said. “ It’s about as big ns a 
laigo tablecloth.” 

“ Anyhow,” I said shai-ply, “ that’s all tho glociei* you ’ll 
get to-day. If you wanted something bigger you should 
have said so. Personally, I admire it very much.” 

“ 1 don't,” said Francesca. B. C. L. 
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/MID n/\ni/iiu/' nccie^c ® saying they must part for over, becomes even 

uun DUUKiniu'Urriuc. tedious. Yet Mr. Cybii, Uamcoubt has written an engaging 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) fantasy, wdiich, though it never convinced me, has many 

IJsKD though I am, more particularly in novels, to those dolightful moments. In other words, Jlr. Habcoubt the 
who do, or talk of doing, llig Tilings, I have never before plot-inventor will probably owe tho success of his book 
mot so largo and mixed a company devoted to this vocation, entirely to Mr. IIauuouut tho dainty stylist. Heavily 
There is no doubt, of course, tliat tho class of whicli Sir treated, his thoino would have been intoier.'iblo. 


Oii.iiKRT I’aukkb writes in The Judgment House (Metjiukn) [ 
did much, if nob most, of tho bringing about and carrying j 


I read The Power Behind (EIvtuiiiksos), by M. P. Winii- 


through of tho Boor War, but 1 cannot think that the cooks, with tloop interest, as a novel quite out of the 
Magnates of tho Band or tho Officials of Diplomacy sot common run. Afucli of it I have since read a second and a 


about tho business in quite the large, direct and melo- third time, partly from delight in its many bcailtios of stylp 
dramatic spirit of Itudyard Bing and Jan Stafford. They and diction and descriptive power, and its thoughtful analysis 
must have given some thought to details; some trifles must of life, and partly' with the wish to got a cleaier underatanding 
have obtruded thomselves upon their notice, causing them of its author's design. In the second of these aims I con- 
to show impatience nr irritability, to laugh nr at least smile; fess to have fallen short of success. Tlio gTrl who is tho 
oven at such a crisis the tension of the situation and tho chief liguro is brought into closo relationship with throo 
facial muscles of those who conducted it must have relaxed men. Sho was adopted fn-st of all by an old West Country 
a little onco or twice in a period of somo years. On this doctor and naturalist, who in his youth had boon the loved 
part of tho alTair 1 siwak without authority, not knowing but rejected lover of her French grandmother. Thou sho 
by the light of iiatiiiv, nor having liocn told with any exact- was secretly married by a masterful young astronomer, who 


ness in the book, how- - —-— 

Magnates are created or 

of what Diplomacy (always | . 

with a big, big D) consists. a ieww^T ] 

Tho social and criminal I 

elements of the story arc, j I M li 

however, ©lien to the crifi- / ra 1 

cisni of tho man in tho i Ji ^ 

sti’cc’i. As to tho former, 1 ^ ll 

would arguethattho smart ^the 

and plutocratic sot of 

Jxmdon is heroin credited iwJPSrtii 'P 

with a brilliance and Rl^ i, W ' I_ 

breadth of mind not its _ 

own; as to the latter, that | —J _ 

flio murder of Adrian ^-;-- 

l'’eUou'es cast too long a ^ j 

”"™'^"*^1'.VSTJMES OF'THE”cmTair"^^ 

^\as IfAnr. CAt^K'n ktuunal f^uKST iW a uooKsicor that i> 

not diflicu t to guess, stock ms i-atbst MA.STEHriK.CK. 

though much mystery was- --—-—- 

made of it. But the important thing fur his many But I fuel dimly that 
admii-ors is that Sir Gir.nmtT has written another nov'el; Willcocks has a power 


sSwEii"!/ THE ; 

-/Qffjnn ' HovEt- 

rr-FFA 

^trr ^ I i^pw*'** 
13pl 


r.VSTJMES OF THE CiIlKAT, 

Mb. irAnr* CAtNK'n ktuunal f^uKST i\nt a uooKsicor that i>ok.s .vor 
HTUCK ms latest masteupikck. 


--- 1 cared much more about 

tbo stars than for tho 
mother of his child, and 
brought wretchedness and 
disillusionment into her 
I life. And lastly, when ho 

1 died because another 

I doctor hesitated too long 

^ ^ n perform an operation 

T which would have saved 

married tho 

' iP __ almost would-be murderer, 

' J_ who was old enough to bo 

_--*= 63:6 her father, and became 

_ “ the power behind ” Jiim, 

-- so that ho played a finer 

3 ■ part among his noigh- 

"■m-u'H.funnpT^nniiin iii i 

.,j, done without her help. 

All this is straightforward 
BooKsiior TIUT noK.s .^o^ isworkoilout 

-—...with taste and discretion. 

fuel dimly that there is a power — that Miss' 
fKS has a power—behind it that 1 have not fully 


and nothing that I have said can altor that fact. At the grasped. And'to some extent I think that is her fault 
worst, 1 shall only expect a few of them to agree with mo and not mine. Her canvas is overorowded with people 
that, while his book is by no moans wantigg in wit, it would and ideas. In tho title of nearly every' chapter there is an 
have boon much Ixittor for a touch or two of humour. abstract thought largo enough in itself to furnish material 

- —;- for a separate novel. In this respect her liook is inclined 

I think I have seldom met with a more obvious exaiiqilo to be vague and baffling. But then so is life, with its good 
of tho short story' masquerading as a novel than The Bbr/d’s in ill and its ill in good. And because The Potcer Behind 
Daughter (IjANk). Tho firet two parts of the tale, which is a fine picture of life it seems to mo a book that is very 
take one hundroil and sixty-livo pages to tell, are all almut well worth reading, 
the events of ono day. True, it was an oxtremoly crowded 

day. In tho morning tho hero mot tho heroine quite Miss MoNTB<tsoB's27ieS<ricf7y JVa/«rt?il/uf/Mr(MuBBAy) 
casual-like at a railway station. Tho heroine was missing is a gentle chronicle of rather smaller beer than is likely to 
trains, and tho hero, who was a perfect stranger (and a far suit tho general palate. Tho story of Mrs. Betterton, ruth- 
from imperfect hustler in such mattoi's), said, “ Gome along Icssly managed out of all liberty' by her competent daughters 
for a pic-nic with mo instead,” and, a few minutes later, and breaking away from homo to go and stay with a grand- 
‘*1 love you.” They woro in tho train hy this time, and the child, cannot bo said to provide matter that is morbidly 
rest of the book is clovotod to tho pic-nic and what came of exciting. The old lady’s portrait has been done with skill 
it. Incidentally ono may say that it was a somewhat com- and sympathy but the daughters* outlines are not free from 
prohonsivo outing, involving a bathe in a stream, two a rather crude exaggeration. There are no doubt many 
accidents—by dive and bicycle—and a night in a friendly managing folk who would do well to road this little study 
cottage. But no ono need be really alarmed. The ^ro- ofi-esults; though they might only say, “1 5 «ite agree!" or 
lirietios, though strained almost to breaking-point, do just " How ridiculous! ” without making suitable inferences, 
hold. This is rather more than 1 can say about tho plot. For the rest of us I cannot honestly say that there's quite 
which, af^er the lovers have got back to town, and sho has enough interest in this pale narrative. 
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r>u ADiuADi* replaced by india-iubber in will fool compelled to make a charge of 

CHAnlVAnlA. the case of adults, and by ink-eraser in ono penny for sucli a ride. Olhorwise, 

The Kingc^ Bodmania was attacked, the case of children. it is fcaied, mean iwrsons would make 

the other day, by a gang of bandits. a habit of taking their rides that way. 

After lira Majesty's recent appropria- By the way, not so long ago, lubbor 

lion of Bulgarian territory wo feel very was used largely for floating companies. While two boys wore ondoavouriDg 
strongly that their action was contrary This applicivtion of it seems now to to burn out a wasps’ nest on a farm at 

to a proper sense of esprit de corps. have fallen into desuetude. Halstead, Kuffolk, last week, an oat 

stack was accidentally fired and entirely 

It has l>een decided by the Govern- The Open-Air Theatre Society has consumed, damage being done to the 

mont not to Mnd apuni-i-- ---amount of £150. It is 

live expedition against • i i m . __ - _ . ._ ^ le- said that nothing more 

the* Mad Muldah. Wo ' j W \ > ghoulish has ever been 

Trinity College Medical! '''| . through a gas jctfaii^'in 

School^ and^ the College j ^ window* 

Channel Tunnel divided I answer to“^GUlhatflyl" 

uot^a thin^, as^a ftu In^h ' in tiro liondoii^^rooU ia 

I’ostmaster-Generai has e..i—^ woolly rhinoceros of the 

succeeded here whore his 1930 Pleistocene age. This, 

ConseiTative praleccssor .. j ^ ,., we understand, is the 

<=.;^ -Ho, YUS. *SD’xvr. THB CMOS ON'ren MU.” sort that spinster hidies 

. -WUAT no vou MKAN?” “t 

n' ?*^*-*^T A*r'rP** "WlIV, IF I TOUCHKI* TUAT TlIP.IlI': IIAO I’j» ’aVK TUB AMAIXiBIlMATUIl 

as pcssimistl At the go^iKTY of Ijoafkiw os nk tuack. That’s wot.” I , 

annual meeting of the- — - -- Br. If. 1*. Bakeb is, 

Marconi Company ho prophesied that applied to the liondon County Council wo read, to address tlio British Asso- 
the day was not far distant when, oven for pennission to give plays in the ciation on the imporlanco of ^ute 
if wo were aboard ship, our friends on parks. Wo know no surer moans of mathematics in the ordinary relations 
land would be able to ring us up by ending a drought. of life. Can it be that even our mathe- 

means of wireless telephony. matics are becoming decadent ? If so, 

A now life-guard which is now licing it is good to know that steps are to bo 
Both the Bubber Growers’ Associa- tested on motor-uinnibuses will, it is taken to keep them pure, 
lion and the Bubber Sharebrokers’ said, when it collides with }’oii, pick 

Association are offering handsome you ux> and carry you along on a kind IjoixI IIoWAnn db Wai.dbn has gone 
prizes for the discovery of new' uses for of screen until the vehicle stops. If to Bhuna, in the Western Hebrides, 
rubber. We trust toat, in making the contrivance works well wo see no His Loniship, T/ie Olasgotb News in- 
their aw'ards, these Associations wifi reason why it should not develop into forms us, W’lll spend his leisure there 
remember that it was Mr. Punch who *' Society’s latest craze.” “ in fishing for fish in the sea.” Wo 

first suggested that, if the price of have often wondered frhat people 

soap conunued to rise, that commodity W's understand that the companies fished for. 


ic IS icaicu, mean iiorsons would make 
a habit of taking tlieir rides that way. 




m} 

t iviti 'i' 




mont not to send a puni-- 

live exxiedition against , 

the* Mad Muldah. Wo * I 

consider, however, that a | 

pretty sharp letter ought .J 

to bo addressed to him; 
otherwise he will think ^ 
wo don’t mind. 

*** I 

Ono liundrod-aiid-fifty 
German physicians' 
arrived in Dublin last! 
week, and visited Guin¬ 
ness’s Brewery; also , 
Trinity College Afedicalj 4 
School and Uio College! 
of Surgeons. _^ 

Le Temps expresses : ■ 
itself in favour of a 
Channel Tunnel divided 
into two sections — one 
for the railway', and one 
for motor traffic. Why • ^ 
not a tliinl, asks an Irish 
correspondent, for air¬ 
craft? i, I 


Nino years after being 
posted from Buxton on 
August 2,5th, 1904, a 
post - card was received 
last week by Mrs. M ar- 
STON, of 51, Great Queen 
Street. It is only fair to 
point out that thoLihcral 
Postmaster-General has 
succeeded here whore liis 
ConseiTative pi-ciloccssor 
failed. ft ft 


Mr. Godfrey Isaacs 
as pcssimistl At the, 
annual meeting of the'- 


IN 1930. 

*'I SAV, cninv niis i».\o to tiik station foii sin, wii.l voc?” 

"Ho, YL'S, AND *AVP. TIIK CmON ON TKIt MU.” 

“WlIAT DO VOU MKAN?” 


Af tt ' “WlIV, IF I TOUCIIKD TUAT TlIKIlK IIAO I’D ’aVK THK AmaIXIKIIMATKII 
At the goClKIV OF IjOAFKIIS ON NK TKACK. TiIAT 'S WOT.” 
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PEACE WEEK. 

[ContcmporanoouNly with the Carnival at the Hague in connection 
with the opening of tM Palace oi Peace, attention waa drawn in the 
Proaa to arrangomenta for further internecine cpntcsta between the 
Liberal and Labour Partioa at the next Election'. During the Rnmo 
period there waa a atriko of the Building and Allied Tradva in Tjoiidon 
which allcotod the Office of Worka, the Athcnicttiu Club, and other 
well-known inatltutiona.] 

While jocund banners wave above 
Cahnkoik’h Faliico, called of Peace, 

And all tbo cinbasKies of fjove 
(live llieir oinolions full release; 

Whilo Slip, tlio warrior peoples' guost, 

I'lntcrs tile gates, an honoured boarder. 

And on tbo Founder’s heaving chest 
They pin tiro Orange Nassau Order;— 

Whilo banquets mark with seemly mirth 
The dawning ago of muted drums 
When war shall cease to blast the earth 
(Until the next occasion comes); 

Whilo olives bulge from every beak 

And each, in Dutch, adores his neighbour - 
Is this, 1 ask, the proper week 

To fan tho IjilKiral foud with Labour? 

If nations born to martial lust 
C.an so assemble at the Ilaguo 
To talk in terms of mutual trust 
(Though possibly a little vogue), 

Sholl brethren fight? Shall Tory prints 
Bo suffered to indulge in glib blab. 

Dropping tho most offensivo bints 
of ructions lewdly known os Lib-Lab? 

Alas! 'tis sol Affection cools. 

And, os tbo masses catch tho ebill. 

The Works Departmont downs its tools 
And Brauchami* gets a bittor pill; 

And, just to spite tho Liberal few 
In that Conservative Musouin,”* 

Tho decorators, gone askew. 

Decline to wash Tho Athonacum. 

Ah I what avails yon Palace scheme 
(As good as Sydenham’s own, I guess) 

If kinsmen cannot form one team. 

Or coalitions coalosee? 

What is tl )0 uso of Kuropo bound 
By ono continuous cosmic Icthor 
If Lib and Lai), on common ground. 

Cannot lio down and coo together? 0. B. 

* Tho word is boro used in its original and bigbor signiiicanco to 
moan a Temple of tho Muses, not a ropusitory of auliquilivs. 


THE RUSTIC INNKEEPER. 

(A Silly Season Syupobium.) 

Sir, —I was touring through tho Wostorn Counties on 
my ISO h.-p. M^rc6des when I reached tho cheery little 
town of Blickhampton. 1 stopped at tho loading hotel, 
" Tho Blue Boar,” and told the landlord that [ proposod 
to dine there. Knowing that ho would scarcely have a chef 
at so small an establishment I suggested the following 
simple inoviu—an omelotto Russe, veal cutlets & la Main- 
tenon, half a brace of grouse, and any simple sweet his 
cook could supply. To my amazement he replied, “ You 
can have chops, or steaks, or bacon and eggs.” 1 told him 
of the delightful meals I had had served at a moment’s 


notice in Carcassonne and Nijni Novgorod, and bis answer 
was fl give it verbatim), '• You may got them things in 
America, but we ain’t asked for a dinner once in a month." 
Tho more one tries to simplify the task of the country 
hotel-keeper tho more pig-headed and obstinate he bocoinos. 

Yours ti-uly, A Citizen op the World. 

Sib,—I have boon making a five days’ tour of your island, 
visiting all its points of historical intemst, tho ancektral 
home of the Waruinutons, the losidence of Benjamin 
Fuanelin’s great-aunt, and tho gaols inhabited. by the 
persecuted Pilgrim Fathers before they started to mako the 
greatest country tho world has over known. At not'o^o of 
your local inns have I ever found moro than a single bath¬ 
room. At the Astor Hotel, New York, thera is not a 
single bedroom without four bath-rooms, and tho suites 
rented to multis always have ton. Even tlio cheap hotels 
would ho ashamed it they had not two bath-rooms for 
every guest. And I have not even seen a tonsorial parlour 
at one of your country hotels. 1 asked for tho tonsorial 
parlour at tho Puck Hotel, Little Cliidgley, to-day, and 
was told tlial thcro was none, but the bouts would brush 
mo down in tho lobby. Don’t you ever wash or shave? 
Can’t you get the liaysccd out of your hair? 

Yours truly, Kknuiuck J. Hinus (of Pluto, Mass.). 

Bin,- -Touring through tho Midland Counties with that 
distinguished German savant. Dr. Ofilicher (on a special 
investigation to discover traces of Teutonic civilization in 
rural British life), wo camo at 2 a.m. (in consequence of 
a motor breakdown) to Tho Reindeer, Chipping Tuthury, 
Rutland. I remeinhered a night visit 1 had paid with the 
same famous savant to an hotel in tho Black Forest—the 
clioico omelette wliicli was instantly cooked; the fourteen 
variotios of saiisago which, as if by art-magic, seemed to leap 
on to the table. 1 thought it would lio a joy to givo him a 
pleasant littlo niglit-mcal on this occasion. After I had 
knocked at the door of Tlio Reindeer for ten minutes, a 
head appoanxl at the bedroom- window. “ Good morning,” 
I said politely. ” Can wo have a hot supper for two imme¬ 
diately ? ” “ Go to blazes 1 ” came the uncouth reply, and 
tho window was instantly shut. ' < 

Dr. Oillichnr is strongly of opinion that traces of debasing 
Celtic infiucnccs are to lie found in Chipping Tuthury. 

Yours truly. One Ashamed op his Counthy's Inns. 


AERIAL ETIQUETTE. 

Deau Mr. Punch, —I am always anxious to do tho gentle¬ 
manly thing, but, though my niator has got a book about 
Etiquette, it doesn’t say anything about flying, which is 
what I am worried about. I hope you won’t mind my 
asking your advice, liccauso I know if I told my own people 
they would immediately knock tho whole thing on the 
head. I have sixpence per week pocket-money, and, as I 
am dead keen on Hying, I havo saved up tho two guineas 
which is the lowest price for fiiglit at Hendon (no reduction 
for cliildren). It has taken ages to do it, including tips, 
but I don’t gi'udgo the money. The-Jiwkward part is I 
havo just got the exact sum, and I wonder if you are 
supposed to mvo tho driver sixpence for himself, like you 
do a taxi ? That would mean waiting another week; hut 
I want to do the proper thing, especially if it ’s Gbauahe- 
White. Yours truly, 

James Hodokinbon Queen (Jun.). 

P.S.—x\ll the same I don’t see how it could make any 
difference to the sort of flight they gave you, because the 
aviator wouldn’t know what he was going to get till he’d 
landed you—would ho? 







THE LAND-CAMPAIGNER. 


UlLioid OioBOE. "I WONOEB IF I OCQBT 10 OINQBB IT UP OB WATEB IT DOWN? 

[Tlw Cbamcxliab ia teportod to have been camping out on a Welsh mountain.] * 
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f“ Siiiro the iiilrnducliou of larinac the surface of many roaiU resembles a cement tennis-court more than an ordinary hi(;hway.” 

Itoad Doard'a Iteport.] 

TbH INCKNIOI-S Jfll. i''AllNUOItOU(ilI-SMrTtIK IIWINO ISVBNTKD TIIH ItlSIKO TKNNIS-.N1:T, IlfS WIKK IS CilVINil A SKItlKS 01' MOST 
KULKilU'Kt'l. KKCKI'TIONS AT TUB alTIf MIl.KSJ'O.'d'!, I’OIITS.MOU1'1I itOAU. 


A LUCKY ESCAPE. 

Some pooplc ai'o not like others; I 
am one of tlioin. To most iiieii the 
I'ofus'al of a pruposnl is, in sportin;' 
terms, a knock-out blow. refusal 
by lliana is, 1 siioulil think, the worat 
possible. And yet I merely smiled, and 
with some aiiprojniato, light, lialf- 
huinorous remark I turned the con¬ 
versation into other channels. 

1 almost think Diana was the more 
alTuctod of the twain. 

No ono would have guessed that the 
well-groomed, debonair man, chatting 
so gaily with his beautiful companion, 
had just been refused by her. Jtut he 
had; and perhaps the incident defines 
my character more clearly than many 
wonls. 

That evening I sat up very late, 
thinking. Suddenly I reflected that 
Diana was a woman, and it is the privi¬ 
lege of women—nay, even a proof of true 
womanhood—^to change their minds. 

Diana in time must change her mind. 

I met her two days later and iin- 
niodiately started to change it. Diana 
is, howev'or, very clever. 

“If you’re going to propose,” she 
said, “ don’t.” 

I did. After all, what are a few 
woi-ds wasted? 


Following this incident Diana be- 
camo very alert. When wc encountered 
she somehow or other kept me at bay, 
and, if necessary, took to flight. lJut 
she found in myself a focmaii worthy 
of her stool. 

“Hello!” r said, ono morning. 
“ Doing anything on Friday ? ” 

“ No,” she replied, falling into the trap. 

“ Like to get .married V ” I suggested, 
and was so pleased at having got jiast 
her guard that 1 hardly noticed her 
mind had not changed. 

“ Ah, well,” I thought. “ Some day 
I shall catch her when her mind is 
wanting a change; then wo shall see.” 

J'lloquont appeals were out of the 
question; my pi'oposals had to be 
short and to the point. I flatter my¬ 
self that, at times, 1 was original. Thu 
culminating otTort was a telegram (reply 
paid) as follows: “ What day would 
suit ? ” 

The reply (paid) was very terse: 
“ None at all.” 

I felt it could only lie construed in 
ono way. And then 1 had a sudden 
inspiration. 

^mo people are not like others, and, 
as I told you, I am one of them. With 
me thirt^n is a lucky number. My 
thirteenth attempt would bring me luck. 

A brief calculation showed that I had 


already put the question eleven times. 
Only two more tries were needed. 

The twelfth was a clever piece of 
acting. I rang up Diana on the tolo- 
phoiiu, disguised my voice, and then 
proposed like lightning. 'Then I sat 
down to consider iny iiu.xt move. The 
thirteenth proposal was to bo successful; 
it ought to he exceptionally good. 

For two days J thought very caro- I 
ftdly, hut no idea came to mo. 

()n the third day I received a letter 
iuldresscHl in Diana’s handwriting. I lost 
my breath. Hud she anticipated my 
thirteenth proposal and accepted? With 
trembling fingers I tore the envelope 
ojien; a dainty sheet of notopaper fell 
out. Quickly I seised and road it. 
'riieii 1 winced as in great pain. 

Dlindly f groped for the telophono. 
Hvon her number was engaged. Even¬ 
tually 1 was put through. 

“Diana,” 1 said, “you can’t marry 
Deuhulmo. Throw him over. 1 ’m 
proposing for the thirteenth time: six 
times more than llobort Bruce, and my 
lucky number.” 

“ Sorey,” said Diana, “ I never change 
my mind.” • 

And then I realised that thirteen 
was indeed my lucky number. I had 
bad an escape. Diana w|s no true 
woman; she never changed her mind. 












PUKCH, OB THB LQNDCHf 


AAftURPn RPVnLiiTlAM Mrt. MeSnuth. Baok? Why, when businesB. We am in In a— 

ASSURED REVOLUTION. Shebeen? *-Hk-bh)odyCivilW«nwtyWiS 

taei to offer tUi litUe skatoh, at the opening We were KMpmg it as a little sorpnee hardly say that I'm qute prepai«d»to 
o( a new dramatio season, to any manager lOr you. Btill, you may as wml be take part in it. 
patnotM enough to take it.] told now. (Importantly) ha you know, Ranktn. Of course. 

TIu ume *$ laid in the private home dear, I am m the councils of the Pro- McSmith. If, as we all expect^ there 

^Mr.JamesMoSmith,aftanf-/u;aded visional Government, and at the last is to be fighting, desperate fitting, I 

Belfast linen manufacturer. Mt atul meeting I exerted my influence to get am prepared to sell my life dearly. 

Mn. McSmith are seated in the our son a post. He was sent for to-day, iZankm. Quite so. 

library, a commodious room, fur- and I hope, I greatly hope— McSwMtfc. But though I am prepared 

niihed on the north wall with a large Enter John McSmith, the hard-headed to shed the last drop of my hlood, ■tin 
photogravure of Sir Edwabd Cab- son. more to shed the last drop of the .blood 

soir and Mr Bowin IjAW shaking John (proudly). It's all right, father, of any troops sent against us, I should 

hands, on the east wall with one of I ’vo got a job. They 'vo made mo-or—naturally be very mdch upset if 

Sir Edwabd Cabson and Mr. F. E. You ’ll nevei guess. my property got damaged in any way. 

SstzTB shaking hands, and on the McSmith (eagerly). Inspector of the Bankin. I quite understand, Mr. 
west wall with one of Sir Edwabd Brick-bats? Snapshotter to the Marchers McSmith. I may say that that feehng 
Cabsok and Lord Chableb Bsbls- Past? Boscnptive reporter of the Hand- is extraordmanly pievalent in Ulster 
TOBD shaking hands. The south wall shakes 7 lust now. 

« «_ ...no * 1 . ... re « .. •• .« . »• -_ 


has been removed for the convenience 

of the audience, but aclu- - 

ally it bears a large 
photogravure of Sir Ed¬ 
wabd Cassoe ami Lord 
WiLLOvaHor di. Bboai. 
shaking hands. On the 
mantelpiece is a snapshot . 

^ Mr. James McSmith ' 

himself signing the cove- 
nant. 

Enter Noiah McSmith 
Noi ah. Oh, father, tlieie's 
another photogiaph just 4yi''' 
come from tlio enlarger’s /f |s 
It's of Sir Eowaud shaking v " \ 

hands with Mr. Bowt and , 

Hunt. What arc we going 
to do with it ? 

McSmith (much moved) 

A stiinng pictiuo, my deal Sufi rac.i 


John No, no, better than that. 







PASTIMfS OP THPi OBKAT. 


McSmith You see what I mean? 
— — Death, particularly the 

death of others, is, after tdl, 
a little thing — a loyal 
Ulsterman can face it 
cheerfully; but financial 
^ loss hits him \eiy hard. 

^ I propose, theiofore, to 

insure this houso and the 
factory against damage by 
r jaj revolution, and 1 want you 
to soo about it for me. 

Of/ liankin (moved more than 
a solicitor iiould care to 
admit). My dear Sir, your 
feelings do you infinite 
L JI ciodit. And, let me assure 

RbJ you, you are not alono in 

your loinantic and chival¬ 
rous idealism. All Belfast 


A stiinng pictiuo, my dear Sufirac.! jir pbivaii lv uaudi-sino ulbsi if AOAwsr oastbonomic fools the samo Tho nows 
Hang it m tho drawing- hmwahos wiiu as i.yp ao ibobabm ncsoinsTBiKiis is nm haab it gets about, wiU be 


room, where our visitoi s —' 

Mrs McSmith (placidly) Not in the — (dram 
drawing-room, Noiah Lozenge 

Norail. Well, loally, it’s tho only MrSm 
room left, mother My boy 

Mrs. McSmith. You foiget tho bath Mis 1 
loom, love. don t go 

McSmith (indignantly) Tho bath John 
room! Certainly not! Bankin 

Mrs. McSmith Just over tho taps, to him. 
Norah. momont 

Norah. Bight you aio, motliei McSin 


— (dramatically) —Warden of tho Voice 
Lozenges I 

McSmith (oveieovie with emotion). 
My boy i 

Mis McSmith Well, so long as you 
don t got youi feot wot- 

John And that reminds me. I saw 
Bankin and said vou wanted to spoak 
to him. He’ll bo up here at any 
momont 

McSmith. Ah,good* I’veimportant 


[Sftc goes out, slamming the dooi business to discuss with him 


behind her. 

McSmith (jumping up from his seat) 
Good Heavens, what's that? 

Mrs. Mc’imith Only Noiah, dear. 
I'm always tolling hor not to. 
McSmith* (mopping his brow). I 


doai, would you mind 


- * a trumpet call to England 

McSmith (simply). Say no more, 
Bankin. I am only doing my duty. 

\JIe turns to the not thwall and salutes 
the large photogiavure of Sir Ed- 
wMiDCABSOEandMr.BoNABLAW 
shaking hands. 

CUBTAIN. 

Act II. 

A sjear later. The scene ts the same. 
MoSmith ts discovered m the 
library. (Enter John. 

MeSmtih. Well, John; had another 


John. Como into the garden, mothor busy day? 

[Mis MoKmith aiul John go out John (bitterly). Busy ? I’ve lost my 


Enter Bankin, a hard - headed,]yAi. 


solicitor 


McSmith. Why,how’s that? B’ 


McSmith* (mopping his brow). I McSmith. Goal morning, Bankin. day 1 read of the bng speeches wfaiw 
thought it was a pistol shot. I thought Sit down, won’t you ? You’ve heard our noble leader deUvers to the army, 
the revolution hM begun about my boy, I suppose. (Carelessly) As Warden of the Voice Losengech~~ 

Mrs. MoSnuth (soothingly). There, Warden of the VoiceIxisenges. It’s a /okn. Thkt's Just it. Bar ji IjtUe 
then, James. You forget it doesn't fine post for so young a man. riotbig and wi^va> !|^nfifc8ng 


in till next year. 


come? 


Bankin. He’111 
ei^t. 
MaSmith, 
uildn, I want 


pre^ hard worked, our o^ 
WeU/npw, 

i9 yop iJbewyg uaWBi 




Skptkmbeb 3, 1913.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CirARlVARI. 





//'a' 




t. » ♦*».?« • 


Jiidiijiiiinl f!iil!ii-r. “(In away! I r T.i iii.iM! l■llOI■.)liItAlMIt:I> in thi; WATHit!" 

J'hiUoijriiplirr. “IJuT 1 'm taking riin»H I’ou thk wki.ki.y PArKiis; iiksiiii.k, T kon’t tiiimc I Tjnic ror." 
liuHijnnnl lliithef. “Wiiv not? What iMi’KitTiNhNfi; ! ” 


j '{ivon out. .And now tli.at tlic so-callod I \lin-cnlcr .loliii. 

I IJritish Government lias f»ono and put; John (iritli emotion). A revolver shot 
a lax on’em I don’t see liow wo're. lliroiioli the drawinfj-rooni window, 
goino to ^iot any more. I Hit niotlior in tlie shoulder. They’ve 

MrSjiiiih. Why not, .lohn ? I sent for the doctor. It's had, Inil i 

John. Father, don’t lio alisurd. Tliu| don’t tliinlc dangerous, 
tax inonoy would go to tho Nationalist! MrSinith {Imirelji). .Tohn, wo must 
Parliament, of course. jhcar this like herous. It is our lirst 

McHmilh. ,\h, yes, I was forgetting sacrifice for (ho cause, 
that. I John (much nioced). It came I hrough 

John. .And the result is, as I say, that i the window, just where molher- 

I’vo lo.st my job. ((Hoomily) 1 don’t 1 MeSmilk (imllinij him on the 
know what our leaders will do. Tins shoulder). Hoar up, iny dear hoy. It is 
army can’t light because there's no one not so bad as you think. (Triiim- 
to light .against, and tho generals will,/diuntIy) 'I’lio window is insured! 
have to go on making speeches. With. Ci ut.m.n. A. A. M. 

nothing to do it on- I g-——s==s==s==s: 

\A shot is heard. ( Painful Reflection on the Fii-st 
UeSmith. Good heavens, what's! Commissioner of Works. 

; 7’/(fi G/ote, after discussing details of 

John (calmly). Ibivolvor. Some of!ti,o strike at the Ollico of AVorks, goes 
our men playing the fo()l. Hy Jovo,;„,i ^ say, “ I’p to tho present there 
it sounded near. I wonder it it came been no serious intci'fcronco with 
this way'. gorvico of public utility." Lord 

[Enkr Servant hastily. Hkauchami* will plcaso note. 

Servant. Fire, nro 1 The mistress _ 

has been shot. (She faints.) yi-om a Charing Cross bookseller’s 

MeSmith (weakly). John, go and. window; - • 
see. (FlxitJolin). Dear, dear! (Jlelooksl “I.Aiic.r. Tvn: Ciir.r.o 

round the walls dully, slowly gatheringl i.s Iaatin." 

fresh courage from the phatographs of ] CiCKiio was always at his best in this 
Sir Edwaiid Cajisoji.) j language. 


Tho Perils of Cricket. 

In a cricket mat.eh between Montreal 
and the Australians, ^Iavnk (according 
to The Montreal Daily Star) was dis¬ 
missed by “ a bull that kept low.” 

"Till- KimI Triul. (!sii|Ktiiy i.> tho 

iif'ciit for thi.. |>ni|H!rlv. a ‘.)-r>ioiii rfsiilciici*, uf 
till! livint; niDiii IriviiiK two hilh.A in a 

itnsinililc lu-ij'h !)• niiooil. ’ ’ 

Within a shilling taxi drive, wo hope. 


I Mr. Hai.pii CoNNon as reprinted in 
The. Manitoba Free. Press:- - 

will) h.ivf ih'ViT .M;t f N»l tny 

iiatiM! slioc't. . 

They must he loo small for him by now. 


“ I'lilil l.i^i. Avci'k no Knali'.liiniin tiail takon 
so iniich its a si-l rroiit him. Inilfcil tho suU 
In; lias ilro|i|K.-(l ihirini; tliu last year could 
, almost hi countisl on Ihn (iiiKnrH of two 
hands- fivi! to lirookiss in Aunlmlia, five to 
' Mclioiifililm at AVimbludon, two to Wilding 
I at Maindiustcr, two each to 1''. (!. I.owe and 
I licainish in tho .Xiislniliksian chairipionshiii at 
|lla.slings. New /calami, oiio ti (iraliam at 
Dublin, one to Doust at Newcastle, and oneio 
A. 11. Tajwc at ScarborouKh.” • 

Manchesler (liinrdi'in. 

It tho writer is also a golfer ho should 
jlry tho overlapping grip.* Ho has a 
I grand pair of hands for it. 
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A MUSICAL-OLYMPiC APPEAL. I 

Tim rccuriDnco in tlin year 1911 of, 
Mio grotil IntcrnatioMiil I’lui-Orph'c 
CuiiiiM-lilivo I’cstiviil to lio liclil at. 
Vienna hrinf's lionm to all patriotic 
British nnisicians tlin percinptorN neu<l 
of Huciiritif' adequate representalion (»l; 
their country at this {{reat toiirnainenl 
of son« and sound. Tlie situation is 
host understood by tlie following slate-] 
niont of the rcisulls of llic last coni-' 
petition at San Marino in 1910: — 

Hi^liost noto (solo)..America. 

IIi»liost noto (cliorns) . . . [''inland. 

Loudest note (solo).I’ata^onia. 

Ijondost note (chorus) . . . (lorea. 

Deepest note (solo).linssia. 

Dceijost noto (chorus) . . . Russia, 

lanif'cst sustained note. . . Germany. 
Threo-loffgud sin}{ing-raeo . Turkey. 
Most powerful steam oi'oan Belgium. 

Laifjest larynv.Tibet. 

Loiif'cst hair (pianists). . . Ilim{»aiy. 
Largest hutterlly tie ... . Veiie/.nela. 
Best advertised prima 

donna .America. 

Heaviest Z/r««n/(i7(/c. . . . (lermany. 
Most realistic C'nnneu . , . Rouinania. 

Higliost ])aid tenor.Italy. 

Longest round of applause Croatia. 
Best organisetl c/ai/iiti . . . Argentine. 
Ijargost wardrobe (ladies) . Russia. 
Alost epileptic conductor. . Morocco. 
Gi'oatost nuinhor of presents 
from Crowned Heads . . Italy. 
Greatest luanbor of floral 

tributes.Australia. 

Most eulogistic criticism . . America. 
Most savage ditto.Kervia. 

It is, as the Marquis of Mull ob¬ 
serves in Ids impassioned appeal to the 
public in last Saturday's iJaili/ Terror, 
one long tale of British disgrace and 
decrepitude. That we are a musical 
nation cannot be denied. Our ballad 
concerts, our street organs, our devo¬ 
tion to the banjo, tlic concertina and 
the penny whistle proclaim it on every 
side. Wo have pledged ourselves to 
compote at Vienna, and yet with only 
a brief year in which to prepare our¬ 
selves nothing has boon done to select 
or train representatives. To expose 
ourselves to a repetition of the defeat 
which we underwent in 1910 is not 
only buniiliatiiig but dangerous. It 
advertises our weakness and lends 

( impetus to the Chauvinistic policy of 
the other Powers. In short, by neglect¬ 
ing to organise victory wo disregard a 
most effective insurance against in¬ 
vasion. 

ft ■■ " 

The Marquis accordingly appeals to 
the nation to raise a sum of £500,000 
to enable the Executive Committee to 
carry oAt their schemo for the selection 


and propaiation of British representa¬ 
tives. Thu amount, he admits, is con- 
sidciablo, hut it will be a magniilccnt 
invest monl anil will l»ort“]):iid a hundred¬ 
fold in mdioiiid jircstige and security. 
The scheme involves the appointment 
of 1,()()() “ lalunl-seiirchcrs ” to scour 
every corner of Great Biitain, Ireland, 
the isle ol Man and the Kcilly Isles. 
Siiitabli! competitors, when thus se¬ 
emed, will 1)0 sent to s))eci!illy equijipod 
t I'ai 11 i ngcolleges, wl tore thei )• preparation 
will he systematically carried on under 
the su|M!rvisiori of the bust exiieiis. 
Thus, for (-xaniple, canilidates for the 
heavy-weight Wagnei'ian prima donna 
prize will be segregated in Dietetic 
Sanatoiia, where they will be subjected 
to a process of intensive nutrition by 
which a stone weight can bo put on in 
a fortnight, _ 

Another of these colleges will ho 
exclusively devoted to the cultivation 
of luxuriant chccelures by a process of 
constant immersion in hot baths of 
petroleum. Another and a very costly 
dej)arlment of the process of prepara¬ 
tion is the equipment of pour singers 
with costumes, jewels, pot dogs and all 
the other indis[>ensablo paraphernalia 
of prima donnahood. A special school 
of journalism, again, will have to be 
maintained for the instruction of com¬ 
petitors for the Musical Criticism prizes 
in the whole vocabulary of eulogy and 
obloquy. There will also have to be 
High Note, Tiow Noto, Deep Noto and 
Ix>ng Noto Gymnasia. There must bo 
an Academy for tho promotion of 
Epileptic Conductors. And, as tho 
Marquis of Mull eloquently remarks, 
all this will cost money. 

Tho Marquis of Mull concludes his 
stirring appeal with a request that all 
subscriptions may bo sent to him at 
the Kitz Hotel. Tho list has Ircen 
headed by £5,000 from the proprietors 
of The Hairdre$sers’ Gazette, £2,000 
from tho Marquis himself, .£1,000 from 
tho Duke of Swankerville, £500 from 
Messrs. Hufonvogel and Floischheimer, 
tho groat petroleum refuiora, and 1/- 
from “A Lifelong Lover of Music.” 

From “Naval Appointments” in 
PorUmoiith Eoenhig Netvs :■ — 

*■ l.ioulicnaiits. — St. A. B. Wako to tho 
Thunderer, as First Lord.” 

And 80 poor Winston’s brief reign is 
ended ? 

“ Some nmnsemont was atlordcd by a typical 
Frenchman with well-waxed moustache who 
. . . cried again and again, in true French 
style: ‘ Kneore, encore, madiune I ’ ” 

Yorkshire Evening News. 

One can always tell a Frenchman. 


BEST MILD BIRD’S EAR; 

OK, What was ovekhisard by the 

Litti.e Genteewomanuy Binn at- 

TAcimn TO sojiio op our Contkm- 

rORAItlES. 

At Stkatiimoousiue. —That one or 
two grouse got away even when his 
lordsliip was shooting. 

At lIunsT Park. —^That not oven tho 
pretty musical comedy actress could 
lind a winner in every race. 

At St. Pktku'h, Eato.v SguAift:.- - 
That tho bride was very chaijning. 

At Yattp.noon. —That tho Laureate 
may or may not be preparing a wedding 
ode. 

IN Paris. That tho little Comtosse's 
bliml chauffeur 1ms at last l.'oeu dis¬ 
charged. 

IN Til K Same. That the street named 
after tho late Kino Edwari) is pro¬ 
gressing. 

At Fort William. —That “’tis 
hotter to bavR IovimI and lust than never 
to have loved at all.” 

In St. James’s Park. That tho 
workmen are doing overtime on Buck¬ 
ingham Palaco and that the sceno is 
one of great activity. 

In London oknkhally.- -That tho 
paviors aro taking advantage of Ixm- 
don's emptiness. 

At Aldershot. —That ho was tho 
youngest subaltern who over failed to 
grow a moustache. 

At Margate. —^That a certain young 
lady who lost a spado on tho sands tho 
other day is in danger of not getting it 
back. 

In the Straits op Dover. —That 
tho flsh aro talking of little else but the 
Channel tunnel and what it will cost 
them. 

In Berlin.— That questions of 
foreign policy are not unlikely to be 
requiring attention before long. 

In Venice. —That tho bathei-s at tho 
Ijido include more than one tnoinbcr of 
tho Italian nobility. 

At Bilchesteb. —That the Earl and 
Countoss received many congratula¬ 
tions on .the occasion of their golden 
wedding. 

In Boyal Circles. —That the past 
season has boon a strenuous one and a 
little rest is not being resented. 

At Hohbuuo. —^Tbat certain visitors 
this year aro more than usually in need 
of cures. 

At the Same. —^That “ he may have 
looked at her, but that was all.” 

In Parliament Scjuabe. —That tho 
Houses of Parliament are quieter than 
they have been for months, 

“ Many of the low-lying parU of tho river 
arc alroidy nndor water ,”—Times of /tnlM. 

This is also true of the Cam. 
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DaUmnn Uiulignanl at being given nut on « confident appeal for a catch by the idcIcet-hee2H'r, Unto i). *• Wii vv on kautii mark voo 

GIVE MK OUT?” 

Honest and Painstaking Umpire. “ Wurx, Sm, it wkub wkr this; iluBTER Brown 'k thuuiuit 'twas iiout, am> I knawkd 
AN 'ow ’£ KMAWKU UOHB’N T KSAWBU, 80 1 BAVB, ' IIOUT.’ ” 


“A SCiENTiFiC INVESTIGATION." 

Dear Sib, —Jleforo making a fow 
remarks upon your interes’ing scrios 
enliiled, “ Pages from the Diary of a 
Fly,” I should like to explain my 
motives in writing to you at all. They 
are tvrofold. In the first place, as a 
naturalist of, I hope, some distinction, 
1 want to discuss the matter scienti¬ 
fically. And, as the victim of certain 
misguided people who, under the im¬ 
pression that I was a confirmed dip- 
teramaniac, caused mo, some years ago, 
to be placed in a home for the mentally 
unsound, I wish to prove my complete 
and unquestionable sanity by a course 
of didactic reasoning the infallibility 
of which you will bo bound to recognise. 

Assuming, as I do, that your alleged 
contributor hails from the Calypterate 
Mumida family, we arc reduced to a 
choice of two species, vis., the Blow-fly 
or “ Bluebottle,” and the Musea domes- 
tica or common “house-fly." My 
knowledge of the whole order Diptera, 
to say nothing of certain details in the 
narrative under discussion, leads me to 
suppose that the writer belongs to the 
latter of the two sub-families. Very 
well. I now come to my contention. 


which is this: that no Muscm domestica 
yet born can assimilate coherent and 
veracious ideas such as are put forward 
in this Diary; and, further, that, wore 
any fly possessed of this capacity, ho 
would find the difficulty of transferring 
those ideas to paper, if not utterly 
insurmountable, at least far greater 
than you evidently suppose. 

One moment. Sir I “ Tush," I hear 
you say, “there it is in black and white. 
We have the fly’s word for it. And, 
moreover, how can any naturalist, 
however eminent, make such a compre¬ 
hensive negation concerning the think¬ 
ing capacity of an insect ’? ” 

Every word that I have written. Sir, 
I can thoroughly substantiate. Ixitiiie 
give a brief outline of my own humble 
researches. Tliough in the main of 
antivivisoclionist principles, 1 have 
made various experiments upon the 
brain of the Musea domestica, in every 
case unsuccessfully. Being forced to 
the reluctant conclusion that nothing 
new was to bo gleaned from within, I 
sot to work on the inductive plan. 
Having obtained a healthy specimen, 
one entirely free from empusa and not 
long emerged from the pupa state, I 
began a series of instruction classes 


with the view of broadening out my 
pupil’s imitative ability. In one in¬ 
stance only did 1 achieve any real 
measure of success. Occasionally, 
after clapping my hands and chuckling 
for some minutes, I had the satisfaction 
of seeing him simulate the emotion of 
glee hy rubbing Ids front legs together. 
But that was all. Often, in trying to 
make him rear on his hind legs, 1 not 
only becamestilT from my own exertions, 
but experienced considerable hoarseness 
from incessant reiteration of the word 
“up.” His intellect, if any, seemed 
quite impenetrable. For hours f was 
in the habit of reading to him select 
passages from Jiaedeker, Horace and 
Bradshaw without response. Only a 
week ago I subjecteil my theory to an 
exhaustive tost. Having olitained 
another excellent specimen, I regaled 
idm with tlio first reminiscences of 
your small contributor. If you will 
bolievo mo. Sir, his eyes sliowcd no 
flicker of interest. But not content with 
this as a convincing proof of dofoctivo> 
receptivity, I ostahhslicfl what was 
almost a foregone conclusion —that ho 
was entirely unable to prwluco decipher- 
ablo hieroglyphics. 1 wont to 4ho trouble 
and expense of having a diminutive 
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Jacli {lelmse liriii has been isiil, tied oiling lomea>.les). “Wiikx’s Ti-.ddv coming gack to si.kki', Ukk?” 

JSee. “Wjiv? Do vou mi.ss him jiri’TW-v?” 

Jack {proinjdlij). “It.iTilElit Onlv Tiiist MonNiNG 1 ti hnkd ovr.n TO uikk him in thk kyk and hk wasn’t TUiuti:!" 


silver pen niiulc for liiin, one-eighth of 
an inch long. It wivi lolutively easy 
to procui’u the pen: hut to make liini 
liolil it was a very (lifl'ercnt inattor. 
hirst I [ilaced it lietween tlio adhesive 
pads of Ids front foot whilst ho was 
ruhhing them together. The only result 
was that he immediately desisted from 
his occupation, and the instrument fell 
will] a liny clatter on to the shoot of 
foolsca)) I liad provided for him. Next 
[ tried the lohes of his proboscis, hut 
these seemed sadly lacking in tenacity. 
Not to bo beaten too easily, however, 
I dis])ensed with the manufactured 
article and dippisl the lohes themselves 
in a bottle of ink. This turned out to 
he an unfortunate move, for, instead 
of making any attempl to transfer his 
thoughts to x)aper, he contented himself 
with sucking up the iluid with evident 
relish, thereby inflicting upon himself 
an attack of what 1 took to ho acute 
indigestion. At an.y rate the malady 
has incapacitated him from experimental 
work for sovei’al days, .\lthough I intend 
going into the matter more thoroughly 
when my patient has I'ccovercd, I think 
I have said enough to convince you 
that this co-called Diary, far from Ixiing 
the work of any enlightened memlrar 


of the Di/ilera family, is some spurious 
production of the fjeniis Homo. 

Yours in sympathy, 

Octavius Cliti'imK (ex) If.U.S. 

1*.M.—During a further perusal of 
your current issue, 1 have just notictxl 
the words " Dy ourCharivariety Artiste.” 
This, of coui’sc, proves that you j’onr- 
self were not the victim of an imposture, 
and stultilics the main purpose of this 
l('lter, which I nevertheless forward to' 
you for the sake of its scicntitic interest. 

HOCKS AlIKAD. 

[The City ti£ L'SkIoii Diihlir Hcultli i>c]iiirl- 
iiiciil have issued a circular in which it is 
staled that (lie custom of ns'king hahiiis in 
cRidlcs is .t wrung one and should be 
aholishi'd. j 

IJnhi:st eontinues to prevail in in- 
iluontial infant circles owing to the 
threat of the elders to witlidraw cradles, 
and a force of •1,0(X) fathers had to lie 
called .nit during the small houra to 
quell threatened insurrections. The 
men wore not able to return to bod 
before daybreak. It is clear that the 
paternal authorities are uneasy and 
dread an outburst at any moment. 

At a meeting of infants held in Little 
Britain, E.C., lost evening Blaster 


Bunting ]>rotested against their being 
deprived of a jirivilege which had lieeii 
theirs as babies since the days when 
their poets had first sung. They would 
iTinembor that impcrishahle line -- 
*' When the wind blows the enidlc will rock," 
Ho was a I’ro-cradlcr, as ho had always 
been. 1‘erhaps bo was nut so young as 
ho once was, but, it they would allow 
an did infant, with eighteen months’ 
experience of the w'ays of the world, to 
advise them, they would solemnly 
register a determination never to go 
to bye-bye without a goo<l rocking. 

The -rrocessioii of liabios made its 
way through the principal streets last 
evening. Banncis were carried bearing 
such inscriptions as - 
“Thk Hand th.vt doesn’t Hock the 
Crai>i.k doesn’t Hole the WoiiiiD.— 

You can’t have it Both Ways.” 

“Rock is in the Cbadek oe 
THE Deed ip you like, but 
Hock Us." 

Later ,—At a meeting of Parents 
called specially last evening it was 
agrood to urge the Public Health 
Depai-tment to withdraw their circular. 
It is confidently expected that the 
babies will come in witliout delay. 
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Flute (to ITarp). “'fiiKUK you ahe Sciicukut ’s BnouaiiT tN wvki'kkcb—tui»penck wonPK than 'Tun JtosAitr.' Lkt’h 

AVK ANOTIIKU GO AT ‘ ITVIIY-KOO IT's AI.WAVB WOItTIl ONB-ANO-A-TANNKIi,” 


UN “MEDECIN MALGRE LUI.” 

•'Talking ot doctore," said Boley- 
slone, “ their job isn’t as easy as it 
looks. 1 know—I was once a doctor 
mysolf—ship's doctor—for two whole 
days. I was coming back from a 
country in South America where 
you must bo cither a ‘doctor’ or a 
' colonel.’ I nominated myself ‘ doctor.’ 
•Doctor’ allows a greater margin of 
prevarication than ‘colonel.’ There arc 
several kinds of doctors and you don’t 
have to elect which kind you will be. 

“ I didn’t ask the agents to book my 
passage with this preiix to my name, 
nor did I ask my misguided mend to 
introduce me to the blip’s officers us 
‘Doctor.’ Anyhow, I couldn’t have 
foreseen that the resident medico would 
take sick leave in his bunk and that I 
should bo appointed to his duties. I 
might have mode a full disclosure to 
the Captain and so escaped from an 
equivocal position, but more eminent 
men than 1 have fallen into a similar 
error. 

"On the whole I managed fairly 
well. It was unfortunate that the 


patieut^whom I told to knock off moat 
turned wt to ho a vegetarian. If tho 
laiscar whom I treated hod not hod 
tho sense to jump overboani, I miglit 
have been in tnmble over liis deatli 
certificate. As it was, tho man was so 
obviously drowned tliat a cortifleato 
scorned hardly necessary. I have 
always had a feeling tliat 1 should like 
to know what the stuff really was that 
I gavo him. That it did nothing to 
soothe his last hours 1 am certain, hut 
whether it was actually fatal in itself 
I shall never know. These uncer¬ 
tainties are very harassing. 

•• I was somewhat nonplussed when 
they brought a girl to me who had a 
linger sticking out at the back of her 
hand at a most absurd angle. Site 
seemed surprised when 1 asked her 
how long it had been like that. It 
appeared that she had, a few minutes 
before, unintentionally sat down on tho 
deck and had found her Unger that 
way when she got up. Under those 
circumstances it seemed to bo up to me 
to do something about it. By a dis¬ 
pensation of Providence, as I was 
palling it about preparatory to what 1 


believe they call ‘setting’ it, the thing 
suddenly resumed the normal. It was 
lucky that I had nut actually diagnosed 
a compound fracture, as I had intended. 
Tho girl seemed quite relieved and 
grateful when she saw all tho lingers 
on her hand in a row again. It was 
rather a nice hand, and it was some 
time before 1 felt that it was safe to let 
itgo. . . 

‘‘ I still stick to my opinion that 
that steerage passenger was merely 
suffering from sea-sickness. I know 
enough about doctoring to ho sure that 
appendicitis is only found in first or 
second-class |)assongcrs who can afford 
to pay biggish fees for o][)cralions. I 
am glad that I refused to operate or to 
assist tho ship’s surgeon in doing so, 
when ho got well. As it turned out, 
tho woman was still alivo when they 
carried her ashore. 

“However, 1 freely admit that it 
would have saved my colleaguo trouble 
in tho end if 1 hail found alktho pioccs 
of china which wore imbedded in 
another patient’s hctul before I applied 
bandages. But then even storage 
passengers ought to know bettor than 
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to try to scltlo tlioir clitToroncns with 
tlio nil! of wilier jugs. 

*• I <lo not holiuvo that tlio man wlio 
said that lie had himhago over found 
out wit li wliat ho had houn riihhod. 1 lu 
was much hotter the nc.xl day. There 
must 1)0 somo iiiisiispoeted curative 
projierty in brown hoot polish. Jn 
spite of tliis, 1 have a feeling that the 
surgery is not the ))roper place in j 
which to kce]) a thing of that kind. I 
If 1 had administered a dose to the 
child with whooping cough, the result 
might have been most serious. 

“ I did ipiilc well with the fever 
patients when I discovered which of the 
white compounds really was quinine. 

“ If 1 hiul suspected that the lady 
with the sore throat would rememher 
the phrase and brag about it all over 
the sliip for the rest of the voyage, I 
siiould not^ have told her that she was 
suticring from * periostitis of the eardoti 
shaft.' It was when the old gentle¬ 
man who came on board at liiskon 
heard-about this oomplaint that lie 


attack of blood-poisoning. I tried to 
make out tliat 1 really knew all about 
it and that I was only pulling his leg, 
but the 'dressing' had, so to speak, 
come oil mo. Uly popularity began to 
wane from that time, and a faint¬ 
hearted attempt to gut up a testimonial 
for me met with a cold and unsympa¬ 
thetic I’occption.” 


CABINET COM’. 

fn a .sp.'‘ocli at (.'riccicth fiolf Cllili Mr. 
l.lu>(l (iorgi: tuld liuw ho had holed out in 
one. 

U liappcnod (ho s,iid) in tho Roulh of 
Fraiii'c. Ifo pl.i\t:d a iiiiisliio shot off the tc.' 
in a short hol.j over soiiu' olive hninchcs anrl 
could not timl tho hall, whioti, ho might aiy, 
was not an unusual oNporicnri! for him. 

JiUtor he and others hunt.'d for it to tlu! loft 
and to till) light, and wore still hunting when 
a voung l‘'ri'nohmaii willi a siiddoii slroko of 
iiispir.ition suggoslrd ttial it might have i-ollod 
into llui holo, and liohold it \va.s tlioro." 

J'.’iv'iiiiii/ .Ycif.s-.] 

Anxious to ascorlain whether any 
other Ciihinet .Ministers liave ecpialleil 
the Cii iNcr.i,noil's feat Mr. I’nnrk wrote 
to them all. Me has however only re¬ 
ceived tho following ri'plies :— 

No, J eaimut f-tiy 1 have ever holed 
out in one. 1 may add that 1 mako it 
a rule not to take my “ olive hranches ” 
with me on to the links; they put me 
olT my game.— Winston Chouchill. 

I otico took thirty-four to tho ninth 
hole at ArchciTicld, which I think is the 
record. The score was accounted for 
by tho fact that a fiarly of Sullragetlus 
kept kicking my hall away from tho 
holo every time I putted. They cor- 
tainly liold out nothing in the nature 
of “olive hraiiehcs." —II. 11. A.squith. 


began to taku an intero-it in mo. Ho 
bored mu considerably. 1 could “Tiot 
seo that it was any hiisinoss of his 
where I had studied medicine. It was 
eertainly camless of mu to tell liiin 
at ilitlercnt times on tho same day that 
1 was a ‘ Ismdon ’ man iitul a ‘ City’s’ 
man. I do not profess that my exida- 
natiiin was very convincing. I said 
that 1 thought it was elementary know¬ 
ledge that ‘ City’s ' was in London. 

“ Kiiiiilly hu hud tho bad taste to 
expose a nasty motley-looking arm in 
the smoking saloon and to ask mo what 
1 thought of it. To got rid of him, I 
said that it looked to mo us much like 
incipient bori-beri asaiivtliing. It did, 
though I never met itcri-lx^ri. This 
had the ufYect of clearing tho smoking 
saloon. It also scorns to havo given 
rise to a general feeling througliout tho 
ship that he was an uncompanionable 
person. It was only when tho Captain 
wanted to know more about it that I 
discovoi'od that ho was a well-known 
Liondon surgeon recovering from an 


ONCE UPON A TIME. 

Anom.vi.y. 

Oni'h upon a timo there lived and 
flourrshcd in a small city a worthy man. 
Ho was devoted to his native place; lio 
lovcil its streets and stones, its stningo 
odours, its smoke, its high rates, its 
indilTorent water supply, its clubs and 
cafes and everything about it. Nothing 
could indiico him to leave it oven for 
tho briefest period. In vain did tho 
railway companies spread their Holiday 
Arrangements before his eyes; ho re¬ 
turned with tho more satisfaction to his 
favourito seat overlooking the central 
square. 

And llicn one day tho King of that 
country, who was full of capricious 
impulses, issued a decree that no 
one in this little city should over 
leave it again, under pain of fearful 
penalties. 

And immediately our friend began 
to be consumed with a longing for 
travel. 

























THE PHOTOGRAPHY THAT 
TELLS. 

"EvEBY PlCTUBB TELLS A StOBY.” 


Last ^oar Charles Edward Lartington 
Bpont his holidays with a friend on the 
Korfolk Broads. 

By profession he was a bank clerk— 
teller, in fact, at the Plomboro’ branch 
of the Northern and Southern Bank— 
and, being in receipt of about one-half 
of the Buary with which Plomboro’ 
commonly crraited him (for the directors 
expected their ofScials to keep their 
appearances up and their expenses 
down), he had that year, as on many 
preceding years, been unable “ for 
family reasons ” to take the Swiss tour 
sketched out for him by Mrs. Twomlow, 
as also the Norwegian cruise suggested 
by Mr. Aislabie. 

By nature he was very much like 
most of the other hirers of boats at 
Wroxham, {k good sort of a fellow in 
his way, neitnw brilliant nor doll, a 
little w^, a little dissatisfied; in 
short, just one of ,tbe crowd which the 
0 afnei[a of pnbluaty, directed at the 
egcsigio^ sO'hopBlflatfy out ot 





member of it, tho backbone of the 
country. 

So Lartington and his friend sot out 
each morning for their loisutely life on 
those slow-moving waters witli pro¬ 
visions, camel a and pipes. It was not 
a yacht they hod hired, but a skill; for 
Lartington enjoyed tho sculling. Ilia 
friend, being a photographer of no 
mean order, lay back m the stem of 
tho boat and kept an eye open for 
subjects. This attitude of non-inter¬ 
ference with another’s pleasure is often 
observable on rivers. 

One hot day they lunched oil pork- 
pies and bottled beer and, in the after¬ 
noon, Lartington, having landed his 
friend for tho purpose of stalking wild¬ 
fowl with the camera, pulled up-stream 
alone. It was with a certain exultation 
at his sense of mastery that he rowed. 
Here, in the boat, ho was director and 
■worker in one ido^ combination. What 
his mind directed his body effected, and 
for his ev^ stooke theie was rome- 
thing definite to show. How different 
from the Plumboro’ bank I There they 
wanted only the workers, the steady, 
xdiable. trnusttiHithy men—men who 
wm pM'os^^HftMn who ooold follow 


nitoly, interminably; but talent I -■ 
'Ibat started him off on a new train of 
thought, of thick-headed duffers who 
lia/1 bean at school with him and bad 
long since passed him in the race for 
wealth. That was tho bitterest patt of 
all and made him feel almost anareliie*’ 

And then a new thought struck hi 
and he began to think harder 
deeper, so that his friend hod to shoti 
to attract his notice. 

“Cheer up, old man,” he svid, a§. 
Lartington drew into the bank. “ What 
are you thinking so deeply about? 
Stay there and I 'U tako you before the 
sun goes down.” 

Now, had Chatles Edwaid Lartington 
possessed tho gift of prescience, or had 
had ten minutes more to complete his 
train of thought, it is probable that ha 
would have refused; but, being just a 
little vain and just a little vacillating, 
ho did as be was told. 

“ That’s it,” said his friend; “ better 
toko your hat off, though. Now look 
this way.” 

« K > * • 

The photograph turned odt to be one 
of those luokv snapshots which tiie 
profe^onal pnotograpber cim seldom 
h^totake. Lartington A^as not trying 
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to look liko a bank manager, nor a 
roportory actor, nor a jolly fellow, nor 
a bookish prig. He looked just liko the 
man everybody in Plumboro’ knew, yet 
with bis “ IIow-will-you-take-it,-notes- 
or-gold ? ” air entirely gone. It showed 
him, as someone said, “ away from the 
counter’’; a little preoccupied perhaps, 
and disgnisc<l by bis Imating flannels, 
but still Lartington. Ilia friend evi¬ 
dently possessed a good lens, for llio 
empty beer imttles and a papor-liag, 
witli “A. Smith, Confectioner. I’ork 
Pies a Spiwiality," printed upon it, 
were plainly visible. 

Everybody soDmc<1 pleased with tbo 
photograph, partioularly its author, 
who printed several copies. 

Eventually it got into tbo papens. 
In fimt, it was there that I saw it; and 
it was tbo newspaper photograph and 
tlie explanatory note bonoatli it that 
first made mo awuro of L irtington’s 
oxistenco. 

Poor follow! Tliey caught him at 
Liverpool trying to pass as an emigrant 
with most of the gohl tightly wedged 
in his trunk. It was a tliird-cluss 
steward, an assiduous reader of The 
Daily Snapshot, who saw through his 
disguise and told the police. Ho was 
suitably rewarded. His iiordship, 
having sentenced Lartington to five 
yearn' penal servitude—for ond>i‘//lo- 
ment ho said, hut really for being photo¬ 
graphed—commonded the steward’s 
smartness in court, and tho h.ink ])ie- 
sentod him with £10 (which made him 
miss four successive boats). A not 
wliolly disintcivstod photograph, wliicli 
showed him clutching Ids favourito 
paper (witli its title very conspicuous), 
gladdened the homos of several hundred 
thousands of Snapshot readers; none 
more so, perhaps, than that of Chai'los 
Higson, the Stockton-on-Tuos agent of 
a hiro-purchaso firm, who had boon 
looking for this same steward (iindor 
another name) for tho last two years 
in connection with several unpaid in¬ 
stalments on a vanishod piano. 

‘‘Fashions and Fancies.'’ 

Under the above heading. The (ilohe, 
speaking of tho new skirt, says, “ Made 
in the most fragile and transpai'ont of 
materials, it is worn over tights worn 
close-fitting.” This idea of close-fitting 
tights is now to us. Wo always wear 
oiu-8 quite loose. 

“ RAILWAY TRAFKIC. 

32,000,000 I'ABBKSUKnS TjOKT. 

. SlOXIFICANT DKCnKASF..>’ 

• Oloagow Krcning Times. 
We are very glad to hear of this de¬ 
crease. Tho figui'es were much too high 
last year. «• 


THE GAMBLER. 

No, it has nothing to do with Mar- 
Gonis. You will bo thankful for that. 

Tho hotel was full of grumbling guests. 
Tho smell of wet umbrellas penetrated 
to tho remotest bedroom. Tho pro¬ 
prietor, who hud assured us that never 
in tho roeords of Ins establishment had 
rain continued tor two consecutive days, 
had gone into dishonoured retirement. 
People tapi>od the barometer and reiul 
in yesterday’s papers the approach of 
disturbances from tho Pay of Piscay, 
Iceland, tlio Balkan Peninsula, and tho 
Women's Social and Political Union. 
Tho golfers hod talked themselves 
hoarse aWit the defects of tlio links. 
Tho fishermen, who only two days 
l)eforc—iinscrupulousfcllows -liadbeen 
longing for a steady rain, were now 
grumbling tliat it would take a week to 
get rid of tho flood-water. 

Tho optimist was arguing in tho 
smoke-room tliat because the oak liad 
come out before tho ash, or tho ash 
Imforu tho oak -he wasn’t quite sure 
which—ahnoivnally fine weather was 
about to sot in. Put every ono know 
that tho optimist was wearing a ])uir of 
tho head - waiter’s trousers, having 
drenched all his own garments. The 
pessimist argued that the prosonco or 
absence of icebergs in or from the 
North .Atlantic provctl conclusively 
that wo woro to have a cold, wot, 
miscrablo summer. Wo all hated the 
optimist for his irrational optimism, 
and tho pessimist fur his irrational 
pussimistn. 

Then a mild old gontlcman incurred 
wido-sproad utqiopularity by remarking 
that this weather would ho tho making 
of a lawn he had just hiul laid down. 

And thou tho stout man, who stood 
at tho window cheerfully watching tho 
downpour, turned round and addressed 
the company. 

“ You should have insurod yotir 
holiday weather as I have done. As 
there must have been a fifth of an inch 
of rain yesterday and tho same to-day 
I got my expenses for tho week.” 

A fifth of an inch ? There’s boon a 
fifth of a foot ” said the optimist. 

“ Of a yard,” said tho pessimist. 

Tho general fooling was that whilst 
tho optimist absurdly underrated tho 
downpour, tho pessimist was inclined 
to oxaggenitu. 

•• That being tho case I ’in in clover,” 
said tho stout man, nibbing his hands. 
“ I got this week for notlting, and I can 
take another week when the weather is 
more settled. My forethought has 
justified itself. I paid a guinea and 
I shall draw ton.” 

Block hatred filled the hearts of 
everyone. 


“Do they take your word for the 
weather’/” enquired tho pessimist 
scornfully. , 

Wo all felt that no insurance 
company could ho so foolish. 

“No, it is decided by the meteoro¬ 
logical reports in tho papers.” 

Ono by ono wo left the smoke-room. 
The presence of that degraded being 
who gambled in sacred things like 
holidays was as repulsive to us as 
that of a Stock Exchange gambler must 
1)6 to Dr. CiiiFFOiti). Wo stood in tho 
hotel porch watching tho golden rain 
ipaily Mail copyright) pouring money 
into tho pockets of a miscreant. 

“Ono comfort,” said tho optimist, 
“these insurance companies generally 
do you.” 

Wo felt tliat the dishonesty of insur¬ 
ance companies was a thing to be 
thankful for. 

It was at dinner-time next day that 
tho fjondon papei-s airived. The opti¬ 
mist opened his paper and gave a cry 
of delight. 

“ Anotlior anti-cyclone,” sneered the 
pessimist. 

“Liston,” sn'kl tho optimist. “ 1 fore’s 
tho weather I'cporl for Saturday and 
Sunday: ‘ Caorgwylo-on-Soa, Saturday. 
Showery. llainfull -042. Sunday: 
Passing showera. Bainfall 'OSl.’ ” 

“It's a fraud,” said the stout man, 
hanging tho table. 

Twenty people explained to him at 
once that showers were awfully local 
and that the district rain-gauge might 
have boon left comparatively dry. The 
ojitimist declared that no doubt the 
rain-gauge had sprung a leak. But tho 
general opinion was that there must 
bo no gainsaying tho scientific authority 
of rain-gauges. Tho stout man loft by 
the night train to dispute tho point 
with tho insurance company. 

Wlicthor tho figures really woro 4-2 
and 3;JL inches of rain and wore deemed 
inci'odiblo by tho motooi’ological authori¬ 
ties, or whetlior tho local council thought 
it more expedient to modify tho facts, I 
know not; but wo all felt thankful for 
this providential set-hack to that most 
repulsive'of men, a holiday gambler. 

Commercial Candour. 

“Tbeso liglit-to-wcar voaU are made of 
flvi'cy material in difforont sliados of color, 
and it would be almost imposHibio to mention 
the occttsioii on which aueb (^rmenta arc 
useful to gentlemen.”— Advt. in “ Scotsman," 

■ ' - ' . — 

From The Times Paris correspondent:— 

“ Tho fiction that' every ono has left town' 
at this time of tho year is perhaps lass of a 
fiction in Paris than in Ijondon. My con¬ 
cierge, who went to visit his family at Dieppe 
tho other day, told me that ho had to stand as 
far as Havre inacrowdodthird-closscarriage.” 

Silly of him to have got into the wrong 
train. 
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THE DOGS’ WELCOME. 

JfrBH ! Wc ’re not. a pack ot hoys 
Always bound to make a noise. 

True, tbere's one amongst us, but 
lie is young; 

.\nd, wberever wo may take him, 

Wo can gcneiMlly slmt 
Sucli a Youngsler up and make liiin 
Hold bis tongue. 

I fusb ! Most cautiously we go 
On tho tippest tip of toe. 

Arc the dogs exiMssting us 
At the gate *' 

Two, wbo usuall} prize us. 

W’ill tliey jump and make a fuss.’ 
Will tlioy really im-ognise us 
Where they wait ? 

Hush ! I hear the funny pair 
Softly wluin])eriiig yes, they 're there. 
Dane and Pekinese, they scratch 
At the wood, 

,'\t tho solid wood bclweon us; 

Duke attempts to lift the latch; 

It's a month since they hare seen us^ 
OiHjQ 1 Godl I 

Down, Duke, down I I’liough, enough I 
Soo-Ti *3 screaming; seize his scrufif. 
Boo-Ti's having fearful fits; 

Duke is tearing us to bits. 


V'; •; 


JU- (xiviitij “Tiiorsxsns ash Tiioi-stsiis!’* 

One will trip us, ono will throw us - 
Mut, the darlings, don't they know list 

Tlicn olT with a clatter the long dog lcui)l, and, oh, whal a 
race bo ran. 

At the hurricane pace of a minute a mile, as only a long 
dog can. 

Into and out of the hushes ho pierctsl like a shooting star; 

.\nd now lie thundered around us.atid now ho was whirling far. 

And the little dog gazed till ho stSBoed amazed, and then 
ho took to it too; 

With shrill notes Hung from his pert pink tongue right 
after his friend ho llew; 

And the long legs lashed and the short legs flashed and 
scurried like anything, 

1 While Duke I'an round in a circle and Boo-Ti ran in a ring. 

! 

: .And last thoy hurtled among.sl us, and then there wore 
tales to t(‘ll, 

b’or all of us seemed to he scattered and lorn, and all of us 
shrieked and fell; 

And .Tobn, who is plump, got an awful hump, and ITolon, 
who's lull and thin. 

Was shot through a shrub and gained in hruiso as much 
as she lost in skin ; 

And liosamond'.s frock uas rent In rags, and latlorod in 
strips was Peg's, 

•And ix)th of them sufl'orod the ninepin fate to tho ruin of 
arms and legs; • 

.And every face was licked by a dog, and ballorod was 
every limb. 

When Duke ran round in a circle and Soo-Ti ran after 
him. • It. 0. Ii. 












LEAVES FROM OUR HOLIDAY SKETCH-BOOK. 

An ARtsiocBAT OF NoHTU Britain bka-batiiino from iiib ancisbtrai. forrhiiork. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I HHALti not easily forgot tho delightful rovelation of a now 
])ower that was given mo by Mr. Compton MacknN/.ik’h 
Carnival. Ever since then 1 liavo lieen waiting anxiously 
for its successor, and it is now a great pleasure to find, after 
one uncertain inonicnt, that Sinister Street (Snckkk) con- 
limiH and heightens my cstiinalo of its author. Tho one 
uncertain moment came to me in the early pages, whilo I 
fciired lust Mr. MACKKNxir. was going to let his lialsocian 
method run away with him; but this was only before the 
charm of tho subject had taken hold of mo; aftcrwardsl hod no 
more complaints. There are indeed aspects of this Ixiok that 
I sliould find it difficult to overpraise; its marvellously 
ininute observation, for one, and its humour, and above all 
it 9 haunting beauty Imth of ideas and words. Thoso gifts 
are brought to the telling of something that has not, I 
think, been told before, or at least not in this fashion--the 
education of a fjondon schoolboy, so different from tho 
cloistered existonco of his contemporaries elsewhere. 
Michael Fane is a figuro to love, bocauso ho is of tho very 
small company of boys in books who are entirely human. 
He grows beforo our eyes, as with an almost passionate 
honesty tho author traces every detail and influence of his 
development. I do not know if the result will prove to bo 
a pop^r novel, and 1 do not care; what I do know is that 
os a study of the education of character it is already a 
masterpiece; and that 1 look forward to Michael’s career at 
Oxford (which we are promised in January]^ with as much 
interest as if I were going up myself. It is not my habit 
lightly to prophesy fame; but after these two books I am 
prepared to wager that Mr. Maokenzib’s future is bound 
^ with what is most considerable in Epglisli fiction. 
We shall see. 


1 have always this difficulty when coirfronfcd in book 
form with a story which I have already soen as a play— that 
1 find it exceedingly hard to believe in tho reality of thoso 
episodes that take place, so to speak, off tho stage. The 
others aro a very different matter; thcro I have my own 
recollection to support tho author’s statements, especially 
in tho case of a play so delightfully well acted as was this 
that Mr. Gbouc.'b IjinMiNuitAM has now published as a 
novel under its original title of (leneral John Began 
(Hopdkb and SrouniiTON). l)’or cxampln, when Mary Kllen 
enters in tho first act— I mean chapter — Mr. lliUMiNonAM 
really need not havo bothered to tell mo that she was 
adorably pretty, and that as sho saw tho motor-car “ her 
beautiful brown eyes opened very wide. Her mouth opened 
slightly and expanded in a smile. A long lino of tho black 
transferred from tho kitchen kcltlo to lior cheek reached 
from her ear to tho point of her chin, ft was broken ns 
her smile broaiicncd, and finally part of it was lost in the 
hollow of a dimple which appearod.” All this is fjuito 
firmly fixed in my delightful memory of Miss Cathi.bkn 
NBH iirr. Convemoly, when Dr. Lucius O’drady is hero 
described as riding uiriously away on his bicycle, 1 am un¬ 
able to banish a suspicion that it carried him no further 
than tho wings. Still, I would not have you supiioso from 
this that tho present version of tho affair does not inako a 
highly entertaining novel. It does. It you have licon un- 
fortunato enough not to meet it already at tho Apollo 
Theatre, you can rend about it here, and chuckle con¬ 
tinuously from pago the first till " tho curtain drops ” on tho 
last. That these words are a quotation seems to show that 
Mr. Birmingham was not wholly insonsiblo cLniy own j 
difficulty. _ 

Valentine was a young man who was not^ in himself 
especially remarkable. Mr. Grant Bichards writes a story 







PUNCH, OR TJIE LONDON (^UARIVARI. [SEPTEJiBEn 3 . 1913 . 


aliout him, cnlls il> by tiio youn^ inan'ii iiaiiio and publistlics IiabiU ot Kiststin" and Noso-itibbing. ^Yell, 1 will no6 
it liimsolf; it is tlioivforo obvious tliat bo considers liislicro salute Bir Bav ns he was once, to his great embarrassment, 
of very considerable importance, and indeed ho spends some saluted by a foreign confrere, but in my gratitude for a 
lime in telling us about his discovciy of Paris, his bills, his elianning volume I offer him tlie alternative privilege of 
dinners and his wines; but, altliough lie tells us of those rubbing noses with ino. 

things pleasantly enough, ho knows quite well that wo’ve - 

board it all often before. No, it is not Vulenlhte who is I am not the proud poisossor of an ancestral estate, but 
interesting, although he is an agreeable follow and his I hare always llattored itiyse’.f that I should feel and do all 
tailor's addre.ss it would be pleasant to discover; it is his the right things if 1 wore, so that Constance Holme has 
autlior’s conssiousnoKS of Ibc fantastic bimnerie ot liondon given my soU-cstceni a sa(i fall in Crumjt Folk Going llome 
that [ enjoy. Mr. AnNor.n He.n'nktt and Mr. Chestuhton (Mii.i.s and Hoon). To the de Lyndesay family, who be- 
wero once also aware of this, but lately their activities have longed to Westmorland, and who e ramifications and ro- 
beon in other directions, .so it is delightful to have Mr. lations recall some Highland clan in the daj's of 'Honn'ie 
Ckant liictiARDS building us enormous palaces in Leicester Piunce Chaulie, the estate of Crump was scarcely loss 
Srpiare, palaces with thousands of flats and kitchens and | than a fetish. To walk across the park i^solvcd itself 
shops, but palaces that the architects’mi.scalculalion of the! almost into an act of worship, and whatever form of 
exact amount that is made by twice two may send toppling'/iar 0 k/r/ seemed good to any member of the sept would 
at any moment to the ground. There is also that colossal! cheerfully have boon performed for the sake of the land, 
moment wlieu Valmline loses ten thousand and seventy The heroine, a distant cousin, daughter of a long lino ot 

[ lounds liocause the- - - — --. Crump stewards, im- 

etter N turns up on ^ hesitatingly promised to 


the tape instead of the 
letter II ; that is a really 
thrilling chapter. In 
short, Mr. Chant 
-Kiciiauds, having hocn 
for so long a publisher, 
believes in the Cinema-' 
tograi>h Novel anden-j 
joys Valentine's ex-: 
tornal adventures more 
than his internal ones. , 
Por myself, 1 agroo 
with him that tlicy 
aix*, at any rate in 
Valentina's case, consi¬ 
derably more inter¬ 
esting. 

As I sit reading Sir 
Bay liVNKESTKit’s new 
scries ot Science front an [ 
Kasy-chair (Adlard) I 
am very glad to bo 








UNKKCOUJ>Kn ACTS OP KINDNESS, 

irANNtlUT. EKCOCnAfiKS A TIMID EI.KrUANT Dl'niNO lITS rASSAGU OF THE Au>8. 


I Crump stewards, un¬ 
hesitatingly prom ised to 
marry Slinkin' Lynde- 
; say because, though a 
no'cr-do-weol, he was 
the heir, and as a girl 
' only thus could she 
servo the estate. When 
■he died a violent death 
in accordance with the 
. family curse which con- 
i ncctcd itself with a 
j huge ccdur-lreo (pre- 
'sonlly to slay the 
I Icrriblo dowager, Mrs. 
Lyndesay, in the throes 
of its uprooting) Chris¬ 
tian or Lalcin' Lynde¬ 
say won his cousin 
Deb's love for himself 
as well as for his 
land, so that after many 
woes all ended peace¬ 
fully, ami the young 


am very glad to bo'- — - • - --- -couple w'ont homo to 

able to picture him in an attitude so conducive to a a distinctly, brighter Crump, with curst*, cedar, mother- 
sense of well-being; but 1 am still more glad that the stylo in-law and misunderstanding all removed at once. Till 
of his instruction permits his readers also to assiimo the then 1 hud hardly felt that Crump could be called an 
same comfortable posture; fur easy writing does not always asset, so greatly was tlio atinosphero of slonn and glcom 
mean easy reading. 1 cannot say since 1 have never and necessity insisted on throughout, and so heavy seemed 
caught him in the flagrant act of com|>osition -whether the Lyndesay yoke. Yet they would all stop and admire 
the rrofessor, with his writing-pad on his knees, was in a the Crump scenery for hour’s, or stoop down (almost) an5 
position to reach, without rising, a considerable library of kiss the turf at any time. It seemed a prc]K)stcrous ohscs- 
liooks of reference. If not, then 1 confess myself over- sion of the soil for its own sake apai^ from most of the 
whelmed by the versatility of his erudition. His topics things it usually stands for. Still, Cnrmp was Crump; 
i-ango from Glacier's to Sea-squirts; from “ Patherless thoro is no getting away from that; and for those who were 
Frogs ” to “ Pi'o-historic I’etticoats; ” from Now Guinea born to Crump the very name spelled balm. An oixlinary 
Pygmies to the Galloping Horse in Art; from the Origin fellow like myself would pr-obably have tried to got it altered. 

of the Boul to the I'lxtinction of Turtles. Hero is matter ■ ' - 

for all tastc^s. And as for the manner of rt, the arrlhor **iro\v the King Stiivck an AacHsisnor'* 

writes as ho would talk, repeating himself if ho wants to Tins was the terrible headline in Tlut Liverpool Echo that 
digrossirrg ami moandormg at his own sweet will, but caught our eye. But his Grace was no moWn Thomas i 
always keeping to the happy middle way between the he was merely the Archbishop of Sydney, and the 

presci-vos of the pedant and the umting-grounds of the Vigovom and 

popular wntei% And through it all rons a pleasant savour p^,.tonalities that any one could wish to mrot.” 

tit what I hardly dare to c.all liiimnncr studies. I like, too, ^ _ • _ 

his way of suggesting that, while making duo allowiance for 5 ^^ Boardinn-House IKeeper’a Paradise, 

my state of darkness m relation to ^.ence, he assumes that r,t,*sDUDNo.-Tho thLtoncd break-up in the weather ha. passed 

1 possess intelligence of a sort. He has a chapter that andtheinoney was ogambcautihiUy bright and clear.” 
trcty,ls of tlie mdiinontary idea that underlies the cognate Jiirmingham Mail. 
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Hntart liltlo {{niiiiiiiar-school boys would ] 
POETS AT BAY. Imvo no bund in it. (Riot oh tlio] 

A rAMPHijKT bv ^fr. Edmund Gosse, back boncbcs.) Rathor would it 1x3 an I 
C.il., on "Tlio* Kiilure of English ulTair to bo nmnagod by cor tain long- 
Poctry." has caused so much disturb- haired friends of his own. (Tremendous 
anc6 in the best jwotio circles that cxciteinont.) | 

a mass meeting was recently callcxl to The chairman tlien i)iwoeded to road . 
debate the great critic's conclusions, a letter from Dr. Roueut IliniHiKK, | 
Objection was principally taken to his the I’oet liaui'cat.o, wlins<3 name was' 
contention that the poets of tlio fiil'ire recoivoil with supernatural doliglit.j 
will di8d)|i.in the ordinary forms of “Mr. Goskk,” said the writer, “is 
speech and will refrain from colebniling clearly wrong in his suggestion that 
natural objects on the ground that one poet can ho checked in his raptures j 
everyttiing that cun be said aliout their by the fact that another poet has j 
obvious beauty has been said. “Eutiire anticipated him. Any little grammar- 
poets,'' says the gifted Jjihrariun of the school hoy, smart or otherwise, cmdd 
Ifousoof liords, “ will seek to anuly/c have told him that it is part of the. 
the redness of the rose [not “ nose,” as nature of tho poet to admit no jirc-j 
in an unfortunate mis 2 >rint|, and will decessor and to believe his discoveries j 
scout, as a falhusous observation, the original." (Ifear! Hear!) 1 

statement that the violet is 

blue. All schemes of art ii u » n a j iruiij ■ c i 

become mechanical and J ^ I ) | I I I illp^ 

insiiiid, and even their | | ' J llTcii | 

niviHfix lose their savour. I I 

Verso of o.xcellcnt quality, in || | j 

this primitive manner, can - 

now i>o nritlcn to order by I I * I 
any sin,art lillh' hoy in a 
granimar-sc.hool." ' 

The meeting was held over - ; 

the I’ootry Bhop in Devon- 

shire Stiwt, W.t'., where the |||k\- 

modern hard may he found, 
of an afternoon, declaiming Uj V 

his latest eiTusiims to admir- 
ing audiences; and the chair 
was taken by Mr. Eddik 
M.\ asH (by kind permission l| 
of Mr. WisHTOx Ciii'in.'Hii,i,). , 

There were present a number KTI( Kl,KIt l-OK JMtOIMlIKTV. 

of distmgmshetl poe s, some ., manxcku. IIkkk is a ri. 

looking strangely like a cesriMi.;.” 

ordinary persons, a large con--— — -- 

tingont of ladies, and, at the back, two A letter from Mr. 'J'homis II.aiidv 
rows of smait little giamniar-school followed. "Mr. Goksk," he said, “is 
boys. ' always industrious ami often ingenious, 

A )>honogra]ih on the table was, it hut not oven Commamlers of tho Hath 
was underslocxl, intcudiHl to con\-ey a'aro imariably right. Mr. (iossE has 
roiiortof tho mooting to Mr. Gosse, who | decided that, * tho natural uses of Eng- 
vvas week-ending with one of his peers. ■ lish and tho obvious forms of oui’ 
Mr. Mahsh, in his 0|K3ning remarks, | speech will bo driven from our national 
said that ho was,hosupposctl, 2 )CCuliarlyi poetry.' That may ho so; but for my 
qualified to take the chair, since he was! part I beliovo that upon tho arrival of 
the editor of TJie Hook of G'eergnni | a givat [lojt great and sinqile jioctrj 
Verse. (l,oud aiiplaiise.) It was called j will follow, and that tho combination 
Georgian, ho said, because all the! of old - fashioned words is no more 
poets in it were horn in the reign of exhanstisl than the combination of the 
VicTOKi.v and cflucalcd in the reign of notes of the piano. (Ixnid enthusiasm.) 
Edward VII., and most of the poetry In my oiiiiiion," the letter concluded, 
was written before Georiie V. came to "thei'o arc few loss 2 >i'(*fitablc tasks; 
tho throne. None the less, Georgian than tho attempt to foiucast the trend' 
was a good title, esjxjciallv as tho woril of the aiis, since a genius mav at anv ! 
had no eightocenth-contury connota- moment apixiar, to blow conjecture sk_\ -1 
tiou. (Renewed chocre.) He had made high." (Renewed applause, and not a 
a close study of modern verse, he little self-conscious enthusiasm among 
continued, and was satisfied that a tho younger men.) 
return to 8 iiu 2 >licity might occur at Mr. John Mahepiki.d, who wore a; 
any moment, and that when it did sou'-westor and was imperfectly heard: 


m 



A KTICKl.KIt POK JMtOIMlIKTV. 
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owing to a largo quid in his starlioard 
chock, said tluit ho -well, agreed 
with everything that Mr. Gosse had 
said. There was no doubt whatever 
that mere—jiettiness had had its day. 
What tho jioot of tho future needed 
was a haixl-biitcn vocabulary <lrawn 
from experience of rough-and-ready life, 
no matter how sipialid. Realism was 
fho thing. “Give your reailem —," 
washisiulvice to tho young. (Sonsalion.) 

Mr. Ri'I'ert MiiooKKsaid ho was one 
of tho young guard. His particular 
line was omotion. Ho had in fact | 
written a volume chiefly of love ]ioonis, 
hut he was bound to confess that Ids 
interest in lovo was jirincipally the 
conviction that it was certain to end. 
Ho dofitsl any littio hoy in a grammar 
school to write anything that would 
naturally full into place in 
his, tho sjx>ak«'r's, volume, 
flij’;. ll .;!l (Choem.) 

A slight hitch now occur¬ 
red, hroughl about by a little 
misunderstanding as to 
whether Mr. Eeiia Pound or 
Mr. liAscEDi.KS Aiiek- 

CROMIUE should speak first, 
which was sotthsl by Mr. 
I’ooND, who comes from Ar- 
kan.sas, in tho roiuly niannor 
I of his country. Mr. Aukr- 
i < iiomiiie's body having boon 
I rcsMovisl, Mr. Pound ro- 
. murk(*d that obviously Mr. 

I Gosse was right, since ho, 
i tho spoak(>r, had already 
! begun to employ a jargon 
of his own and to avoid the 
obvious. No onn should 

V uviiiiNi. *''^’**' ** 

of Life" to his conscienco. 

(Applause.) 

No doubt other sjieaker.s would have 
risim hut for the circumstance that tho 
chairman at this {xiint received a cuhlo- 
grain from his chief ivqiiosting his 
immediate jiresenco at Kiel. Thu 
meeting thus terminated without any¬ 
thing very dciinito having heon ariivod 
at cxcejit renewed resjxict for tho genius 
of the Baint(‘-Deuvc of the House of 
Ixirds. 


“ Tile Ci.mili'ss i>f Ki'iifirM, wlio iwcivtsl a 
iii(i.>l ciirilial ii'ccpLioii. Kiiiil : ' I linvii Rn-ut 

plciisiin! Ill del luring llin Im/imr iiiiii 1 

wish ll exerv '■iicccss ' (loinl laughter)." 

AlM’nleen Free I’ress. 

.And they say Scotland has no senso of 
huiiiour. 

The, iJaihf I’eleijraph, describing a 
burglary at Datchet, says: - . 

“ SniiK! sticky lirowii iwiicr wasadiscovor^ 
on tho iaw’ii, hut Dio visitui-H succeeded in 
getting awiiy." 

It probably wasn't sticky enough. 


voi,. CXI.V. 








PUNCH, oil THE LONDON CHAElVArvT. [SKPiEUDEn 10 . 1913. 


220 


AN OLYMPIC CATECHISM. 

Question. What aro tlio Olympic (lames ? 

Answer. An athletic festival held every fourth j'ear for 
tlio purposo of reviving the glories of Greece and promoting 
international friendship. 

Q. Aro tliey like the ancient games of Greece ? 

A. Not much. 

Q. Have they promoted international friondship? 

A. Not at all. Tliero have lioon unfortunate incidents — 

Q. Wo will not go into that. Must wo take part in the 
Games ? 

A. Oh, yes. 

Q. Why? 

A. Uccause wo aro pledged. 

Q. Who pledged us? 

A. Hoiiio one. 

Q. Can you give mo his name ? 

A. No, hut tlio Gkiiman Emvekok would bo olTcnded if 
wo dill not appear at Berlin. 

Q. 1 las ho said so ? 

A. No, hut it wouldn’t do to lot the Americans win every¬ 
thing. 

Q. Why not? 

A. Their methoils, you know. Tlio way they train and 
shout and all that. 

Q. Hut don’t you propose to imitate these methods? 

A. Yes. 

Q. Do British athletes like the Olympic Games? 

A. No, hut they must learn to like them. 

Q. Why? 

A. Because of the Americans, you know, and the Gbkman 
Empkkor and all that. ■ . 

Q. How do you propose to deal with tho Americans and 
tho German J*1mi’kror? 

A. By collecting £100,0(X). 

Q. Vor what special puriioso ? 

A. To discover Olympic talent; to provido champions; 
to pay for talent and champions; to pay for trainers; to 
inaKO it cosy for champions to give up their business and 
devote themselves to athletics; to avert national disaster; 
to restore our athletic supremacy. 

Q. Aro these champions to ho amateurs ? 

A. Certainly. 

Q. What is an amateur ? 

.■1. An amateur is one whom wo do not call a pro¬ 
fessional. 

Q. But if other people call him a professional? 

A. That only shows their ignorance. 

Q. What is a professional ? . 

A. A professional is one whom wo do not call an Olympic 
amateur. 

Q. Thank you, that is very satisfactory. Now tell mo, 
please, what is tho character of tho Olympic Games ? Are 
they a recreation ? 

A. Cortainly not. They must ho made tho business of a 
man’s life. 

Q. Why? 

A. In Ollier to avert national disaster. 

Q. But when a professional m.akos them tlio busiucss of 
his life ? 

A. Wo refuse to have anything to do with him. 

Q. Why? 

A. Because ho is a prafnssional. Ho has not got the 
Olympic spirit. 

Q. How is tho Olympic spirit acquired ? 

A. By taking part in the Olympic Games; by subscribing 
to tho Duke of Wkstminstkr’h fund; by devoting onoself to 
the discovorp of champions; by advertising; by organising 


a boom; by promising a public reception to successful 
athletes; by paying their expenses; by— 

Q. 1 see. Then 1 suppose Groat Britain has no athletics 
at present ? * 

A. No, none of tho right sort. 

Q. What is the right sort ? 

A. The sort that is inspired with tlio Olympic spirit 
Q. Docs everybody like tho Olympic spirit ? 

A. Yes, everybody who is anyhofly. 

Q. But if somebody says ho dislikes it? 

A. Then he is a crank. 

Q. What is a crank ? 

.4. One who has not got tho Olympic spirit. 

Q. Aro tho subscriptions coming in ? 

A. I refuse to answer further questions. < 11. C. L. 


ODE ON A WEEK-END COTTAGE. 

Two miles from a town where tho read runs down 
To an olden mill and a buttressed bridge. 

And tho river runs winijiling, hriglit and brown. 

By haunts of ilragonlly, kingfisher, midge. 

It stands on a bank 
And faces its flowers. 

Whore tho hollyhock towers 
And rank on rank 

Tho lavender stalks stand single and straight ’gainst tho 
shine of the stream on its flank. 

Four I'ooms in all, and a tiny hall. 

And a balcony raised on the river’s front 

With lishlines drying and steps that fall 
To the channel beneath where they tie tho punt; 
And a pump, be sure. 

And a poreli, and an arbour 
Where roses harbour 
Tho honey-bod’s lure, 

And a bucket for cellaret dangled deep where tho current 
runs cold and pure. 

There aro chub and bream in tho brown mill-stream 
That leap with a swirl at the well-flung fly 

From the pool where tho white weir watei-s cream. 

Or close to tho turf-slope lurking lie. 

There is yet more sport 
When put on our ipottlo 
To boil tho kettio 
. For tea of a sort 

(Our milk’s left under tho fiotvers by tho gate in a jug that 
is good for a quart). 

0 the gold of the days when a soft heat base 
Hushes tho river and stills tho trees! 

O eves more (]uiet when blues and greys 
Steal down in u glamour of mutotl ease! 

When night’s warm wings 
With peace corno teeming, 

Tho stream slips dreauiing 
Of ageless things, 

.\nd a chub leaps plashing till silence again flows out on 
tho widening rings. 


“Miss Tjaramoro . . . iuterviowed an imposing 'Bobby* on tho 
subject ot motor-buses . . . and hurried up the st^p stairoaso to the 
top of tho one ho hailod for her. Onco on the ton sno secured a scat 
directly behind tho red-fneed, loquacious driver and preccodod to make 
friends with him.’’— T,adies' Home Journal. 

The last time we hired a hansom we looked for a nico place 
beside the driver, but he simply wouldn’t talk. 
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IM’.NN'V WISH. 

Yor sw, tliL'ie hvo two slid ions; 
lUackliuvon llurlionr tiiid Jilaekliavon 
Conki’ul. Tlic truin for Klhun starts at 
tlio first and passos llirougii Ihcsocoiul. 
When 1 say passes tln'oii;'h, of course 
1 mean stops. Trains on thu Ellani 
brancli stop at all stations and hetwoen 
most of them. 

As wo arrived at tlic 1 larhonr Slation 
witli tliirty minutes to spare, Charles 
.sugt'cstcd walking' in lo the Ceiitial 
Station. 

Why?” r asked. 

“ It will pass the time awa\.” 

“That can bo done aiitomaticaily,'' 
1 protested. 

“ It will bo exoreise.” 

“ I'd rather do sonic Swedish drill 
ill tho i-efroshinent room.” 

“ It will save a penny.” 

“ Charles,” I said, “ my forofathors 
occupied the throno of Scotland, but 
you cannot tempt iiic thus. When 1 
am on luy holidays I never think about 
anything less than thi'ccpcnco.” 

“ Como on,” said Charles illogically. 

Ha fascinated mo with a walking- 
stick. 


I caino on. 

Ilul my worst, fears were realised. 
.\h tho ongiiio flie.i, it is, 1 heli(‘ve, I 
half-a-milc onwiird from Hlaekhaveii! 
Ilarlxmr to Jilackhaven Central. .\s' 
wo lied it might have beisi anything 
up to fifty milos, if Charles had not 
admittcHl after ten niinntes that he did | 
not know tho way. Inquiry only; 
served to acquaint us with iinhlissful 
truths, in the tiist ])lace. there was 
the river Wurzcl. Yon have to go| 
along the stront In the Wurzel till nou ; 
come to a bridgi'. Ihit it must he the 
right bridge. In tho second phien there 
is tho cemetery. Komehow I had 
known that there would be trouble with 
a ccnicteiy. You have to walk round . 
three sides of it Ihiciiuso tho fourth side! 
is tho railway, where oiio is prosecuted, j 
I rather cxpoeloil a swinging harri'l 
and a water-jump, hut apparently tho 
Corporation hadn't quite finished ia\ iiig 
out the course. | 

Charles lemaincd insolently cheerful. 
His conversation conccrntHl itself with 
pennies, their origin, history, and fu¬ 
ture ; with groat men who had started 
life with a jicnny arduously scraped 
together from weeks of ollice drudgery; 


with stories of hanks which had averted 
closuro by an odd penny; with tho 
pnrehasing ]>ow('r of tho jienny in 
tho sixteenth ct'iilur). lie was just 
looking forwanl to the day on which 
a lirst-hand copi of Tlir Tiiiien would | 
he ))urehasal)]o fur a penny when wo | 
reached the Ci'iitral Station, in time | 
to see the l■',llam train disap^iearing ; 
slowly but lirndy into a tunnel. j 

•• li is true, ” said Charles, “that hy 
wasting lime wo might have got to 
Kllam two hours sooner. Jhit you 
must not forget that tho fare from the 
Harbour Station is sovenjicnco, whera- 
«s •” 

There are moinents when Charles 
comes near palling. 

1 strode to the booking-ollico. 

“Thiid single, l'’illam, please,” I said 
wearily. “Ilowmuch?” 

The clerk felt for tho ticket. 

“Kllaui, Sir?” ho replied. “ Bovon- 
pence,” 

“ Tiii;i:MOMi:Ti;n Ilovsiss Anoexn 8.1 asu 
I’VUI.IC llK\l;l.8 JS ITS yAVS.” 

WmcoHvrr Wm-hl. 

Our own thormoincter sets too early for 
us to do this. • 
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GOLF FOR HEROES. 


ber at tlio moment. Do you cultivate you. It is loosened by a magnetic- 
tlio pull at all ? I should not advocate hydmulio device, patented by me. 


the jaw of a gladiator, Koinbro, Hinoulcl- great favourite with heroic golfors. Htraight ovorheau. uooa imuauon oi 
cring eyc8, and a pair of crutches, who Mr. IIknhy IjKACii admires it so much snow, is it not? Bather expensive, 
was standing outsido the granite-built that ho has written sovontoen dilToront but one cannot have really heroic golf 
clubhouso, iioinlcd out tho seci'ctary articles about it. without paying for it, obviously. We 

with, [ fancied, a boding, rather sinister “This is the sixth. You see, the call this the Excelsior Hole. Mr.l.A. 
look. green is well guarded. Yes, tl>ey arc Vaiek considers that the cliff is not 

“ You have played so long upon your l)uII-tcrriors-four of thorn. Fierce? sulliciently under-cut to allow the 






that tho Shadow Valley Links have a fair test, / think, becauso some men opinion that it was hardly necessary; 
IxMJii laid out especially to accomino<lato liavo an itilram dislike for dogs. Wo he relied upon his oalo^latlons^ ho said, 
those who like their golf made stronu- meet that, however. Wo provide long Personally I think ho was wrong; we 

ous?" said tho secretary, a bland,- - - -- -.regularly bag our two brace a 

oasy-mannored, enthusiastic gen- — '— -month at this hole. 

tloman. •• Quito so; you have . “That one with the red flag is 

done well to come hero. You must mined in every direction—in six 

let mo slio\V you round tho course. places, to ho exact. Wo use tho 

I am very proud of it—oxtromely old-fashioned bltusk blasting pow- 

proud. Yes, I designed it; every i / > d®*": w® i** slightly inoro 

detail of the laying-out was com- 1 -y effectivo than gun-cotton. It is 

pletod under my personal super- ^ '' v I*® there. Mr. Bebnabd 

vision. I came to the conclusion wV Darwin thinks it is a very 

that, for really ambitious players, - V ' ^ amusing hole. Ho wrote quite 

golf gonorally was loo safe, sim- -t' airily about it. 

plo, dull—trivial, in fact. But “But you must not imagino 

wo are not trivial iiero. Onu's | . that wo have negloctcd tho ladies, 

nerves must l)o more or less in t ■. Wo are not so ungallant as tliat, 

onlerifonoisloplay agoodround ‘•'i'C'-T^'-vr I hope. Indeed, no. Upon tho 

ou the Shallow Valley I .inks. y ::'tenth and sixtiHmtli gixiotis are a 

But you will see for yourself. /»/ '1,'^ • number of small holes of de- 

“1 tliiiik wo need not waste cidcdly menacing appearance. 

much liiiio over tho lirst hole; it -^ — .■ -a Round about those are sprinkled 

is comparatively simple. The —-7 'T~ ‘ baited mouse-traps and rat-traps. 

hunkers seem ratlier formidahlo? > \ (* ' Tliis is for the moral effect. If 

Oil, one would hardly say tliat ^ ' 'V-V, __ j— - a lady makes a b.ad putt a circuit 

tlio wasps’ nest inside oacii of . _!?: "■ • - _ _ is completed and an electric cur- 

thom makes it a tolerably inter- — -- rent causes a mimlKjr of mice to 

esting hole, hut iiardly formid- __.-— pop fiercely in and out of tlie 

ahlo. I beg your pardon? Oh, /sv-..',,—- ’ -' »> — liolcs. Wo have found it very 

yes—wasps, I said. Tlirco nests ' - - "’“'s'' .. successful. Wo use snakes also 


ous ? ” said the secretary, a bland, - 
oasy-mannored, enthusiastic gen¬ 
tleman. “Quito ho; you havo 
dono well to come hero. You must 
let mo slioiV you round tho course. 

I am very proud of it—oxtromely 
proud. Yes, I designed it; every 
detail of the laying-out was com- 
pletod under my personal super¬ 
vision. I came to tlio conclusion 
that, for really ambitious players, 
golf gonorally was too safe, sim¬ 
ple, dull—trivial, in fact. But 
wo are not trivial hero. Onu's 
nerves must l)e moro or less in 
onler if ono is to play a good round 
on the Shallow Valley I jinks. 
But you will see for yourself. 

“ 1 think wo need not waste 
much tiiiio over tho first hole; it 
is comparatively simple. The 
hunkers seem rather formidahlo ? 
Oh, ono would hardly say tliat 
tho wasps’ nest inside ouch of 
thorn makes it a tolerably inter¬ 
esting hole, hut iiardly formid¬ 
ahlo. I hog your pardon ? Oli, 
yes—wasps, I said. Tlircu nests 
- -ono in each hunker. When a 
hall trickles into the hunker it 
automatically sots into action— 








; -Xi , 

—_ jiA- 
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- -ono in each bunker. When a - | -sparingly, curled up in cortain 

hall trickles into the hunker it . of the holes. The sixe of the 

automatically sols into action— pnopKiu.Y." ^ draw-back. 

gentle and sustained action-a ■ — — ---— —Qiie rather loans to rattlesnakes; 

patent stirrer and poker attacliod to tlio steel rakes, so that a badly played ball the sudden ringing of tiioir rattles would 
nest, so that tlio wasps aro iiioro or can be raked out of the bult-terrior test the composure of a potior admir- 
loss ready to rocoivo tlio player when zone. Ono forfeits the hole in that ably. Unfortunately rattlesnakes run 
he arrives to play out. We use hornets case, naturally. You sco some of the largo. A pity; but I am giving some 
at the fourth hole—it is much moro finest approaching in the world at thought to tho point, and hope soon to 
awkward to bo bunkered Ihoro. this hole. Oh, yes, they are safely overcome the little difficulty. 

“ This is ono of tho loiigor holes—a fastened; each dog can only work “ Of course, tho idea is really in its 
good bole. We call it tho Groat Surpriso. within the limits of its string—unless infancy. You must not expect too 
'rhore arc no bunkers, you see. it is a the string snaps. Tho posts flimsy? much at first. It is not easy to raoko 
clear fairway from too to flag. Easier Oh, I don’t know. Do you think so? golf roally heroic, but we shall improve, 
than' the fourth, you tliink ? Ah, but We have had no complaints. (Ah, Wo welcome suggestions, too. If you 

one has to keep straight hccauso of tho Gerbnnis, old hoy; there you aro. havo an idea at any time-” ho spoko 

pitfalls. Tho safe fairway is only four Down, sir; tho gentleman is not yet absently, musingly, bis eyes fixed 
yards wide. Either side of that, here a momhor.) Don’t mind him; ho’s rather vacantly on a building close by 
and there—dotted about, don't you a little petulant to-day. which looked ominously like a cottage 

know—ai'e concealed pitfalls, with lids “ Now, this is really ehie, tho twelfth, hospital. 

—tiupdoorS'—covered with real grass. The green is under the cliff, as you soe. “ I think you have it all very com- 
of course. They work on tho dcod-foll One positively must play a good shot plete,” I said. “ But there is ono thing, 
principle), and contain water or tar—five hero; a slovenly stroke is sharply pun- perhaps, though probably it is merely 
water, six tar. Only two are staked; iahud. Put your ball anywhero but on an oversight on your pt^. It would 
or possibly tlirtse. I really don’t remem- the green and an avalanche falls upon bo expensive, I fear." 
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llisfacolif'liled up. “Anti tliivt 
ho enquired. I 

“ An automalic eartliqiiuke, or even ^ 
a pnquiiiatic volcano.” i 

lie heaincd. 

Oh, {>lorious! ” lie said : “ we 

v/ili liavc ImIIi. Korgivo ino, 1 intisl 
telephone to our chief ^ on^inct'r at 
once. This will delight some of our 
raetnbers.” 

lie hurried into the clulthouse. ' 

, Tlio grim person with tlie crutches 
hobbled up. i 

“How do you like the coui-so'’” lie' 

asked. 

“Oil, very fine, very fine,” I sail. 
“ I am just going to got my clubs.” j 

It was fearfully annoying to discover { 
that I luul left them in Ijondon- two 
hundred miles south—and, as 1 am not ^ 
at my host with new or strange clulis,' 
there was nothing for it hut to come' 
home for them. It was during the' 
train' joiimoy that 1 strainnl my hack; 
—wliich, of course, put golf out of the 
question fur a long time. 

Commercial Candour. 

From a time-table advertisement: — 

“N-nuivKH AWAY Nervy Symptoms.. 

OiroA PowKii of Brain and Bo.1y.’ IjKAvkh 
BKHIMD Irritability, Indigostiori, lilicum.itiMii, j 
NQUQil>|ia,.HyKt8ria, SIO'^iilyssnesK, oto." | 


THK 1*UU1)K-S IMtOdUKSS. 

Ouu .Jane till very lately, 
lly high ambitions swayed. 

Was serious and stately. 

An academic maid. 

She shunned the Unssian ballet. 
She studiufi l-hnnan law 
Admired I‘roro.sKor IlAi.Kiciir 
And looked askance at Kmaw. 
Mut now she dotes on muinming. 
Her books away arc hurled - 
.lane's ra]iidly iK'coniing 
A woman of the world. 

Despising frcKiks and fashion, 

Slio solemnly had vowed 
'i'o shun the tender passion 
And lleo the madding crowd. 
Denipere in hr} 

She had cntii'cljt banned, 

.And m.'>ant to live on cocoa 
And potted meat, or eaiineil. 

Ihit now she's given up sliiinming, 
Her hair is waved and curled - - 
.Jane's r.a]iidly becoming 
A woman of the world. 

Timq.w'as when on the .Army 
Bhe looked with deep disdain; 
Her views wore alt school-marmy. 
She only worshipped brain. 
With apathy impartial 
She viowerl all .sons of Mars, 


And was so anti-martial 
As to despise Jack Tars. 

Ihit now her heart goes drumming 
Whene’er a Hag's unfurled — 
Jane's rapidly liecoining 
A woman of the world. 

Jane’s sense of the artistic 
Was formerly austere. 

The waits was too hubristio 
Kor her fastidious our; 

A llorid rnraliHa 
Oppressed her soul with blight, 
While Bach and I’ai.kstuin.v 
She studied with delight. 

But now she's always strumming 
The tunes to which she's 
twirled - 

In short she’s fast becoming 
;\ woman of the world. 

This wholesale Irunsformation 
Her serious friends deplore, 

.And yet her fascination 
Is gn'atcr than before. 

Ko, if she took to flying 
In some outlandish dre.ss, 

I feed there’s no denying 
1 ’d have to acquiesce. 

For Jane’s kept all things huin,- 
niing. 

Since, totally ungiiled, 

Bhe started on becoming 
A woman of the world. 
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TUP PI AV not beliovo for a moment; lliough tho four different plays. First, the play 

PLAT. Censor apparently lias believed so for as tho author writes it and as he moans 

".Tokki’ii and Ills Bhkthren." years. Hut, on tho other hand, I do it to he. Second, tho play as thopro- 

Thb production of Joseph and his not see that it is goinfj to do any good ducer imagines the author means it to 

Brclhnn —a play in four Acts by Mosks —either to tho stage or to tho public, ho, and as, accordingly, ho decides to 
and Louis N. Pamkeu -marks (I am Yet it may havo this effect; it may produce it; possibly a bettor play, 
told) an epoch in theatrical history, send people to tho Bible to seo how but anyhow quite a different one. 
tho Bibloboing recognised henceforward much of tho story comes from Genesis Thirdly, the play as rehearsed by the 
as fit material for tho Bnglish stage, aiul how much from ^^r. Barker. And actors, when each character is re- 
I’liis recognition may take a load off having read tho story of Joseph they intoipietcd by a new mind; again, it 
tho minds of actor-manngers, pro- may stray backward or forward a may ho, a hotter play, bu^ again a 
ducers and playwriglils, but it leaves tittle. If they stray h.ackwal'd they different one. But what, you ask, is 
mo cold. My temperature, however, may come to this veiuo— tho fourth play ? The fourth play, 

lioing a matter of no public interest 1 “And Jacob served seven years for says Mr. Bennett, is tho play of the 
will not dwell upon it, but, instead, Rachel; and they seemed unto him (i^ut opening night—the play in which for 
will try to find llie reason for the on- a few days, for the love ho had to her." tho first time an audience collaborates, 
thiisiasm of tho faculty. Then at least they will understand And it was the fourth Adored One 

The story of Joseph is known to the difficulties of a collaboration in which went wrong, 
everybody. It is a simplo story enough; which one author writes like this and This is simply to say that the audi-' 
and though tho method which Joseph the other liko Mr. Barker. once was not m tho riglit mood for it. 

adopts to reveal himself to his brothers Joseph was excellently played by What was meant for fantasy was con-! 
when they como to Egypt for corn has Mr. Georoe Relpii, and as Jacob, sidered as comedy and rejected as mis-! 
more than a touch of tho placed farce. It was, as 

theatre about it, yet, told in XA I said, Barrie’s own 

simplo Biblical language, fault for starting too welL-- 




mi 


more than a touch of tho placed farce. It was, as 

theatre about it, yet, told in XA I said, Barrie’s own 

simplo Biblical language, starting too welL-- 

its very na'ioeU makes its . .r^S^KSSdBSlS^^ opened the evening with 

appeal. Thostoryofifufeiia The B'iff, a serious comedy- 

is known chiefly to Mr. of real people, finely con-* 

Parker. Xulcika, having ceivod and finely worked, 

marked Joseph as her prey out. In this atmosphere 

from tho moment when she began tho First Act of The' 

bought him for twenty Adored One, and it too 

shillings at the pit's mouth, y' started dolightfully on the' 

played thoscorned villainoss \ plane of high comedy. True, ) 

so thoroughly that twelve Jl ' there was some talk about' 

years later she was still f/j .f3'"^ Diurdoress coming to 

plotting to stab him by dinner, and some nonsense 

tho hand of another. Not ^ about nobody thinking much 

unnaturally her husbaml ^ of ^ murder nowadays, hut 

Potqdiar was there to over- I’robaWo appoaranco of Sir llKnoKHT Tuke if, in consoqucnco of his wo didn’t take it very seri- 
hear tho plot (for it is ««sly. And then suddenly., 

unthinkable that so good a y . .. . J,eonora announced that sbd 

plot should not bo overheard by some- Sir IIkrhert Tree had a small part wastlioinuixleress; that she had pushed 
one), and Ziikika's eyes wore put out which gave him no difficulty. But I amanoutofarailwaycarriagoandkillod 
to tho nccompaniinont of a thrilling was most taken with./uda/t and •Si»u>on, him because he ohjocted to having tlic 
screani' and-tho fall of tho curtain on and particularly Judah. Mr. IlunEUT window shut—her excuse being that 
Act IV., Scone 3. Carter made the first scene extra- her little girl ha<i a cold. And when 

Very well; now call Joseph by any ordinarily lifelike, and his delivery of all lipr friends had agreed that the- 
other Jewish name—.fimnah, say; that fine speech from the forty-fourth excuse was sufficient and the incident 
imagino that tho story of Jimnah was chapter of Genesis was a triumph. I in itself trivial, there was a wildly' 
also invented hy an Englishman, and don’t know what authority Mr. Parker fantastic trial, which resulted in her 
lot us all go to seo the great Eastern has for making Simeon tho villain of acquittal. 

production Jimnah and Zuleika in tho piece, but Mr. II. A. Saintbbuuy 1 have not tried to do justice to tlie 
four Acts by Louis N. Parker. What gave him romothing more than the fun of the trial scene; to tho dclight- 
would be tho result'/ Well, of course, ordinary Adclphi touch. fully absiml behaviour of judge, counsel, 

tho play would not have a chance. . witnesses and jury, all in love with. 

Not all tho skill of Mr. Joseph IIarker •• Tiie Wiu, " Leonora ; to Mrs. Patrick Campbell's' 

(scenery), Mr. Adole Schmid (music). anu adorable conduct in tho dock—her 

Mr. Percy Ma<;qiioid (costumes), and ”Ihk Adored One." bewilderment at tho necessity for a 

Sir Herbert Tree (overseer) could I hav<3 now hod twelve hours in trial, and her repeated “ I just pushed 
save so absurd a mclmirama. which to wonder what went wrong at him out; my little girl ha«i a cold ’’; 

So perhaps that explains the enthu- tho Duke of York’s on the first night, her explanation of the different kinds 
siasm of (ho profession. Joseph and and 1 havo como to tho conclusion that of cohls her children had; her con- 
his Bivihren will bo a success, but it it was Sir .1. M. Barrie's own fault, fidoutial smiles to the jury, and her! 
wjll lie a success because it rests upon Ho started too well. discussion witli one of them as to tho 

a BiblicaUstory; it could never stand Mr. Arnold Bennett has been ox- best soil for roses; her subjugation of' 
on its own merits, lliat it can have plaining lately what happens to a play! the warder whom she mode hold her 
any evil effect on the spectator, that it between its conception and its pro-'wool for her; all this was delightful, 
could ollond,tho most susceptible, 1 do auction. According to him it is really But, as I say, the audience was not 


tho play would not have a chance. 
Not all the skill of Mr. Joseph Karkkr 
(scenery), Mr. Adole Schmid (music), 
Mr. Percy Ma<;qiioid (costumes), and 
Sir Herbert Tree (overseer) could 
save so absurd a mclmirama. 
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ready for it. Having expected real life, 
it vras bewildered by this. True, 
Sir J. M. BarrIh tried to let ns down 
gently at the end by making the Judge 
! tell Leonora that she was really only 
k legend—a legend of the dear old- 
fashioned women, of their incon¬ 
sequence, and of the adoration men 
paid to it—^but it was then too late; 
the fourth play hod gone wrong. 

1 do liot presume to tell Sir Jambs 
how to write plays; but os ono of the 
kudidUce, and thereforo (according to 
Mr. Bbnni<;tt) ono of his collaborators, T 
would toll him bow ho could have 
helped us to do our share better. ITo 
once wrote a joyful little stoi^ about 
the murder of an editor; it was called, 
Pettigreto's Dream, or something of the 
sort. I may have the name of the man 
wrong, but I am right in saying that it 
was descrilied as a dream. Now, if the 
First Act of The Adored One remained 
as it is, with this exception, that, in¬ 
stead of Xreonora confessing to a mirdor, 
there were merely some talk of a 
murder which hacl happened; if the 
Second Act wore a Arooxa -Rattray’s 
dream that Leonora hod committed the 
murder and that after an absurdly 
fantastic trial she was acquitted ; and if, 
in the Third Act (for one Act is all that 
is wanted for the trial) the parable were 
explained, and the contrast shown be¬ 
tween the Leonora typo of woman and 
the modern woman, why then the 
collaboration of tho audience would 
leave nothing for regret, and The Adored 
One would be tho splendid success that 
it ought to be. 

I sayought to be," cbieOy because 
it is so full of good Baurib, but partly 
because it is so full also of adorable 
Mrs. Patrick Campbblii. M. 







pUB INSBCT FRIENDS. 

. Dear Mr. Punch, —I have been 
recently delighted to rood—in the 
Jjondon Tjottcr of ono of our loading 
newspapers—a statement with regard 
to glow-worms which should not bo 
allowed to escape notice. “A well- 
known Memlier of Parliament," says 
the writer, “informed mo some time 
ago that he was constantly in tho 
habit of using a number of these 
luminous insects in his nursery in place 
of tho ordinary night-light." 

May I say, without undue vanity, 
that it is many years since I first be¬ 
gan to make a study of the piuctical 
efliciency of insects, and that 1 have 
found them of use to mo in a groat 
variety of ways? I havo mysolf kept 
a tame glow-wonu for some months 
which has rondered me splendid service 
as a bicycle lump. It has proved fur 
superior to acetylene in penetrating fog, 


“Jamks, do look ax TmasK rouKLUst Tiiky’hk guiTs i>arcued, roon tiiinus. You 

SltOUUO IIAVK WATKeKD XllBU.” 

“X’ ain't 01 NOT wabtkbin' 'km, yk know, Mi.-m; it’s this »aiK DltOUeUT AS 'as 
DHIKD 'km Ul’, THAT 'S WHAT ’TIB." 


and it is only necessary to attach a 
lottuco to the handle-bars for tho little 
object to Bottlo down and make itself at 
home. 

But it is not only in luminous 
insects that 1 havo enjoyed marked 
success. Tho wasp is a valuable ally. 
When leaving one’s house locked up 
for tho holidays no form of burglary 
protection is more circclivo than a 
wasps’ nest attached to the sash of 
each of tho downstairs windows. A 
scorpion, by tho way, may bo use<l for 
tho same purpose, suspciuluil from tho 
blind-cord by tho tail. 

I am at prosenl engaged upon tho 
education of a colony of ants. Anls 
are, of course, not capable of lifting 
really heavy weights, unless they are 


employed in inconvenient numbers, but 
I have found tlioin admindilo for doing 
.all manner of little od<l messages about 
I the house, and they are always ready 
j to bring mo a stamp, an envelope or a 
cigarette. In conclusion, in my capacity 
of Secretary to tho Society for the 
Employment of Insects, may I tender 
my thanks to tho M.P. in question for 
indirectly bringing this important 
matter to the public notice? 

Yours faithfully, 

.John Ci-bihj 
(Ifon. Sec. Soc. K.I.)., 

TTi T ssss-sassaas # 

“ It is stated Uiiil tlin new IniiUling will be 
tho first of its kind, and wo hope inoy remain 
BO for an indednitc period.'’— TJic liiiiUler. 

It will. 
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I 1 . 1 S l>ccn pi’aUtii^ Kcolt^inoii ami ro- 
CnARIVARIA. qiiOMbiiif' llimii lo 001110 in thousumls to 

“Aktkii ciiltin;' tlirnii<;li a tliiok Haskatoliowan. “Our country,” lie 
haulk of t.iinbor, hIui buried b(>r no-to in added, “ is not nearly broken iip yet.” 
tlio ceinoiit wall.” No, this wa'i not .Is tliis tiio way to luro a poacoablo Scot 
Ml'S. I’ANKiiriisr. It was a (iorinan from bi.s boino? 
subniarino wliicli collided witli the 

barlKHU'wall at lloli^'olaiul. Mr. \Vkktmoki..\m>, a motor-cyclist, 

'''a"'' lias climbed Skiddaw on liis macbiiio. 

It is announced that Mr. Kkihi Wo wcleomc this movement for bringing 
H.MtiiiK is going to bold a meeting in | tbo counties of Kngland more closely 
Dublin. Won’t someone tell us, as a togetlier. Appropriately onougb, Mr. 
change, when Mr. Kkiu flMiniK is notl Wkstmoiu.asii was accompanied by 
going to bold a meeting? i Mr. Duinkm.i,. The name opens up 

’ glorious possibilities. 

Two goldlincbcs, we are lold, regu-[ =-\., • 

larly visit Totland Day to feed tbi'ir Tbo Tnverncss Town Council lias 
four young in their ne.st in the middle been t.iiking of bolding a babj'-sbow. 
of a battery. Spies 1 It was suggested that some of the 

babies might bo left on tbo Coiincirs 
"It is understood,” says a IteuliT bands for good. Surely tir's would bo 
tolograni, “that tbo liritisb, Austro- taking too'litei'ally tbo good old name 
Hungarian and llussian Kmbassies of City T'at hers. ... 
have received instructions to lend 

diplomatic support to the Ibilgarians “ All Round Idleness ” is tbo beading 
diiiyng the negotiations with 'rurkey.” of a Stock I'lxcbango aiiiclo in a con- 
“ Loan oft b)sos both itself and friend ” temporary'. All square business is what 
seems lo be an appropriate quotation, wc really want. 

The Hon. A. P. MoNam, tbo Sas- Mr. Wauk, a town councillor of 
katebowan Minister of Public Works, Clemnston, Kouth Afiica, has referred 


to the liritisb Government as a man- 
eater and to the Union Government as 
a bytena. Mr. Ci.akk, anottior town 
councillor (who, by tbo way, has laxm 
arresttHl), lias disagreed with him, and 
lias said that tbo Union Governmont is 
more like a common ass. We deprecate 
tboso /.oological amenities of contro- 
vei-sy. ,1'lvcn tbo common ass li.is bis j 
feolwigs. 

The Rstum to Eden. 

(IoiiiIk: :i mosl cliic gown of two 
coloiiroit riiniainon fronds cleverly put lo- 
Rctlicr.''- Times of Ceylmi. 

\ Pretty, but —you know wliat people are. 


Wride, who was given away by' bet 
f.itbcr, was trimiiUMl with handBomo Iseo.” 

JliiU Jfaily Mail. 

This is woreo than Mra. Comuei’h 
costume. __ 

“ .Vt about 1'2..t0p.in. today tram car No. 13, 
driven by W I> Krancis, while ^ing to Grand- 
piiBB, collided with a little urchin at New Moor 
Street. A largo crowd soon gathered—chiefly 
consisting of ^feors- and it was found tliat tho 
foot-hoard had struck tho lad's head, fortu¬ 
nately only cracking tho head slightly.” 

Ceylon Observer. 

“ Tut, tut, liard-boiled," said the con¬ 
ductor, and rang hta.beU. 
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JOduiin. '•Oil, MOTiiKB, rxiOK at tiiosf. nauuiitx mbn qi'ahrki.i.iku. Why uos’t tiik nio man i.kt 'iiik j.nTLK onk iiavk it?” 


THE PURPLE DRAGON. 

I surrosK it is not once in two years 
tliat 1 drop into an auction room, but 
when 1 do go 1 invariably mako a foul 
of myself. It is a queer coincidence. 
Uraula, my dear wife, is the sweetost- 
tomperod woman in the world, but if 
thoro is one thing that does ^ovoke 
her moro than another, it is quite 
certain to be the thing that I have been 
doing, or leaving undone, when I return 
from an auction. 

Tho other day, however, I thought 
myself safe. To begin with, my presence 
at the sale was partly occidental. No 
one having sent mo there, there were 
no commissions that I could exceed or 
coveted bargains that I could lot slip— 
matters in which I hod often been 
proved liable to error. 1 hod been away 
from liome for throe weeks, and having 
an hour to wait at our market town 
owing to the breakdown of tho car that 
shoulil have mot mo, I was strolling 
about at a loose end, when I saw tho 
sale going on, and went in. That 1 
think clearly shows that for what 
followed I was not pcmonally to blamo. 
Anyhow, it seemed at lirst as though I 
were in luck. 1 hadn’t been inside tho 
place livo minutes lieforo tho man in 
shirt-sleeves began calling round some¬ 
thing that caught and held my attention 


like a Hash. 1 saw then that it must 
have been inspiration that had sent ino 
into the sale-room that afternoon, to 
encounter a treasure for which 1 had 
ransacked Europe (moro or less) in vain. 
The auctioneer was letting olT some of 
his usual patter about rare old Oriental 
porcelain, but this didn’t concern me. 
1 had seen in an instant what tho thing 
really was—tho long-sought follow to 
Undo Dick’s purple dragon. 

You can fancy if 1 was excited or not. 
The other dragon, tho mato (if I may 
so express myself) of this one, hud liccn 
a present to Ursula from her undo at 
our wedding; and for years wo hod 
tried to find its companion. Tho thing 
had at last licgun to get on Ursula’s 
nerves, so much so that 1 had heard 
her express actual distaste for our lonely 
monster, ami oven a wish to destroy it. 
But of courso now it would boditrerent. 
it appears to bo a rulo about china that 
two horrors mako a beauty; 1 don’t 
profoss to understand these matters 
myself, but I have observed this. 

So I began to bid. One of the reasons 
for my dislike of auctions is that they 
mako me nervous. 1 can never hoar 
my own voice naming a figure without 
the sensation of going extremely white 
about tho lips. Whether I do so really 
or not is another matter; I have never 
been able to see. But I feel liko it. 


Also tho hacks of my hands tingle. 
Thus it mpiires a considerablo exorcise 
of courage on my part to bid at all. 

"Now then, gentlemen," said the 
auctioneer, “make a start. For this 
valuable piece of genuine old Kastern 
ware. What olTers to commence'/ 
Shall 1 say fifteen guineas? Only fifteen 

guineas for this exceptionally-’’ 

" Fivo,”sail! a stout man, immediately 
below the table. (“This," I thought, 
“ is excellent; 1 shall get it dirt 
cheap!") 

Tho auctioneer rewardeil him with a 
smile of encouragement. “ Thank you. 
Sir. Fivo guineas I am bid. Five 
guineas for Hiis—f hog your pardon, 
Kir, pounds. Fivo pounds only. What 
improvement on livo pounds'/ ’’ 
lie looked round tho company, and 
his eye c.rught mine. Possibly my lips 
moved, hut J am uncertain; at all events 
some subtlo telepathy seemed to have 
[been established between us. “Six 
►poniids," said tho auctioneer (though 
how ho know is a mystery). “ Six 
pounds olTcrcd." 

“ Sovon,” said tho stout man, 

“ Eight,” said tho auctioneer, after 
another glance at me. • 

“ Ten,” said tlio stout mart, who was 
apparently a dealer. 

“ Eleven,” This was a Invvcsty of 
my own voice, raised fori^he liist time. 
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Silenco followed. Tlin Htout dealer was I “ Twenty-five iwunds,” I said. “Of! linoWN ItAllIPS 

sucking' a pencil and inedilutin^' course it's a lot of iiionoy, but-” iKUWet i A iO. 

{'loornily. No one else bid anylliing: Site intfsrriipted me with a delightful Brown DitbioH" U tlia KiiKlixb ter Iho 
at all. bubble of excitement. “ I should think numv of a ccrUin Iiidiiiii viuago.J 

-Como now, gentlemen," icpcatcd;it was!" she cried. “Twenty-five Thkuk' s a stir in the village, a rattle 
the and ioneer. “ Tltis is .simply giving' pounds! I low .sim[)ly too splendid ! (jf tlio tumble-down huts, 

it away. Eleven pounds for one of the. And for a tiling that f'd got to bale iraniping of liiinipty-biickcd eattle 

most excpiisite examples of the best 11 be very sight of! When Major Ifamble- That plo<l tlirougb the dust and the 
p ‘riod of Oriental art. You ’ll be sorry' ton let mo jiut it into their sale, I never . 

tor it afterwartls. I•'i!eveu pounds isily • thought it would fetch a penny more q- (,|,o inoni and there’s 

I am bid. (ioing at eleven jioii |than ten.” After a pause she added, work to bo done, 

“Twenty," snapjied the stout man. “I can't help feeling, dearest, that who- But the tiny brown babies, the .shiny 
But my blood was raised. over bought it was rather carried away! ” brown babies 

“Twaiiity-live," I said ipiile ealmly “That," J said jil.icidly and without 'I’liov wrig-lo and’roll in the sun. 
and clearly. The pricking in my hands the quiver of an eyelid, “ is the whole ■■ " < 

had eeiesed. Several pemons looked objw.t of an auction.” Above them the kestrels .are whealing, 

, round, and 1 could feel that they wore So the rule bad hold gi.od, after Hesido'tliom the biitTulocs stare, 
impres-iing my features upon their all. We roeoivod c.iir cheipie, which And a red-cyed old pi-dog is stealing 
memory, perhaps so as to tell their! ainouiiLed to twenty-thrte pounds odd, I ,\s near as be possibly dare; 
children afterwards. 1 roturneil their i in the course of a week; and lirsulai They may wheel, they may stare, but 


Above them the kestrels are wbealing, 
Hesido'tliem the biitTulocs stare. 


gaze with the impeisonal regard , 
of Boyalty or people who open! 
bazaai'S. 11 was a giiiat moment.' 
“.\ny advance on twenty-five 
pounds'/" said the auctioneer:| 
but it was obvious from the first | 
that them would not be. Thei 
stout man bad pocketed his! 
pencil and turned awaj. “ For' 
the last time, only twenty-five 
pounds, (ioing, going, gnno!”| 
The hammer fell. I had cun-' 
qiicrod. i 

The price of victory was jios-' 
sibly u trifle slilT; but as it; 
happened I had the ])rocise sum 
in gold in my piu'ket. TluiS' 
them were no delaying form-j 




they know they must shun 
Those merry brown babies, 
those berry-bmwn Irnbios 

That tumble and turn in the sun. 

The fat little mynas are hopping, 
'The li/aiids arc darting for 
glee. 

And a big blue chaineleoii's 
popping 

Bound the trunk of a tamarind 
' tiro: 

■ There's a spirit of joy in the day 
that's begun. 

And the crowing brown 
babies, those knowing 
I brown babies, 

I They twitter and twist in the 


pliraso apt in more souses than TltANSKKUI'lNOK. ON A WALKlNO-TOUn. P»bn-trcoa 

one) was wrapped up and „ ....... . , . . . ara swaying, 

handed to me. 1 will not A cocoanut falls with a thud 

nau. l heu hntH* ftot CTchnnncd a n'ord for the last hour,) , 

huger over my emolioiis upon ^ By the crook little monkeys ar 

the homeward ride. 1 ban do- ui.snkk.'' .. 

torniined during it to say 


am swaying, 

A cocoanut falls with a thud. 
By the crook little monkeys are 
playing 

Bidiculoiis games in tho mud ; 


nothing about niy purchaso to Ursula, has not yot ceased to marvel at such 'Tis carnival madness, 'tis fairy-land 
but to find some secret occasion to good fortune. The net result of the^ fun, 

install tho now arrival in the once transaction is that she has had two new. An^ it’s thanks to tho babies, tho 

lonely cabinet, and await her delight at frocks to say nothing of lunch at the ' piaiiks of the babies 

discovering it. There is often an art fjavoy, and a inalindo—and that 1 j That scrimmage ar.d squirm in tho sun. 

in tho actual making of a gift that possess (hidden under tho lied in my; .1. M. >S. 

onhances its value tenfold. dressing-room) a rare old Oriental vase,! - 

lU-sula met mo in tho hall. “I'mifor which no i-easonable ofior will hoi Two extracts fi-om Z'/ic Irix/i hide- 


so sorry you had to wait for the car," | refused, 
she said sympathetically. “Jf you'd! 


known, you might have looked in at I’.H.pi,. .tr.- .i«kiiiR wliy Trisli {.irmcr-i du 
tho I lambletons’ sale.” not r.dsi* mon-oiiions Uimi ttiev <io. Tlien-is 

1 decided that after all 1 would not no ooiuiiry h.aur .mioiiH ^ 

, ii I t 11 :uiil »•* iiiiiNirl. no l -s.s lliiiii la.OOO iiiiiiuiillv. 

islpono tho pleasure. “As a matter stof wio,r.»is>rvoar." 
nw.t," I said, 1 did.” Cotk Vovnhj V.agl.-. 


================= -BU.AMI’ION WABTi JBMP. 

,ir,' .'iskiiiR wliy Trisli {.iriiirr-i do Mr. Jons M'Mouuan's .Ions H. 


- tT'UKK.NT CRTCKKT. 

, 1 | I _ i 11 .. iiil'i «i- iiiiiNiri. Ill, I.-IS Vllilll la.ljwo imilUiliiv. BKST JNIIIV! IlfAIl KKATS. 

postpone tho pleasure. “-\9 a matter voar." I iim..,. 

of nw.t," I said, " 1 did.” 'Ccli V.agl.-. Joiix M'Mokhan’k John B. 4 " 

Uisula looked interested. “How g,'} an onion is of coiirso only tho price! ^Yo am glad to call attention to 
bravo of you!" she exclaimed. “I of tho bot-houso variety. An oi-dinaryi^'C axtraordinary vei-satility of Mr. 
suppose you didn't happen to see what young onion can frequently bo picked ' M’MoiinAS's hoite. 


' How g5 .ji, onion is of course only tho price! am glad to call attention to 

A.r . . . XI. ^ .. .1*_ . _ . .»M?i . t 


suppose you didii t hap|)cn to see what ynnng onion can froquontlj' bo picked 
the purple dragon fetebed ?" So she m, for as little as lifteon sbillings. 
must have known, and not diu-cd in my .. j A Strand bookseller’s advortisomenl: 

absence to try' for it. Obviously tbo ‘•rdrl'.s ucurly now cycle; .src .tbnit ton! "‘Misti’: 1/- not. (iuy do Miutia!i.saiit's 

time was come when such wifely duty in " Wdifm. (kiily rrrxs." { latest vuluino of short stories.” 

should ho rowardod. 1 leant back We sbould like something just the Hut we are saving up our money fqr 
carelessly. least bit newer. i tho appearance of BaTiZAc'h new novel. 
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SLINGING IT ABOUT. 

Plain Wobdb to Policemen. 

(/n the gentle mdnner of Mr. Arnold 

Write in “The Daily Express'') 

We have got them on the run. Their 
hair is on end, ^eat clammy beads of 
sweat are on their brows, and with the 
light of panic in their eyes they are 
sprinting for tho horizon; they ara 
ftoeing befqre their doom—the muddied 
Ministers who have torn the Constitu¬ 
tion into shreds, despoiled the Church, 
sung psalms while they wallowed in tho 
slime of speculation, insulted tho Kino, 
and sent up the price of bacon. 

And'with them is tho Kditor of The 
Dictator. Tho Editor of The Dictator 
is an accomplished writer, but be has 
dared to oppose his faint-hearted 
counsels to tho clarion call of tho men 
who wield tho bludgeon, and who exult 
fiercely at tho sound of their horrifio 
weapons lioating tho air. When 1 told 
him last week that his politics were 
pig-wash, ho attempted no reply. Ue 
too has donned his running-shorts and 
is showing a clean pair of heels to the 
advancing host. But the heels of 
Ministers are far from clean. They are 
befouled with thick mud. There is mud 
all over their traitorous bodies, and they 
shall stick in it all tho days of their life. 

In previous articles I showed how 
the Separation Bill, if passed into law, 
would split the Army and tho Navy. 
This week we have to consider its no 
less cataclysmic ciTcct upon tho police 
force. The finest thing in boots is a 
British policeman, fixed and rooted in 
the determination to preserve tho peace. 
Shall tlicso stout souls 1x3 ordered to 
trample upon tho inalienable rights of 
tl )0 lllstennon, to coerce them into sub¬ 
mitting to govern themselves? 1 do 
not know a single policeman who would 
not rather swallow his truncheon than 
apply it to the heads of men, women and 
children who arc fighting for the price¬ 
less heritage bestowed upon them by 
the Act of Union. In Ulster, they tell 
mo, oven tho infants aro in arms. And 
why ? Because they know that Home 
Buie has in store for them convulsions 
more terrifying than any of the natural 
ills thoir tender flesh is heir to, and 
because the stonch of tho Ministerial 
slimo-pits has turned their stomachs. 
Shall the knee of the British policeman 
be pressed into thoir innocent bocks? 
Calmly and dispassionately 1 say that 
the very thought is a shrieking outride 
upon all instincts of decency, and that 
the feet of any policeman who for one 
moment harboured it would be a dis¬ 
grace to their leather. 

The temper of the force is one of the 
most vital factors to be reckoned with 
in any consideration of this stupendous 



_ \ \ 

—■ - - -. A 10 . 

Brother. "What bid you sav to that old ciiap just now?” 

Siller. “I ONLY tkankku him von rioiciNO vr my hao.” 

Brother. “My deaii GUiL, you must i.kabn not to bk bo iikastuy nnATKVvr .. It’s 
not bonk nowadays.” 


subject. What does Mr. McKenna 
know about tho police ho is supposed 
to have under his control ? lie lias a 
slight superficial knowledge of tho 
manipulation of processions and tho 
cost of helmets; hut of tho soul of tho 
police he knows no more than my 
aunt’s tomcat. If he imagines that 
this patriotic body of men is going to 
stoop to tho dirty work of running in 
Ulstermen, the doors of Oolnoy Hatch 
are yawning to receive him. 

There aro some delicately nurtured 
moplo (such as the Editor of The 
Dictator )—men who put on a clean 
collar every morning and dress for 
dinner—who say that tho Kino should 
sign the abominable Separation Bill, 
and who would thus wash their finniky 
hands of the consequences. Tho poli¬ 
ticians who would thus stand calmly 
by and see tho Empire dynamited are 
reckoning without the British police¬ 


man and his multitudihous affinities. 
If tho cooks of J'lnglaiid are willing 
that tho burly arm of tho law, which 
has HO often essayed tho circle of thoir 
waists, shall be laid upon tho shoulders 
of tho most loyal of His Majesty’s 
subjects, then in Heaven’s name lot tho 
Kino sign, and let tho cooks stow in 
thoir own juice. But everybody who 
is not a victim of tho verbal staggers 
(like tho Editor of The Dictator) knows 
that tho goddesses of tlio kitchen will 
not allow this atrocity, and it is this 
knowlodgo that makes the faces of our 
muckrake Ministers turn ghostly pale 
beneath thoir coating of mud, 

(And so on.) 

“ While playing in tho roadway at Compton,* 
Cookham, a Facnham anglor stateS that ho 
hookod a tortoise about Ciii. long.” 

Vorpimuth Daily Post. 

But then anglers say anything. 
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_ you iniiy hosura tliat a ilcfinitojwmJFWi a loss, “I liavo noticing lo do with 

A PERSONALITY. would havo omorgwl to abuse ino for trains. My business is with passou- 

Axv lawjor will elaborate to you, if doing it so batlly. Wlij then, as J put gers.” 


you will let liiiu, tbo I'oot iiloa of ii to the ins|>ecloi' at Cbeltenbam 
companies. When lie explains tliat ■ ovcnliially, why shouldn't such a one 
the principle is the craation of a Jiew be |)n( forward for me to abuse? 
j)eison(i, wliicb is tlio company as 'I'hu inspector (having disclaimed 
distinct from the individuals it com- liability) assuretl mo that the Com¬ 
prises, you will look very knowing, pany'sOne object in existence was to 
murmur, “Ab, yes, of course,” and give satisfaction. 

wonder privately wlictlier the speaker j •• Jtali! ” said 1 (I bad seen tbo word 
bimself .sees any sense in tbo words be! in a book). 

is using. Jt is not tilt you come to! Tbo insi)eclor coubl only suggest 
pick a (juarrel with a eom|)uny that! that at llirmingbam, wbere all eoin- 


soumlness 


“ Hut wbat are you^ ” I asked. 

"Tbo llesponsiblo Oflicial,” bo said. 

" Ibit wbat are you employed lo do ’? ” 
f pressed. 

“ To listen, mostly.” 

“ B][>oaking <iuitc te<!bnically,” I said, 
“ wbat are you for ? ” 

"To blame," bo s:ii«l. "I mean, to 
bo blamed.” 

Since tben I have always travelled 


you nsilixe tbo soumlness of tbe modities arc; to bo bad, including by tbis line, wiicnover its grains and 1 
lawyer’s observations ami tliscoverliow Jlailway Magnates in tup bats, I niigbt are bound for tbo sumo destination; 1 
elusive is tbis /wr.vw/rt of tbo company, get wbat J wanted. \Vitb no great have frequently deviated frem tbo 
and bow little, it lias to do with tbe eonfidenec J wailed for Hirmingbum straigbt way, have even on occasion 
individual prrsoinf upon wborn you andatojibat. “ Now, Sir,” said I, at iwlapted my destination for tbe purpose, 

endeavour to fix tbe blame!' last liaving cornerisl an oveidressed Tbe nio.st iiiiportant and real con- 

Our back-to-work train was already oflicial,"! trust tbat you arc bearlily veninnee of railway travelling is to ba\o 

balf-an-bour late at Kxeter, jet lliero asbamed of jourself.” an oflicial ever iviuly to accept in 

was no single |K‘rsun 1 could get bold JIo regarded me ealmly. "You person a i'cs|)onsibilitj wbicb bo inaj' 
of and say, •'Yon've done tbis; wbat refer,” be suggested, "to tbe latem'ss in fact bavc done notbing to deserve, 
in tbunder do you imsiti by it?” of tbis train, of wbicb 1 bii\e alreiuij always prepared to look upset and 
Tbore were only innumeralde jiortei’s heard sonio mentiun ? ” downcast when I swear lo bim Unit 

and ticket colbx’toi-s, guanis and a “I do indeed,” J cried bitterly. notbing on curtb sball ever induce mo 

bookstall boy unanimous iqion one iTo looked as one about to ligbt, but to be a passenger on bis line again, 
snbjc'ct, tbat notbing would induce tbo on second tbougbts be seemed to! ====s 

train, once baving started, to slop appreciate tbe depth of my feelings] miri.’ r'oi’v'i’i.nj Aivr-ir' 

again before it got to (!beltenbam.! and to decide upon anotber altitude. i-llcj IJMl AliiUlt/. 

"Next stop, Cbitnm ! ” tbey repeatiMl,! I can only say,” be declared, “tbat Tuk entertainers on tbe pier 


was no single |K‘rsun 1 could gel bold 
of and say, “ Yon've done tbis; wbat 
in tbunder do vuu imsiti bv it'.’” 


Tbore were only innumeralde jiortei’s heard some mentiun ? ” 
and ticket colbx’toi-s, guanis and a “ I do indeed,” J eriei 
bookstall hoy unanimous iqion one iTo looked as one als 


TUN (JHK.Vl’NIl MAG 1(5. 


getting more heated and di*terniined t am very, very sorry about it.’’ Are pretty bad, as pierrets go, 

about it every time. Hut even on this “It is no goisl i/oiir In'ing sorry,”! Ibit now a eonjun-r is bore 
point they were wrong, wrong by about snilTed. "I desire to find tbe jierson 1 never miss a show, 

twenty-five full-stops and as' many who is to blame and make him sorry ” tricks are all as clear as dav 
commas. I hey bad reckoned without lie blushed : be appeanxl very nearly oxcoidion); far from : 


tho and signals at liolulii} tiiiio to wot*)). 

do not believe in too mucb rusb. Aly blame." 
carriage ba]i)x‘ning to sto]i opposite a ] was at. first 
signal-box, I took the opportunity to assured on the 
go into the matter with its oceiipiinl. what opinion 1 
“You ought,” I told him, “to he 1 proivosed to 


siiiit be, " 1 am lo' 


His patter: 1 regret to say 
I know it off bv beart. 


1 was at first incredulous, Imt being * 

assured on tbe point. 1 told bim in wben be takes tbe final trump 
wbat opinion 1 beld bim, wbat coui’se I'l’oiu aijy given pack of cards, 

1 pro)>osed to adopt witb regard to hunui gamb ers pulse may baply jump. 


asbamed ol yomself, eiirrying on like bim, and wbat end 1 hoped would Hut not tlie present bard s; 
lliis.'' overtake bim, when, reported, disgracal When from the magic kettle’s spout 

.\llably but finally he explained that and tiismissed, bo crept solitary' and fi'ree choice of stimulants is poured 
bo was not to blame. The exnlana-, broken into the older darkness, it was And thirst-tormented people shout 
tion was dull and familiar; 1 do not a five minutes's^iecch, but the pleasure l‘!pr ilrinks tbev cau’t alloixl; 

'rejHmlil. of it was ample compen.sal ion for the , n , 

The guard walked along the track in sulTering of manv hours. NVImn baiidkerchicfs a lieu disclose 

Ollier to join in our conversation. J I'pon being assured that J bad dealt , (^r’rabbits from a topper spring, 
tricil bim. " You ought lo be asbamed witb the .subject in all its many aspects, ^ i i«'‘ •'bose, 

of yoiu-sc-lf,” 1 told bim. The giiaixl my friendly enemy asked me if there bbow me that other tiling - 
also bad bis defence ready and gave it was anything else be could do for me. Tbat tiick for wliicb the audience lend 
.smilingly. “.\s the engine-driver' “Tell me,” said 1 pleasantly, for 1 You coins. J pul a llorin down 
appeal's to be unoccupied,’’ 1 continiiiHl, ] was now, if exbausteil, on gootl terms On Monday night, and at the cud 


“you might just ask bim to step tbis witb tbo world again, " bow came you You gave mo balf-a-crown.” 
way and bear wbat I think of bim.” to make tbe train behave so badly'? B==sr=sa 

“ Old liill'? ” said tbo guard. “Why, How, 1 inenn, do you influence its ■•d-vny Dp.srvs VV'/.'/.LVD 
lie’s as anxious to get homo to bis movements one way or‘.lie otheri.-” g,,,, ^.'^ccssks NVuvt Sub Su.vur, Wkau 

supper as any of us. i ou can t blame “ 1 ? he queried. “ I ? With Tin: Daii.v Skktck.” 

him," “ Yes, you. Without prejudice, wbat Daily Sketch. 

“Thun who tlic dcucc can I blame? ” exactly have I been reprimanding you Won’t The DuHy Sketch bo enough'/ 

1 asked. {or? Wbat was it which neither tbo - -- 

r signalman, guard, engine-driver nor Trom a Madras catalogue:— 

You |ee what 1 mean’/ If it bad inspector could do to expedite tbo train, "Tho price of tho— car. Us. 3,860, beings 
been tbo other way on and the Com- hut which you could have done but did motoring witliiu the nxich of ail." 
pany bad Ikou employing mo lo do a not do?” IiO, the poor Indian is not so poor as 

job for tlqjm at the price of J8s. "1 oxpodilo the train?” .said ho, at wo thought. 


"(lAnv i>K.sriVS it/zled. 

Sin: JiisccssKs Wuvt Sub Su.vnr. \Vbau 
With Tin: Daii.v Skktck.” 

Daily Sketch. 

Won’t The Daily Sketch bo enough'/ 

Trom a Madras catologuo:— 

The price of the-car. Us. 3,850, brings 
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TO PROTECT THE POOR MOTORIST. 

If lUB BLbN SUOOb&fKD lUAT AHIMALS OX 01 It ItOADS AT XIOUT fcllOtllA OARBT UMIIS.' 
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THE LIFE-HISTORY OF A 
NOBODY. 

{lichifj nn essay in the modem pstjcho- 

loyicul novel dcsiQmd to appeal to 

the present-day taste.) 

J)OOK I.-IIUHKKT SkI.KCTS A TlK. 

1 [r entered n shop in tlio Jiurlin^Lon 
Arcade lo buy a tie. To be aecnriilc, 
ho did not enter it so mucb as be was 
drawn into it. He wanted to buy a 
tie, but ho Itad not utterly and finally 
decided that he would purchase it at 
that particular shop. Indeed, for a 
fraction of a second he hesitated in the 
very doorway. An almost sub-iicid 
intuition warned him that the whole 
current of his lifo inif'ht depend on 
the particular shade of the tie he 
8<!lect(id. 

A fly buzzed. It was an onlinary 
fly, not difTerent outwardly from a 
million other flies. Yet the convolu¬ 
tions of its brain could not bo exactly 
liko tho convolutions of its million 
fellows. Tho path in which it flow 
was inevitably dilTorcnt from tho path 
which any other fly would havo taken. 
It alighto<l on a purpio tie. If tho tie 
had not Ixjen of a soul-arrosting purpio, 
it might havo llown olsewhcro. Somo- 
whore back in tho mons of ages a 
Purpose had decided on this concatena¬ 
tion of circumstances. 

Hubert followed tho fly. Ho ox- 
aminod tho tio. IIo brought his whole 
faculties of mind to Itoar on tho 
problem. Ho hold tho silken triflo to 
tho light. Tho purploness changod 
under the incidence of tho sunlight 
from a challonging militancy to a 
slightly faded incffoctualnoss. Itscemod 
to him os a Parable of Life. He would 
havo said so to tho shop-assistant, luul 
not a flooding intuition warned him 
that this automaton of tho mart might 
misunderstand tho inmost significanco 
of his thought. 

"Tho vory latest shade," insinuated 
tho assistant. Ho was a small man, or 
rather youth, with a moustacho which 
appeared to have l)cen forced l)eyond 
its natural development and gave tho 
suggestion of social striving doomed 
to eventual impotence. Ho lived in 
h'ulham. It was three miles from tho 
Burlington Arcade. IIo loached his 
mart daily by motor-’bus, buying a 
twopenny ticket of an unassertive blue. 
Sometimes ho look ’bus No. 42, and 
sometimes 'bus No. 19. Hu had no 
preforcnco in tho matter, for such was 
his temperament. He cared nothing 
for where tho ’bus proceeded after it 
haiil deposited him at Bund Street—or 
rather, eight yards to tho eastwards of 
Bond Street—and continued on its 
jouniey. His stunted imagination 
could not follow its passage down 


Regent Street, through the pleasure- 
bustle of tho Strand, through the 
shiny-elbowed strivings of Fleet Street, 
up the sharp incline of Ludgato Hill, 
perfumed with inccuso from the slow- 
burning strips of tho street-hawkers 
.... (At tho end of threo pages tho 
’bus I'oachcs Bow and disappears out of 
tho story.) 

•■'rbo very latest (-liado,’’ insinuated 
the assistant. 

“ H’ni,’’saidHubert non-committally. 
Ho searched into the eyes of this fellow- 
human, groping for tho sympathetic 
understanding his soul craved for. He 
tried to dissect a fellow-soul with tho 
inadequate lancets of his vision. He 
would have liked to discuss that tio 
from tho point of view of msthotics, of 
ethics, of morals, of philosophy, of 
metaphysics, of pragmatic noo-Borgson- 
ism. Ho would have liked lo engage 
in a discussion which could liavo 
cndiraccd the universe and tho stars 
and the purpose of creation. Yet ho 
faltered, and examined tho tio anew. 

Tho assistant was a sordid being. 
After half-an-hour ho fidgeted. He 
wanted to sell Iluliert a tio, and that 
was tho limit of his present ambition. 
Ho could not realise the epochal 
significanco of Hubert’s decision. Ho 
lived in Fulham in a little souii-dolached, 
two-storied house where ho occupied a 
roar room on tho upper floor. . . . 
(Description of tho room occupies four 
pages solid without a paragraph.) 

“ Il’in,’’ rc[)eated Hubert at tho ond 
of thirty-four minutes of thought. 

“'Throo-and-six,’’ said tho assistant. 

It was an ill-judged observation. 
What did it matter lo Hubert wbether 
tho tie wore three shillings, three-and- 
six, or four shillings? Sixpence more 
or loss would not ruin his finances; but 
a shade of pui-pio more or less might 
shatter his soul. It might soar his 
ego with an ineffaccuble brand of 
emotion. True that ho could not see 
the tie when it was knotted into place, 
except hy straining his eyes downwards 
over his inch wing collar, but the 
ofl'cet nevertheless would be all the 
more crassly dangerous. It would 
catch bis eye from tho glass of a shop- 
window or tho mirror of a taxi— 
suddenly, thunderously, with tho force 
of a planetary collision. 

Ho was torn with doubts. Another 
ton minutes passwl. The a'-sistant 
whispered discreetly to a fellow-trades¬ 
man at the rear end of tho shop. Out 
of the tail of his eye Hubert caught 
tho clandestine converse. It disturlied 
him rudely. Ho felt that they were 
mocking at a momentous decision far 
lieyond their dwarfed understandings. 
How petty tho world was — how 
inolTabfy unsympathetic I He felt 


hideously alono. A barrier of gloss, 
steel-strong, separated him from his 
follow-beings. It had a^ivays been tho 
same. Ho recalled the days of his 
cradle. . . . (Ten pages of cradlo- 
thoughts follow.) 

Then his first school- a mixe<l school 
of littlo Ix>ys and girls. . . . (Twelvo 
pages.) 

Afterwanls tho public school, nidcly 
ropollent. . . . (Eighteen pages, in¬ 
cluding two on the psychology of having 
measles.) 

The 'Vareity. . . , (Twenty-one 
pages, with eight devolod to lAi analysis 
of his feelings towards the girl at the 
tobacconist’s.) 

And now life! Full-grown, fijll- 
bloodod life, where a man stniggled and 
made decisions that were irrevocably 
vital. Should he buy that purpio tie ? 

Tho fly, tired of tho battle of tempera¬ 
ment—or perhaps not caring greatly 
for tho outcome—had flown away to 
other fields of endeavour. It had done 
its work in tho life-history of Hubert. 
It hod come into touch with his soul, 
and then moved on light-heartedly to 
jostle with other sou!s. 

A clock struck cloven .... (Two 
pages on tho way tho cluck did it.) 

“ Will you buy tho tie. Sir ? ’’ 
insinuated tho assistant. 

His crude impatience shattered the 
fabric of the sale so nearly consum¬ 
mated. Hubert roused himself. 

"1 think not,” he replied, and loft 
tho shop. 

{Eiul of Book r.) 

MAKESHIFTS. 

When love arrives, tho poet feels 

A passionate desire to sing; 

Whore coarser souls neglect their meals, 

And nurso, in silent gloom, tho sting, 
I longed to burst 
Into a lyric from tho very first. 

But, somehow,didn’t. Goodness knows 

The theme has been exploi'cd enough; 
In moments too sublime for prose 

I spout some other poet’s stuff. 

And squeeze her hand 
(My own idea). She seems to under¬ 
stand. 

A Paris contomporaiy. Excelsior, 
says of the Isle of Man;— 

"Cette lie c.st di'ponrvuo d’habitants, 
d’li6tcls ct dc commerce." 

Yet tho Booming Thou Gavest Me still 
goes on. 

" tlodrid propoges to utilize tho water 
brought to the city by an old camel to produce 
about three thoueand elootriciil horse power." 

Mmitreal Daily Star, 

It was the last pint that broke the poor 
old camel’s back. 





^he. **HAr«TX>l tiiuiir goisb fatihsr!'* 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In fiction—I say nothing of real lifo - -I havo a consti¬ 
tutional objection to the importunato wooer who will not 
take no for an answer. At least, if the object of his 
affoctions is as charming as she is in Tlte Secret Citadel 
(IIutchinbom), the man must have a great deal in his 
favour for his persistence to command my^inpathy. And 
Godfrey Dcnne is not that sort of man. Ho is selfish, ho 
is idle, he lias a very good opinion of himsolf, and a very 
poor ono of the plebeian family from which he is sprung; 
no is ashamed of the clean, honest soap from which, without 
any exertion on his part, his wealth is derived. Nor am I 
attracted by the memliers of the old Homan Catholic family 
into which he aspires to marry, and tho motives which 
induced them to tolerate his suit. Miss Ihiiikl G. CnARKn 
does her best to make him fascinating in other respects— 
ho is good-looking and cultivated—and, of course, noither 
tho girl nor her people could bo expected to know before¬ 
hand that ho was going to turn out the tyrant of a husband 
that he proved till he was brought to his bearings and his 
better self by his wife’s narrow escape from death. They 
objected to his origin and his soap, and particularly to the 
fact that ho was a Protestant. And yet they accepted him, 
and encouraged tho girl to accept him, because of his 
wealth. That, no doubt, has been known to happen before 
in our rough island-story. But the weakness of tho posi¬ 
tion in this case is that tho author is horself blind to their 
real motive. Everything is subordinated to her chief object, 
which is to conduct a rather poor ereaturo of a man to the 
bosom of tho Homan Church, regenerated at lost by tho 
suffering caused by his own selfishness. On the whole, 
though she gives us a fairly interesting study of an un¬ 
happy marriage with a happy ending, she fails to make it 
convincing. 


Jle . “Yes, he Tor.u mb iib had ah appointment.” 

I I strongly sus^ioct that if tho question were put to him 
Mr. Arnold Bennett would acknowledge Edward Henry 
: Maehin os his pet creation. You no doubt remember this 
fascinating character as the “ card " of an earlier volume; 
ho reapers now in The liegent (Methuen) with all, or 
nearly all, his former vitality, with the same fertile resource 
and engaging impudence, crowned os Ijefore with triumph. 
Ho was loft, you may recall, practically monarch of all ho 
surveyed in the Five Towns. The Jtegenl brings him to 
Jjondon to build and run a West-end theatre with that 
name, and to experience various entertaining odvonturos in 
tho process. There are somo quite delightful chapters 
alxiul the inception of this idea; and the First Night, with 
its rapturous applause promising success for what turns out 
to bo financial failure—this betrayed tho man of theatrical 
experience in its author. Ijator, I thought tho hero's wit a 
trifle less active and personal than of old. It was certainly 
a fine idea to snatch victory from defeat by engaging the 
head of tho Militants to speak three linos in tho languisliing 
poetic drama—but somehow I had looked for something 
oven moro startling. However, tho quest of tho saving 
sulfragctto takes Maehin on an amusing dash to Now York 
(whore his experiences, with motors, hotels, and the like, 
seem to have been oddly similar to thn.so of Mr. Arnold 
Bennett as recorded in Those United States), so I have no 
cause to complain. An optimistic and merry volume, 
which (as in a double sense nothing succeeds like success, 
or is so jolly to read about) is certain of huge popularity, 
and well deserves it. _ _ 

Miss Hoimn: Cole’s appeal is so essentially not to men 
that I felt, after opening Penelope's Doors (Mills and Boon), 
as if I had concealed myself in tho heroine’s flat and vyas 
playing the despicable part of oavesdroppor to conversation 
that was not intended for mo. But w!»on this embarrass¬ 
ment hod boon conquered I began peacefully to enjoy tho 
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optimism of Penelope, for altliougli it iias novor boon my 
happy falo to moot sucli a (lotcrminodly plucky and cheerful 
Avomau (or man) in tho ilosh, it is cheering to read of those 
who can never sco tlie clouds hocause of tho rifts in tlioin. 
Men in this novel do not amount to very much, if wo except 
Mr. Tnppy, who hy trado was a comedian, hut hy instinct 
socnicd to he a jirofessional “ turnor-up " wlicnovor Penelope 
wanted him. Another man, called The Inconnu, was well- 
named as far ns 1 was concerned, for I never got a clear 
conception of him. If, however. Miss Cloi.n has failed a 
little with her men, she has succeeded most thoroughly in 
drawing the churacters of Penelope and her nieces, and I 
am glad to roconimend tho honk to those who like to ho 
mildly intrigued hut not violently excited. 

Ciijddn Corbean's Ailrenlure (irm iiissox) was of tho 
soi-t that begins on a snowy night in medimval I’aris, with 
a penniless soldier of fortune, a fair lady, and a mysterious 
inoHsage. However, tho message was hut tho fii-st of many 
inyKtcrics, not tho least of which to mu was tho fact that 

what was obviously tho ... .... 

same story that 1 had 
just loul should appear 
in tho a Ivert'semcnls at 
tlio end of the liook un ler 
another title. But to re¬ 
turn to Captain Corhean. 

I could hardly tell yon 
(and should not if I 
could) tho weinl and 
wild things that ha)>pen 
to him as a result of 
accepting tho commis¬ 
sion of tho pretty sorving- 
maid on that snouy 
night. They bring him 
to a ruinous old chateau 
on the coast of Brittany 
(what a certain Oxford 
don of my iicquaint- 
anc3 would call “a most 
gloom - surging place ”), 
the homo of an elderly 
and evil dame, who doos 
creepy things with hats and md-tiro in order to frighten a 
young and beautiful maiden into some course of action almut 
whicii I am rogretfully vague. Indoc«l, my chief complaint 
against the whole atTair is that it works up to a hrcathless 
but empty climax, in which I found myself too muddled 
to understand what anyhody was doing, or why. I’erhaps 
this was my own fault, h’or I c.an hardly licliove that those 
clover persons, Mrs. llruH Khaskb and Hi’oh Fiiasku, 
who^o craft I Jiavo liofore now praisoil, would wilfully loavo 
ino in sucli obscurity. Yet I n;ad every word of the hook. 
Of those, hy tho way, there aro rather less than one expects 
of a novel, hut quite enough to contain a goo<1 florin’s 
woilh (tho net price) of swashbuckling and mystery; 
indeed, somewhat loss of the latter would have been an 
advantage. 

lifr. IIiciiKNS in his now book is concerned with tlio eiTect 
that an ambitious wife may have upon an unambitious 
husband. As is usual with him ho is quite frankly occupied 
with the sensational thrills to bo obtained from his theme 
aud cares more for tho excitement of some situation skilfully 
jcontrivod fihan for tho human spontaneity of his characters. 
He gives us, of course, some of tho properties that he has used 
before, and 1 recognise the mysterious Eastern musician 
with his fascinated audience of European ladies, the fashion¬ 


able London gathonugs to which no one but unpleasant 
people ever seems to he invited, and tho glittenng and 
artificial Eastern scenery in which palms, sunsets and 
distant music have so important a place. 'But, above and 
beyond these things. The Way of Ambition (Methuen) 
does make a real attempt to grapple with tho psychology of 
an artist who has in him a little genius, a little self-con¬ 
fidence and a little humiliU', but not enough of any of those 
qualities to drive him to carve out his career for himself. 
Sir. llu'iiEXs’ hero is not a very attractive character and 
his wife is positively unpleasant; hut tho reader, it he cannot 
he honestly interested in Mr. IIktienh' people, is carried 
away by the things that happen to them. The final scones 
concernoil with tho production of an opera in Now York are 
as noisy, as theatrical, as non'o-shaking as thougli one wore 
actually present and personally involved. I hopo that in 
his next novel Mr. Uichexs will, in addition to his deft 
technique and brilliant dialogue, give us some characters 
who are attractive not only as puppets in a skilful fable but 
also as human beings whose histories are not limited by the 
-j necessities of a plot. 





FOIIGOTTKX ACTS OF KINDNKSS. 

Ai.KXINOKU Till', (iltStT mSSKXTIKlt IllOOBNUS WITH A NKW IlKBlbSMCS. 


A Uxamler Pnjde, M.A., 
li.Sc., Ktlin., of Mr. 
‘Ojioukktt's Sandy’s 
\ljove Affair (Hutchin- 
'son), is a cocksure, 
doughty Scot who comes 
I to Jiondoti in those our 
days to make his mark. 

I As to whether in so short 
a time the confident 
Sandy could attain high 
eminence us a novelist 
and also found, organise 
and run to financial suc¬ 
cess a parcel delivery 
business with motor-van 
service 1 leave to the iudg- 
iiicnt of workers in those 
two excellent trades. But 
Sandy is a droll. Ladies 
throw themselves into 
ponds for love of him, 
and he insists on diving in and fishing them out; strong men 
niock him and ho hurls them out of windows. There is 
indeed a general air of unsubdued accomplishment about the 
whole environment that put a heavy tax on my' credulity. 
I scarcely lielievcd that little Alice MacComie, a gay and 
pleasant enough young lady, should easily heat, apparently 
playing level, the champion of PoHrush G.C., and that too 
with just a driver and a cleek! Nor did I find either her or 
F.F.- -T7rid Vivienne, the music-hall star and Sandy's be¬ 
loved -' quite ns irresistible as alleged passim. Most difi&cult 
of all to believe was tho gentleness of Mr. Chookett’s quite 
astonishing gentlefolk. Indi'ed I fear that his ready skill 
has boti'ay'm him into just writing tho liret things that came 
into his head. It must bj noted, for the avoidance of 
epidemics, that V.V., having been already twice this season 
independently employed as a pet name, is no longer available. 


PashioBS in Autumn Underclothing. 

“ Ifo was wearing a neat suit of dark grey over a smart fawn dust 
at .”—YorUMre Sreiiinij Press. 


coat. 


From a testimonial in Golfiny :— 

*' The course here is of a brittle, sandy nature. T have played 24 
to 90 rounds with it, and it is still in sound condition.” 

That’s because he replace<l tho divots. 
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^UADIUADIA °****®* ”®“° station as the train 

CHARIVARIA. ^ appointing executors, but omitting to arrives,” writes a correspondent, “why 

Ufon the occasion of her visit to the give any directions for the disposal of is it necessary for the names to be 

Perthshire home of Lord Lamsdowne, his property. ^ ^ written up in the stations ? " This is 

Her Majesty the Queen, it is said, * done, we imagine, to cnahle passengors 

greatly a^ii^ the famous hedge there. Many motor omnibuses are now being to ascertain what the guard lias shouted 

To Lord Lansdowme'b credit he has fitted with a patent guard to prevent out. ^ ^ 

never, in spite of its size, sat upon the mud splashing on to the pavements. 

hedge. ^ 4 , This unselfishness is more than credit- Mr. Kr(.‘.\DOO, chief magistrate of 

* able to the company concomeil, for it Now York, has issued warrants oin- 

Lord Haldane’s expression of opinion will now bo unnecessary for such powering tliepolico to close any theatre 
thatflftv years hence the United States pedestrians as wish to avoid being where disorderly resorts are shown on 


thatfifty years hence the United States I pedestrians as wish to avoid being where disorderly insorts are shown on 
would be the leading nation both I splashed to travel by omnibus. the stage. Tho proprietors of tho 

materially and intellectually--theatres dechiro that this is 

has, we bear, caused no little a ease of McAdoo about 

offence over there. Uovr- ^ ' * nothing. 

ship failed to notice that this Noticing tho words “ Tho 

desirable consummation had Insect Virgil ” at tho hood- 

alroady been arriveil at is ing of a review of a book 

attributed to the shorliioss 

.' 1 *. , , , •y markable size—one woigh- 

- ,, ing 4J ozs., and the second 

^ / ' ' , - yy ' .IJozs. The enterprise of our 

iiowspapors would seem to 
' " ' know no limit. The Express, 

Suspicwtis “Now no HcnitY' cp, dkab; wb mustn't losr yjcijnvg Jjag a special 
BIGOT OF THB LUCOAOB. I DON'T MUCH CABK Fou Ti.B lAxiKS OF THAT correspondent in ovcrylowl- 


Rtatistics just published, 
show that Now York has 
1,156 buildings of ten or 
more storeys. Of those, 117 
have more than 16 storeys, 
and 9 have moro than 30. 
America, in fact, might bo 
called tho Land of Tall 
Storeys. 

Mrs. Pankiiubst is now 
undergoing a rest cure in 
Franco. Wo understand 
that she prefers this to 
arrest cure m England. 

♦ * 

$ 

By tho way, the author¬ 
ities at New York, which 
city Mrs. Pankhubst pro¬ 
poses to visit, are, it is 
stated, undecided whether 
to treat her as a fugitive 
from justice or as an un¬ 
desirable alien. It is pos¬ 
sible that they will gallantly 
allow her tho choice. 


^ Biuni' ur XJU 

_ . . =!• . , , MAN." 

During tho painters - 

strike, we road, there was a stoppage of 


/'/• 






A Highgato doctor was last week I 


correspondent in every fowl- 
' run in the country. 


throats were unable to have them painted, untouched several bottles which wore out of the window” 

m • • „.labeUed»Not tote taken." “Nk pasVe i-enciikb Au deiiobs.” 

Tho imported policemen in Mid- *..* 

Cornwall have been boycotted, and Miss Isabel Va1^.le, of St. Louis, Tho (Jbuman Amhassadob is said to 
cannot buy cigarettes or bo shaved. whosoongagementtoMr.J. II. Nelson have drawn attention to tho fact that 
Wo cannot help thinking that this is is announc^, is declared by Mrs. W. K. nolxxly seems to care what happens to 
foolish policy oh the part of tho strikers. Yanoebbilt and Mrs. Bobebt Goklkt the heads of his countrymen. 

The policemen will te all the more fit to be tho most beautiful girl in America. 

for not smoking cigarettes, and the She is also tho heiress to a groat Throa mantelpieces arc reported ^to 
lack of a shave will make them more fortune. A picture, in fact, in a gold have been stolon from a house in 
terrifying in appearance. frame. ^ t. ~ Lincoln’s Inn Fields whicli is in tho 

hands of buildorq and decorators, and 

Stands Ireland where she did? Wo “Seeing that tho guards on the in future the men will te searched 
think so. A resident of Armagh, who Central London Bailway announce tho before leaving. 


VOL. extv. 
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AN EDITOR TO HIS LOCUM 

(on receiving, dtiritig hU holidays, a request /or a copy 
of verses). 

YoiJU welcome favour (so to speak) 

That finds me sot by Breton seas— 

Where softest airs caress iny ciuxik. 

Tanned to tiio tone of colfee lees— 

Proves, by its quaint request for rbyiiie, 
Tbe.need of more ima^'inution 
To picture bow 1 pass my time 
In far, far Ijettcr occupation. 

O'er soit-blbwii sward and sandy dune, 

Fretted by dimplinf; sapphire bays. 

Through sweltcribg morns and eves tliat swoon 
I .fiog the littib ball all ways; 

And by the clifi's elusive ledge, 

Taking a line of desperate valoiu’, 

[ skirt the perilous lM;etling edge 
Whore Bogie turns a deathly pallor. 

At noon 1 Imtbe with all my might 
In University costume; ^ 

Down tbo long lane of sunset light 
This manly process 1 I’osunio; 

And, when the day-hour's have to die. 

Night brings, amid her languorous balm, a 
Hea-brcalli to lull mo where 1 lie 

At our“JlAtol des Panoramas." / 

And yon, my collengno (meaning well 
And ilatteringly, 1 like to think). 

Urge mo to snap the gohlen spell 
And plunge myself in seas of ink! 

Uhymes are the sport of s<ad-cyed cui'e. 

Akin to that of picking oakum I 
IIow can I rliym'o in this boon air? 

Surely you see I can’t, dear Uocuiu? 

;\iMM, from bowel's of ]<lden banneil 
According to tlie primal cumo. 

And doomed to sweat of brow and hand. 

May have assuaged his woo with vcrec; 

But, while ho lodged in Paradise, - 
J f asked for rhymes, he'd not have writ any, 
Not on the Serpent’s own advice; 

Neither will 1, on yoiii's, in Brittany. 0. S. 


A CENSORIAL SYMPOSIUM. 

The action of tbo libraries in laying a semi-ban on certain 
novels has drawn down on us a IIiknI of criticism, cemmont 
and suggestion. We print the following lettei's as {X'lhaps 
tbo most repi'esentativo of enlightened public opinion;— 

A NO EL F.\cKa. 

Dear Sih, - The notion of banning books on the score of 
morality is absurd and a siiro sign of reaction. It is. 
impossible to ilcfine momlity. Besides wo liave the positive' 
assurance of all the authors who have been banned that 
their motives are moral and that they are entiroly on the 
side of the angels, and obviously they know best. Their 
photogi'apbs prove it. Anything more cherubic than tbo 
cduntenaiico of Mr. Max Abel, one of the victims, it would 
bo impossible to imagine. A man with such a name and 
face is no more capable of leading people astray than 
Mr. Norhan Akoell or 

Yours faithfully, Shohnard Bvbb. 


Meat v. the Millenniuu. 

Dear Sib, —Of all the liooks which injure the community 
none are so dangerous as those which indulcate unsound 
dietetic principles. The greatest offender of all was Dickbhb, . 
who habitually glorified indulgence in butcher’s meat, plum 
pudding, turkey and spirits. Under an enlightened Govern¬ 
ment his works would be all placed on an Index Expurga- 
torius and a ba.n laid on all writers who failed, in their 
allusions to food, to insist on ailvocating a frpitarian or 
vegetarian regimen. To attack novelists on the score of 
morels is to get bold of the wrong end of the stick'. When 
men give up meat the Millennium will advance with leaps 
anil bounds. 

1 am. Sir, youre faithfully; Eustace, Smiles. 

The Bight Stukf. 

Deak Sib, If we are to boycott books, for Heaven’s 
sake let it bo those which profess to help jieople instead of 
leiichiiig them to help themselves. What we want is men 
of backbone and iiidependcncc, not a race of doormats 
and iiiolliiscs. I have preached this doctrine in my volumes 
Vim and Urit, liuck up, Hiritain, and have received i 
testimonials as to their Vixliio from Sir Prescott Knight, 
tlio famous actor-manager. Archdeacon 'J'inkler, and Mr. ; 
Haiiky Thaw, copies of which [ enclose. ■ 

Youre faithfully, Ebnks'I' Blathekwick. 

P.S.- Can you suggest any moans by' which I could got 
my books banned? I imdcretand it lias a iiiarvolluus 
effect on their circulation. , , 

* » i • 

Golfers Obowl. ; 

Dkaii Sih, —May J suggest, as the question'of restricting 
the circulation of undesireblo books has now assumed the i 
diinonsions of a conflagration,' that a limit should be i 
placcil upon the numlx;r of treatises dealing with style < 
in golf. ' l^rsonally I should Ixi quite content that not 
more than six should lie allowed in eireulation at tlie same 
time. As matters now stand the members of iiiy family 
alone possess eighteen volumes dealing with grip and stance, 
with tho result that in every instance their handicaps have 
been raiscil. Faithfully youre, i 

The Nuggets; Colorado. Bunker Brown. 

A Labour Leader’s Himent. ; 

Dear Sib,— •The action of the Librai'y CensorsFiip is as ' 
nothing compared with tho tyranny of tho National Union ; 
of .Tournalists. A volume of essays of mine contributed to j 
various nowspapore basiieen boycotted by them so per- . 
sistently that my royalties for tho last year have dwindled ; 
to £100. .'\nd yet wo speak of England as a fi'eo country. ; 

Yours despondently. Flimsy MacHonald. 

The Cubre of Caisab. 

Dear Kir, -Now that people are trying to put a stop 
to rot^n liooks, perhajis something will Ixi done for us 
schoolhoys. They ’vo abolisheil that old blighter Euclid 
at! my school, but G-ehar and Xenophon are just as bad, 
and no one says u word against them in public. Do help us. 

Youre truly. Fourth Form. 


“Pivo Pups; mother between MuU Dog and Irish Terrier, father 
between Iloarhound and Ketriever .”—Olntieester Citisen. 

We ’ll have tho one that looks most like a dachshund. 


From a letter in The Cape Times 

''As Stevens* manager, I am willing to match him against Sivcis 
any day for tho best nurse oOoted.” 

The loser would really want the nurse. 
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AUTUMN MAN<EUVRES-THE MOUNTED ORDERLY CORPS. 

Wb ABB OnAt) TO LKAIIN THAT, JX VIEW OF TUB BIIOIITAOK OF AllMY 1IOHSI4S, TICK ArTHlllllTIKH AIIH AT I.ART IllRIXU TO TUB 
OCCABIOX; BKB *'PlELU SeBVICF. HkOUIiATIONH,” PaBT 1, I’AB. i2U :—“ UUDBUI.IKH . . . AIAY IIK MOONTKII VS ANIMAI-S." 


GREAT FOOTBALL GONCILIATIOM 
SCHEME 

Proposed Conkkuknce. 

In athletic circles the sole topic of 
conversation is the proposal of fjord 
Burnlaw to call a Conference for the 
purpose of endinf* the long and distress¬ 
ing antagonism between the Kughy 
Union and Association games by con¬ 
sent. 

Briefly summarised, the proposals 
which ho submits as the basis of the 
Conference amount to a compromise, 
according to which running with the 
ball and collaring will lie allowed till 
within a distance of sixty yards of the 
goal on either side, while goals can 
only bo scored by kicking into the net; 
the shape of the ball to be rhomboidal, 
and the game to bo played in goloshes, 
cricket pods and fencing masks. 

Provincial, Scottish and Welsh opinion 
os expressed in the messages of our 
local correspondents shows that there 
is little enthusiasm for tho project. 

South WatjBb.— -Leading footballers 
throughout the district regard Lord 
Burnlaw’s suggestion as wholly im- 
practicable. Uis motives and sincerity 
are not called in question, but it is 
minted out that the concessions 
demanded of either side go far beyond 
the limits of practical politics. The 


Ovate Hards are solid in tlioir adliosion 
to tho oval hall, and Professor Grif¬ 
fiths of tlie South Wales Univomity 
declares that tho rhomboidal form 
advocated is incompatible witli tlio 
genius of Wales. 

1‘iVBKTON.— Ijord Burnlavv’s pro¬ 
posals are greeted witl) modified ap¬ 
proval in tlie centre of the TofTcc indus¬ 
try. Tlio concessions to tho Association 
game aro admitted to ho considerable, 
but it is strongly held that Jjeague 
finance would bo imperilled by a com-: 
promise. Alderman Badger is ofj 
opinion that tho risks of refereeing 
would bo greatly increased. As matters 
now stand, no rofei'cc can insure him¬ 
self at ordinary rates. 

London. —Mr. Adrian Stoop, tho 
famous Harlequin, rofrtAins from criti¬ 
cising tho scheme until he has seen a! 
trial game played, hut is of opinion 
that it would be improved from tho 
spectacular point of view if the players 
wore accordion-pleated shorts and used 
a small gas balloon instead of a hall. 

Dublin. —^The proposals are treated 
with indiiTorenco in Gaelic athletic 
circles. If tho proposed amalgamation 
indicated any approximation to tlie 
rules of Gaelic motball, it would bo 
another matter. Mr. Kickham, a pro¬ 
minent Sinn Fein loader, denounces 
the scheme as a cowardly Sassenach 


hybrid combining all the weaknesses of 
two puerile ])astiinos lung discarded 
by tho virile youth of ihin. Mr. 
L.\iiKiN has also expressed his dis¬ 
appointment. 

Skiho. —Mr. Carnogio has addressed 
a letter of sympathy to LoitI Hurnlaw, 
expressing Ins entire approval of a 
scheme calculated to mitigate tho 
brutality of a game wliicli tends to 
foster militarism and retard tho advent 
of international peace. 

Another Forthcoming Apology. 

“ Mrs. Cavendish Ikiiitinck, who hiul kindly 
consoiihid to spenk, Wiis prevontud troin doing 
so, and what might h.tvu Iwcn a dismal (ailuro 
turnrd ont a very Buccussfnl venture.” 

jfVu* Common Cause, 

“ Marie Tfart, a schonl girl who turns tho i 
scaliiat fiflei'n stone, has bein kidnapped from 
her homo at (Siitc.sburg, Illinois. 

“It will pav you, when considering any¬ 
thing elee.trieaf, tf) consult T. 8-, Klcctrical 

Kngiinsjr and Contractor,” 

Jlitrlon Daily Hail, 

This is hardly electrical enough. Had 
she turned the scale at twenty-five : 
stone wo should have consulted him. ! 

Ife W!U a native of Ijivcrponl, hut hod 
liver for many ye,ms in the Isle of Wight." 

Jidmonlon {Canada) Journal. 

Poriiaps tho Bast coast is more bracing. | 
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THE DiVl^iniU jwhen . . . B-r-r-r-r! Hil Lookout! incoherently. “ Why can’t ■wo put up 

I PIC UlVISiUN. [ Whei-e’s our gun? Where are the bally our gun just like anybody else and 

For tlio most part of the year I am triggers? . . . Stop, stop, stop, you have a . . .? What th(\dickens was 
on excellent toriiis with myself, but fool. This isn’t a lark shoot. . . . Do, that ? Someone shooting within a foot 
in the beginning of September there for heaven's sake, let us put down the of our ear. . . . Bless my soul if it 
always comes the split. There is some- gun and keep quiet.” wasn't ourselves. Well, I never I What 

thing alioiit the mere thought of walk- “Beg pardon,” says Matter, a little about that. Mind? R’otty bright of 
ing up partridges which sets mo ag.iinst upset, “ but you ’ll note wo didn't lire.” us, wasn't it ?—I mean, we did make a 
myself, puts mo beside myself; you “ Only because wo hail the thing on noise, at any rate, didn't we ? ” 
have only to place nio in a lino of guns {• .Safe*,' ” answers Mind angrily. “ That's “ We weren't much more than half- 
at the bottom of a field of roots and • a clover way of going about tilings, an-bour late,” comments Mind with 
you have in the clothes and tbo body isn't it ? Do, do lot us pull ourselves bitter sarcasm. 

of the one Me two s(*parato individuals,! together a bit. Suppose that had been Matter takes a deep breath and throws 
by no moans friendly enough to be so I a jiarlridgo, bow late should wo have tbo chest out. “ Koxt time,” it says 
clo-io to each other. The motaphysi-, been it wo over got off at all? They're very firmly, “ wo-aro-not-goiftg-to-bo- 
cians call this a phenomenon, which looking at us and beginning to wish late. You just wait and see." 
gives it an air of importance, and do- they hadn’t . . , Well, well, wm.r. 1 ” “What’s the use of talking like 
Kcrilio it as the divorce of Mind from Matter looks round hurriedly. “ Why, that?” says klind. “ You know as well 
Matter, which adds the romantic touch, what’s doing? Minis? Five of them, as I do that wo are hopelessly incom- 
With a woi^d of sympathy for poor ohl j my goodness, and no one plugging at potent.” 

Matter, 1 leave it at that. If only; them. Soiucono’s not doing his duty. “Next time,” repeats Matter, oven 
Mind wouhl behave as becomes a Can it bo oiii'selvcs? What wo ought more firnilv, “next timo wo-aro-not...” 
divorcee and go away al-- “ “ What's the use of talk- 

together it would bo so . , ing nt all?” says Mind, 

niuch easier all round. But , i /\ pointing to a disappearing 

it stays to carp and criticise, I -.-•jlj } /_•' i hinl. 

and this year the i-esiilt has: . iJL i H a^\ .Ini I-. i “Sorry,” says Matter, an 1 

Ixion worso oven than usual.! J \ - 1 %^ t|»r » —— 'shoots. 

Wo—that is, I—took up; 1 V k f—I ! i “Oh, iny goodness,” 

our plaeo in tho lino and. _fl ______ groans Mind. “All we’ve 

tbo word was given to, --ffot do is to watch, and 

advance. Imiiiediately thel when wo see a parlrklgo 

trouble iK'gaii. ‘‘Now Jr ILuJ jb/ //it/ that’s big enough to boa 

tlien, whispered Mmd,< ju J j iJuiM : real partridge . . 

“are wo ready, aro wo all j h I “ Next time,” interrupts 

rciwjy ? Goine, come; it s, i i||| ! i m i T* fc |J[ i Matter, “we are not tfointf 

no use carrying our gun on, .to bo late. I’m not listening 

our shoulder; wo shunt bo: ■ W[. ^ 1 //I to you; I’m concentrated 

able to find It when wo elsewhere.” 

, .-AST..,.* THK 

both hands-list! No, -- - - - to do it. We’ve got to 

it s nothing. All right, go ahciMl: to lie doing now is getting the gun up face tho othera some time, so we must 
what aro wo waiting for ? Do lot's to tho right shoulder, stretching the Iqft try, at aiiy rate, mustn’t wo ? It's 
go ahood ... and don't let *3 point our arm well forward, sliglitly advancing siinplo enough, isn't it? Then why 
gun down tho lino; can't we koo tlio the left foot and getting on to the not do it, and, if wb are going to do it, 
hne doon t like Ixsing pointed at? .. , victim. But we're not doing it, you why npt do it at once? Why waste 
or goodness sake stop those lingers know. Wo're just standing still and timo thinking about it?' . . . Hero, 
cluticbing tho stock nervously; we watching. I wonder why?” what on earth are we going to do now?” 

must have some of them standing by ^ Mind, it it can bo conceived, shrugs “Slicol,” says Matter, arid shoots, 
to work the triggers.” its sliouldera and sniffs in disgust. “ Now we have gone and done it,” 

“ Very good, Sir, says Matter, mak- “ Well, it’s too late now,” it says, “and says Mind, 
in^ a ^ow of special alertness and 1 suppose we’re done for. If wo are “Ay,” Mys Matter, “I told you we 
going through the movements. You paralysed, thou wo am paralysed and weren’t going to bo late this time.” 
may 1x3 sure that if a bird had got up more’s no more to ho said about it. “We'reearly,you juggins,” saysMind. 
at that particular niomont all would All I’m thinking is that it was a pity “ Early?” asks Matter, feeling asud- 
havo boon well, except with tho bird, to go and spend throe pounds on a don dread. “ But only a second at tho 
But binis are wary, they don’t got up game licon^ for a paralytic. . . . Sup- most. And, after all, it is a dead ’up.” ‘ 
at p^ticular moments. pose wo might as well finish tho walk “Too dead,” says Mind, “niuch too 

“ Now don t lot's got thinking about and enjoy tho scenery till we are warned dead. And it isn’t a matter of seconds 
the next follow’s spats,” continues Mind, off. Personally, I think we are just but weeks.” 

after an interval. “ Anything may aliout the worst rotter that over . . . Matter now feels an intense longing 
liap^n at any iiioineiit and it's a Another covey ahead, you observe; but to bo dead itself. “ You don’t sivy 
thousaud to one we shall bo too late I suppose it’s no use my suggesting we've gone and killed a ...” 
for it when it do(^. VVb must kocp thttt wo looso off nt thorn ? ** “ lien pheasant, you fool,'* snaps 

our attention on what we aro doing. “I’d do anything to oblige you if Mind angrily, as others approach to 
® keeper got his oyo on only we could stop all this hammering join in tho discussion upon the Early 
us ? What d6 you suppose he 'U say! and noiM inside us," splutters Matter Bird and the Worm that shot it. 


what on earth aro we going to do now ? ” 
“ Slicot,” says Matter, arid shoots. 
“Now we have gone and done it,” 


late J suppose it s no use my suggesting we've gone and killed a ...” ” 

keep that wo loose off at them?” “Hen pheasant, you fool,” snaps 

oing. “ I'd do anything to oblige you if Mind angrily, as others approach to 
0 on only wo could stop all this hammering join in tho discussion upon the Early 
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SWALLOWS. 

The train bas loft the hills behind 
And South we 're flying fast, I 
"Clack — Cloak, alack,” the pistons 
grind, 

" That Sammer cannot last, 

That holidays aro passed; ” 

And on the humming wires that flow 
Between the posts that flit, 
Bogardless of the G. P. 0. 
Assembling swallows sit. 

They sit, the signal and the sign 
Of days of done delight, 

I sea tliem all along the lino 
A-bnsking them for flight. 

In decent black-and'whito; 

And, “ Oh,’’ I cry, “ you dapper dears. 
The leaf and 1 aro brown. 

So you are going to Algiers 
And I am going to Town. 

“On Afrio’s strand you’ll moot the 
sun. 

But I, when fogs are mirk. 

Shall walk along the liondon one 
And only moot my work. 

Which mightily doth irk; ” 

And still the engine’s dirge endures— 
"Alack, alack, alack," 

Because they 're going to the Moors, 
And I am coming back. 

HOLES AND “BEASTfjY HOLES.” 

[“Tho golf oraxo 1i:im besrn greater this 
autumn than in any proviou-s year. Noliody 
is qnito safo from tho fever. It soixea thaw 
who mocked at it, and ikivs no respect to sex 
or ngc. Ah a rule, a holnUy resort might us 
woil dispense with food and water as with a 
golf courso.” 

Jjondon Letter, “ Ttrilish UrrHy.'’] 

It should now bo possible for resorts 
of tho smallest attraction, oven if they 
have never befoi-o been considered in 
tho light of holiday centres, to draw 
the custom of visitors. All that has to 
he done is to set up a golf courso, and, 
when tho more celobi'ato<l links become 
overcrowded, as they must soon do, the 
opportunity of the now bidders for 
custom will come. 

SiNKCHESTER.—Tlio watov supply has 
been out off since May, and water can 
now only be obtained by carrying it in 
buckets a distance of three miles. This 
fact, and not tho coal dust with which 
the atmosphere of our town is laden, 
accounts for tho blackened faces of tho 
thousands of golfers whom our famous 
links continue to attract into our midst. 

So great is the demand for rooms 
and so over-taxed the accommodation 
that hundreds of well-known players 
are content to sleep in the pit workings. 

Island of Dull, N.B.—Owing to 
scanty food tho hundreds of visitors 
now here have to content themselves 
with the spoonful of oats daily, which 



«.U-5TS''iPs 

{Club stejut during Iteary sU'iver.) 

Brown (who hoijiut returned from his holutnys, to Ituhinmn al/out to lenre for hh). "All, 
TUM IH WHAT WK ALL WANT. TllllKK OU FOt'll WKKKH OK Hri:AI>Y KMS Wll.r. IinlUIITKN 
TUiauS UP A LOT! " 


is all tho Provost can now allow, it is 
feared that even this quantity may have 
to 1)0 curtailed owing to tho continued 
influx of visitoin. Play for tho Autumn 
Vase begins to-morrow, when, it not 
too faint, two hundred and fifty-threu 
couples hope to go out. 

Smelsome, Lings.— Tho season is 
now in full swing. Thousands of 
visitors may bo seen daily threading 
their difficult way through tho dense 
chemical fumes to tho links. A large 
sale is being done among tho smart and 


well-dressed throng with a neat form 
of nostril stojijier, which may lie carried 
by the caddie when not in use. 1,()31 
visitors arrived this morning; one left. 

kloGLiiKAM.— ^Throngs of disting¬ 
uished persons continue to pour out of 
our two railway stations intent upon 
our famous links. When not playing, 
visiloi’s spend their time visiting* tho 
tram terminus, tho "silo for four 
houses ” in Pip-pip Street, the windows 
of Mr. Cooz’s new roaily-to-wear tailor¬ 
ing establishmeht in Market Street, etc. 
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THE RALEIGH TOUCH. 

[A hint of what is in sloro for visitors to 
Dniry I^nc, where the ({rcat antniiin melo- 
dr.im.v, Sealed Orders, hy Ckcii, ItAr.cicH and 
IIkniiy Uamili-on, is now on vicw.J 

Seeiic 27. -A West-end rjamhlino hell. 

Jjady Felicia (lavoston is phiyintj 

cards with soimhoihj whosi name I 

luioe fonjoUen. 

Lord Jones {or whoerer it is). Wcdl, 
witat are tlio BlakcM tins tiino, deiir 
larly 

Lnili/ Felicia {reclclessly). Five tliou- 
Bund pounds. | They play. 

Lord Jones (suddenly). Snap! 

Liuly Felicia. Hother! hat’s see, 
tliat's five tliousaiid I owe you. .lust 
one more. phnj aijain. 

Lord Jones. ) ,1 \ a 1 

La,hj Felicia. ] S«ap! 

Lard Jones. I said it first. That 
makes ton thous.md. hot mo have 
a cheque in the morninfr. | Fj-it. 

llaroH Kurdvuinn {the Somelhimj 
Ambassador). I am afraid you have lost, 
dear liwly 7 

[judy Felicia. Oh, Maron, what shall I 
do? My hushand, Admiral hurd Hugh 
(lavcston, (l.C.lh, will ho so annoyed. 
He's so fussy ahout little things like 
this. 1 suppose you c.onldn’t lend mo 
ten thousand pounds till—er -till -till 
[ pay you back ? 

Knrdmann (aside). .Admiral FiOrd 
Hugh (lavoston, O.C.ll. 1 The man to 
whom the sealed ordera will ho sent to¬ 
morrow I If iny country could only get 
possession of them hefo.-e war breaks 

out-(7'o Fiody Felicia) Alas, I have 

only thrco-and-ninoponco on me, dear 
lady; but my friend, (laston Fournal, 
might help you. Thera ho is. Shull 1 
ask him? 

Lady Felicia. Do. 

Knrdmann (impressively to Fournal). 
Fiiston 1 Is my moustache on straight ? 

Fournal. (surprised). Fairly. SVhy? 

Kitrdmann. F'lvury now and then it 
seems to bo slipping to one side. How¬ 
ever, that wasn't what 1 wanted to 
speak to you about. (Sinking his voice) 
()ur time has come. I^ady Felicia 
wants to Imrraw ton thousand pounds. 
What with my moustache and my 
foreign accent and one thing and 
another, it's fairly obvious that I am 
the villain of the play. Now yon got 
cheorc<l hy the gallery in the Fii-st Act, 
and you havealittle daughtoroight years 
old. Nolwdy would suspect you. 

Fournal. But that was twenty years 
ago. 8ho’s twenty-three now. 

Kurdmann. Well, anyhow, you’ra 
po’pular. The man who steals the dia¬ 
monds in Hie First Act to keep his little 
daughter from starving is always popu¬ 
lar. Now, can 1 leave it to you? She 
wants leu thousand pounds and we 


want her husband's sealed orders. All 
right ? Good. (To Lady Felicia) Ah, 
dear lady, this is my friend Fournal. 
Perhaps ho will help you. 

Lcuhj Felicia (eagerly). It’s only 
ten thousand. I’ll pay you back-- 
or - -some time. 

Fournal (impressively). Fiody Felicia, 
1 will give you the money on one con¬ 
dition; which is, that you seal your 
husband’s stculed 1 mo,in that you 
steal your husband's sealed orders. 

Lady Felicia (iiulignantly). Betray 
my cfiunlry? Never. (Hear, hear.) . 

Fournal. You don’t understand. The 
fact is (lying) 1 am waiting a melodrama 
for Drury Lane and I want to see what 
sealed orders look like. That's all. 

Lady Felicia. Oh, w’cll, it you 
promise ... 1 don't know . . . per¬ 
haps .... 

Filter her brother, riioutenant Wil¬ 
loughby, 11. N., Icnoicn in agnalie 
circles as Bi’cesy Bill. 

Jlrcei-y Bill (out of sheer hreexiness). 
Yo-heavo-ha Top-hole. What? (7i) 
the rest of the ca.sl) Look hero, every¬ 
body, wo 're giving a ball on our ship 
to-night. Of course you '11 all come? 

Feerybody. Bather! 

CUBTUX. 

Scene 4‘5. The battleship. .-I hall is 
in progress. 

The lit. lion, lionald Caversham (to 
Admiral Fjord Hugh). Hero are the 
sealed ordci-s. if you lose them, Eng¬ 
land is destroyed. [Fxit Caversham. 

Lord Hugh. Bight. 1 'll put them 
in my safe. (Does so.) Nobody would 
think of looking for them thera. 

Enter Laily Felicia. 

Lady Felica. Hugh, my diamonds 
are in your safe. May I have the key? 

Lord Iliujh. Certainly, dear. Eet 
mo have it bock. [Exit. 

Lady Felicia (opening the safe). The 
scaled ordcra I (She takes them.) Now 
I can pay my “ Knap ” debts. [Fxit. 
Enter Lord Hugh. He goes to 
the safe. 

Lord 11 ugh. Helpl The sealed orders 
have boon stolon. Slop tbe music I 

[The hand stops, ami he rushes on 
deck ami addresses the guests. 

Jjord Hugh. Ladies and gontleuion, 
the sealed orders have been stolon. 
I }>roposo to search the thousand or so 
odd people on board. I shall Imgin 
with—-or—who shall 1 begin with? 

Tim Prompter. Lieut. Willoughby. 

Lord Ilmjh (slightly nettled). I shall 
begin with Lieut. Willoughby. 

lireeiy Bill (to Lady Felicia). Oh 
lord I 1 've just rememljerad something. 

Lady Felicia. What ? 

Breezy Bill. Why, that letter of 
Baron Kunlmann’s that you showed 
me, asking you to meet him at the Zoo 


next Thursday. It’s in my pocket. If 
your husband read it you would bo 
seriously compromised. • 

Lady Felicia (anxiously). Can't you 
cat it ?. 

Breexy Bill, Ho writes on such stiff 
paper. (Thoughtfully) I might drown 
it. 

Lord Hugh. Well, Lieut. Willoughby, 
I am waiting for you to turn out your 
pockets. 

Breezy Bill, Never, Sir! 

Lord Hugh (annoyed). Arrest that 
man! 

Breexy Bill, Wait a momeftt. 

[lie climbs to the top of the vuist and 
dices into the sea. 

ClJBlWI.X. 

Scene, 119. On an Airship. 

Itnth Fournal. Father, I wish you'd 
explain what wo 'ro doing here. 

Fournal. Wait a moment, dear. 
(Looking over the side) .Are thera any 
boy-scouts hanging on hehiiid? 

Itnlh. I can’t see any. Why ? 
Fournal. They ’ro always popular on 
the stage, and 1 thought iierhups one 
of them was saving Kiiglaiid or some¬ 
thing. Ah, now we’ro lisiiig better. 
What wore you saying, dear? 

llnlli. 1 said, why are wo bora, and 
why did you give me the sealed orders, 
and why- 

Fournal. Well, Mr. Ahthuu Cui.i.inh 
insisted on an airship this year, and 
somebody had to go in it. Of course 
I'm escaping with the sealed onlers, 
and you—well, you 're the heroine, and 
Lieut. Willoughby is going to rescue 
you from the waves in the next scene, 
and—or—this is my now chnulFcur! 
who's (hiving the thing. That's all. I 
l-l rearehlight plays upon his face.] 
Chauffeur. Blimy, it's 'iml j 

Fournal. The navy has seen us, but; 

their guns can’t reach us. We- i 

Well, my man, what is it ? j 

Chftuffeur (})olilely). I think we have, 
met before. Do you remember stealing! 
some diamonds in the First .Act? | 
Fournal (alarmeil). N-n-n-n-n-no. 
Chauffeur. Oh yes, you do. And I 
got twenty ymrs for it. (.innoyed) 
Beast! 

Fournal (nervously). Here, go away. 
[7 ’/m! chauffeur leaps at him and they 
plunge crer the side together. 

C. M. lI.4r.T..iBD (below the stage 
level). Kteady; you got your foot in inyi 
eye that time. 

CLtFroif AhnsnsoN. Awfully sorry. 
It wont all right at the dress rehearsal. 

[.-1 gun is heard, ami the airship 
* collapses and falls into the sea. 
liuth. Helpl 

CUBTAIN. 

Epilqgus. 

Cecil Raleiub. M’ye.s., I don’Ij 
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think that quite does it justice. {Lights 
cigarette.) 

Mk. Still, ifgivos the idea. 

IInirnY JlAMihToir {plaintively). 
You've gone and loft out all tho funny 
part. [iS'ifs dotvn. 

Mb {surprised). Sony; I thought 
1 ’d put it in. 

IIenby IIjimilton. I moan tho 
humorous palmist and the beauty 
specialist and all that. 

Mb {coUlly). Oh, I seo. 

Cecil li.iLKi(tn {reproachfully). You 
know you.wero thrilled and excited by 
the airship scene and the burglary in 
the First .\ct. {Crosses to syphon.) 
Weren't you'? 

Mb. Bather—awfully. 

JIbney lI.iMJi.ToN {stirriwj hi.H 
coffee). And you say nothing about the 
acting. 

Mb. Ob, that was splendid. 

Cecil JIalbioji. So you really did 
enjoy your evening V 

Mb. Most certainly I did. 

Ckcit. Halkiuii. \ {togeth'r). 

AhTHVB COLTANH. I TllOH 's 

JIbshy Hamilton.) all right. 

_A. A. M. 

AT THE PLAY. 

The St. James Tiikatiik. 

Evbkyuody knows tho story of the 
little girl who complained that “one 
poor lion hadn’t got any Christian; ’’ 
1 can remember how 1 laughed- -(“ 11a, 
ha!")—when 1 hoard it. There is 
another good story of Daniel in the 
lions' den, not quito so well known; 
to tho ciTect that when the King came 
to SCO Daniel in the morning and 
askt^l him how ho had gut on, Daniel 
answered that ho had been a little 
troubled by lions; to which the King 
replied indignantly, “Then you must 
have brought them with you.” There 
aro also current some excellent jokes 
about cannibals and missionaries, one 
of tho most popular being the rotort of 
tho cannibal that, even if ho' wasn’t a 
Christian, at any rate he hod Christian 
blood in his veins. As I said above, 
“ Ha, ha! ” For a joke about anything 
so serious as death or religion begins 
to bo funny even before one tolls it; 
in tho same way that tho entrance of 
the Vicar’s fox-terrier into church starts 
one giggling long before it joins its 
master in the pulpit. 

Mr. Shaw is quite funny in Androcles 
and the Lion, but if ho hod any purpose 
other than this 1 did not seo it. Certain 
passages in tho play seemed to indicate 
a view that tho early Christian martyrs 
wore not necessarily bravo or good, 
but merely proud. At least they died. 
Personally, 1 am quito sure that 1 
should not have died . . . and I have 
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DinTcs {vieirituj his jwt prtKlurlii n). " You 'vb ’ai> euAssiA riiii-s, KKiiTii.izBn, bosb- 
DOST, SOOT, Asn THAT 'S THE IlEST YOU CAN DO 1 AlTICB THIS YOU CAS TAKE YOCK CHANCM 
WITH TUB MBSTI” 


a horrid feeling that if the Bornardus 
Shavius of tho day had, before entering 
tho arena himself, tried to persuade me 
that ( was really the braver man and 
the lietter Christian of the two, I should 
not have believed him. 

Mr. O. P. IIkouik was romurkahly 
good as .Uulrocles, and Mr. Kdwaru 
S iLT.WARii was a delightful lion. They 
had a particularly funny turn with tho 
^Jwiperor (perfectly played by Mr. Leon 
Quabtermaini:) in the last scene, which 
might have well been encoixxl. This 
reminds me that Mr. Shaw has just 
announced again that he docs not like 
tho audience to indulge in rude laughter 
at his plays. 1 am sorry, but on this 
occasion I simply could not help it. If 
Mr. Shaw wore to sit in front of me in 
church with his tie under his left car I 
should always giggle. 


Aiulrorles and the Lion is preceded 
by Tlte Harlei/iiinade, “contriveil hjf 
Dion Ceavton CAr.THROi* and (liiAN-i 
viMjE Barkkk.” This was charmingj 
but just nut charming enough. Witli 
such a good idea to work upon, and 
with such pleasant people as Mr, 
Arthur Whithy ami Miss CatiilkeN 
Nkhhit to i-it in front of tho curtain 
and explain what was happening, tho 
authors should have cast a greater spell 
over the audience. Perhaps tho olhoiu 
' were completely enthralled; 1 can only 
j speak for myself. I wanteil to ho 
I entirely captivated, and I was not. 
None tho less The Ilarletjuinade is very 
well worth seeing as an original onler- 
tainincnt, whimsical and ^rretty, and 
well acted by (among others) Mr. Niokl 
Playkair tho clown, and Mr, Donat.o 
Cai.thuoi’, the llarleiitiitl. kf. 
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THE DEGENERATE. 

(.1 tale of the Duke of Wkstmtssteu’s 
4100,OIK} fiintl.) 

It is boOUing, is it not, 

TImt I should toll you frankly what 
Temptations of tho baser sort 
licsct tlio dovotcos of Sport? 

Our boro, Ilorbert Henry Smith, 

\Vas born witli muscles, wintl and pitli 
Knougli to win tlm foremost placo 
With ease in any cycle nice. 

Ono object from bis boyhood up 
Vulfilleu his soul—to bunt the cup. 
And all the pri/.cs wliiob bo won 
(No idler bo who rodo for fun) 

Ho'd realise, invest and lend 
And tlourisb on the dividend. 

Such was the man, as you'd expect. 
Collectors hastened to collect. 

Collecting spmismen is n lino 
In which tho most cxi)ert combine 
Discernment, wits, persistence, dash, 
With readiness to part with casli. 
,The early bird, who has in view 
The worm it means to cotton to, 
Must not rely for its success 
Entirely on its cavlincss, 

Hut, bluf)ing boldly once or twice. 
Must ultimately pay the price 


Tlie victim asks for. Wily worms 
Negotiate fur stiflisb terms. 

Was Herbert hired, then ? Not at all; 
He was no low professional. 

“ I scorn," said ho, “ all sordid sums; 
Hut posts in Sports Emporiums, 
Hemunerative sinecures 
Which keep inon rich but amateurs, 

1 might consider. Verb. sap. sat." 
Hu lot tlio matter stand at that. 

Nor later asked what money’s worth 
Was spent in getting liiin a berth... 
And thus wo find him at Ids prime 
Tho leading s|>ortsman of his lime, 
Securo, by Ins own competence. 

In independent afiluonco. 

Who could foresee for such a blend 
Of perfect parts so bad an end ? 

lilo hard a bargain did ho drive 
And with such subtlety contrive 
The business side of his affair. 

That friends remarked, “You have 
the flair 

For commerce in your soul, my Lad, 
If anybody ever had I ” 

A little pleaseil, himself, tlie fool 
Began to find his office stool 
A pleasant hobby. Bit by bit 
Ho grew, alas, so fond of it 
That more than hobby it became. 
And stem ambition’s nobler aim. 


To concentrate upon tlio pot. 

No mom inspircd him, was forgot. 

Unscen, but strong, temptations lurk; 
As some for Drink, so bo for Work 
Conceived an overwhelming lust. 
And left his bicycle to rust! 

A word of sympathy is due 
For all tliose minor heroes who 
Suliscribod to put him on the Track 
But never got a penny back. 


Pride of Body. 

From a cinematograph poster: — 

•‘TIIK BLACK SNAKK 
30UO FKKT LONO 
(Kxclusivo).” 

So should wo bo. 

“ITayati onco had a job as a cotirt-jostsr 
under Abdul lUmiiiit." 

Jiast London IHspatch. 

In fact, that was bis first official joke. 
Unfortunately Aboul Hamid never 
really appreciated it. 

“ Tho most important wag a six round oon> 
tost betwRcn Seaman Gariuan and Stoker 
Greenwood. . . . Tha match ended in a win 
lot Garwood on painti .”—Ceylon Observer, 

The referee seems to have hedged in a 
very cowardly way. 
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TUE DESCItlPTlVPl TJIHATEE 
PROG RAM MK. 

37k. Puscii caTiiiol) lielp fooling lliut 
tlio cfToi'ts of tho soi'ious scliool towards 
tlio Rriglitoniiigof Ifrilisli Drama would 
be niatorially assisted if the depression 
induced by some of tbc more popular 
forms of production weie dissipated by 
moans of a descriptive programme, 
similar to that in use at concerts. lie 
respectfully submits a sample of what 
be proposes, applied to a drawing-room 
comedy obsessed by an actor-manager 
with melodramatic tendencies:— 

.Act I. 

The play opens with a short prelude 
of minor characters, during which tho 
main theme is stealthily introduced. 
Some light fluting is interspersed with 
a few heavy notes, which grailually 
assume tho predominance. The tnolif 
is touched u]^>on, and a few incidental 
explanations funiishcd. 

This practically comprises tho First 
Act (or movement); but a climax is 
provided by a gradual agitato of all the 
subordinate parts, whose tonic value 
we now perceive to be at tho point of 
fullest expression, and the whole move¬ 


ment culminates (with a swift serins of 
arpeggios) in tho entrance of the actor- 
manager. Tho minor cmlMsllrshmonts 
at once fade aw'ay as tho actor-managor 
momentarily strikes tho dominant. The 
curtain falls. Tho main theme is not 
developed. 

Act ir. 

This .Act is full of niovoniont and 
force. Tho dominant is resumed at tho 
outset and never relimiuislind. Tho 
actor-manager takes up tho burden of 
tho heavy notes suggested at tho be¬ 
ginning of Act 1., and interpolates them 
into tho main theme, which is now 
fully developed, lie also imputes the 
motif with some vigour. 

Tho strain is temporarily relaxed in 
favour of some warblings of a lighter 
character, there being no departure 
from traditional technique in this 
respect. Almost immediately, how¬ 
ever, tho main theme is again I'csunicd 
by the actor-manager, who, working 
infinite variations upon it, loads it up 
to a strident climax full of subtle su;'- 
gostion for the Third Act, tlie harmonic 
minors meanwhile providing a muted 
under-movement suitably subservient to 
the principal melody. 


Act 111. 

This opens with a brief < horate for 
mechanical instruments, an interlude 
which is cpiickly succeeded by a stormy 
snnitt, the sinister character of which 
finds tho actor-innnager quite at his 
best. There follows a long and tender 
passage, very sweet and contagious, 
which tho aclor-nianagcr sustains on a 
lofty note to tho running accompani¬ 
ment of tho princi|)al lady. Interwoven 
with this is tho main theme, and from 
it is gradually evolved the grand finale, 
heralded by the universal entrance of 
all tho parts. 

Tho grand finale, which is very 
elloctively interrujited by a lino aria 
for tho aclor-managcr, gathers together 
all tho thretuls of the main theme, 
explains tho tnolif, and finally resolves 
itself into an assortment of cumulative 
ducts, on which tho play chases. 

" I Iiopo that tho gcntlemon win workfd so 
hanl liist season to put tho Is'asuo in working 
onliT will not bo downhoartisl, but will Ipiru 
another try, and will keep in mind the old 
story of King Alfred and tho hpidert” 

Cntlwlte tlrraUl. 

Wo prefer tho storj^ of how Huuok let 
tho bannock burn. [.loke.-S-Kn.J 
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nAuncBuiun luiiiiau auiTu William again. Would you believe that William 

CuNCERNINu WILLIAM SMITH. <• ^j,ja timo," I thought, ** I have hurt Smith never replied ? I did think he 
I LIKE William Smith. I do not tho dear follow. He will surely say would at least have cent a wreath, or 
know him but I like him. What is something about that envelope.*’ a few stamped envelopes for tho widow, 

more extraordinar>’ perhaps is that ho Did he ? Ah, how I misjudged him. Perhaps ho was too overcome to write. 


evidently knows mo intimately and His letter ran— 


And now' that I am defunct (oilici^y) 


loves mo. llomantic attachments arc My deau Me. Jones, —Lumbago is I have a strange longing to meet 
rare nowadays. frequently the forerunner of Bright's William in tho ilosh. Suppose some day 

I met William in this way. On <liscaso and diabetes. It means pain, I see that thoughtful, side-whiskered 
opening my letters one morning 1 saw collapse, ))rostration, death. There is face in tlio Tube I shall certainly intro- 
at tho head of a letter an engraving of only one liopo for llio sufferer. (Hero duce myself. Not, of course, as Jones, 
a noble, if side-whiskered, face. It William once more wandered to Yuoa- I shall whisper in his oar, “Are you 
iinprosseil mo at once as that of a tan.) Consider your wife and family. William Smith ? ” When he says, 
kindly, thouglilful gentleman, and I Save yourself while there is time. I "Yea, dear me, I ought to know yon; 
liegan to road his letter with interest, will send my great Lumbago Discover}’ your face is quite familiar," I shall 
It ran- - post paid for lOs. (k/.—half-price. reply, “ William, I am tho Mexican 

M Y DEAn Sin, —As a follow'--cacique from Yucatan. Do you 

auflercr from that intensely _ happen to have any of your ox- 

painful complaint, lumbago, I cellent stamped envelopes about 

have pleasure in calling your you?" 

attention to tho William Smith 'VX * ' ' ■ .' 

Lumbago Discovery. Modem Potato Culture. 

Then came a page describing . • , « 

«r.||. , JTc I once Rot a circular from a 

yrilhanis agonizing attack of man who grew potatoes containing 

lumbago m Yucatan (w’hicli hisphotograph, and.Ithink, anaulo- 

broiight tears to my eyes), and biography.”— Jlfiwicol Standard. 

an account of tlio miraculous have a giant gooseberry 

herb with wliieh a Mexican mill that reminds us of Mr. Chkster- 

cnciqiio cured him. Willmin, jg jjqj quite the 

with great and considerate kind- ' same thing. 

ness, offered me tlie comjiloto _ 

course of luinhago cure at half- A correspondent writing to 

price 0110 guinea. Ho i riinafcurO’ardcntni/onhisforth- 

thoiightfiillyoncloscdaslampod, coming flower show, says 

addressed envelope (with do- WnMMll'H law nw ^ - 

tneliiihlimininnWnr mV ivi.1v llWlllMuU WWm "I hko to sot up ont flowers in 

tachablo Stamp) lor 111} rcpi}. twenty-four kinds, but find it difflcnlt 

1 shoiila have answered at jLjjiKl|irR|W to numbor in anything liko 

once hut for throe reasons T good condition. 1 prefer good poton- 

liiito writing letters, tho detach- for cutting, but animals arc 

able stamp liecamo detached,and _ allowed. 

I have never had luinhago. il»s«'cr. Trim yonr canary and 

So William’s stamp vanishcil —“***" 1 send him up. 

into tho maw of tho I’ost Oflice lEu ' U'S - 

and I regret to say I forgot “The Bishop is unmarried, and 

William. ["Pocket-olipper win ho used for tho U-ard or hair at back ha* four brothers and two sisters, 

lint William did not forcet “f"*’*’’'' —irom a catalogue:} His brothers are ... as widely cx- 

. 1 K,i..m.. l’<>«'rnAiT or ckstlkuan esiso eocKET-CLirrEn to twm tended as a Colonel of the Boyal 

mo. smo-wnisKti-s ana iKUnt} ujiahh at back or seck. Berkshirenogimont,atMerut,India; 

go together. A mouth later I -- —“——a Vicar in Monmouthshire; the 

opcnoil a letter and found William Ho did not enclose a stamped onvo- Hector of Stsndcrton, and a barrister at 
staring at me. I feared he had written lope. I feared iny friend had begun to Johannesburg.”— Sgdncy Church Standard. 
about tho little matter of tho stump, doubt nio. What was I to do ? Either Tho stoutness of Monmouthshire vicars 

but I did not know the lofty-miiulod 1 must send 10s. Crf., and I have a is of course proverbial. 

William. This time ho was more inti- constitutional objection to parting with _ 

mate. He began— money, or else I must relieve William’s h. I). l*ABBv-MiTciiELr, has had 

Dkab Mu. Jokes,— Eroin tlio do- agonizing anxiety about mo. It seemed erected a handsome clock on tho turret of 
scription you give of yuur symptoms to me Imst to end tlio matter. Better Mcrevalo Church, with dials lacing two ways. 
I Ivavo no doubt that you aro suffer- ono shaip shock tliun cori'oding care. ^!hia is not only an ornamental addition to 

>»« (ro„ lumbago „t .ggr.v.W So I vvmrn- , T 

typo. My DKAii Mu. Smith,— You will, I ^ho time.”—Al/iwfofTc Ketes. 

Then came a little more about Yuca- am sure, ho grieved to bear that your * »«■„ 

tan (William, liko many other men, is a old friend, Mr Jones, expired in agonies MitcheS ^ ^ ^ ^ 

little lengthy in describing liis travels), of lumbago this morning. His last ^ 
an offer to send ino tho complete course words wore, “ William Smith—^Yucatan 

at half-price—fifloon shillings now— —half-price.” I know that this will . ‘‘^tween lunch and ^nnor take another 
hrid another stamped onrelope. bo a bitter blovy to yon. Still you 

I iisea iny dear friend s stamp, and have this consolatiou: yon warned him after toe, half an hour after dinner, and 
then, such is tho jngratitudo of man- faithfully of his danger. before going to bed at night. Keret drink 

kind, I forgot liiin, Beliovo mo. his sorrowing widow, between meata.”—IVotBan’* Life. 

Just a month afterwards who should j Emma Jones. One seems to be doing nothing else. 


a Modem Potato Culture. 

“1 once got a circular from a 
man who grew potatoes containing 
his photograph, and, I think, an auto¬ 
biography.” —Musical Standard. 

Wo have a giant gooseberry 
that reminds us of Mr. Chester¬ 
ton, but that is not quito the 
same thing. 

A correspondent writing to 
Amateur Gardening on his forth¬ 
coming flower show, says:— 

"I like to sot np ont flowers in 
twcnly-fonr kinds, bnt find it difflcnlt 
to got that numbor in anything like 
good condition. 1 prefer good poton- 
^ nials^or cutting, but animals arc 

Answer. Trim yonr canary and 

r,.T. 1 . 1 4 .f , 1 L • 4 , . “The Bishop is nnmarried, and 

["Pocket-clipper iwiii ho used for tho beard or hair at back ha* four brothers and two sisters, 
of nock.”— irom a catalogue.} llis brothers are ... as widely cx- 
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EXIT. 

[In Mr. IIknry Autiii.’ji Jonks'h new pl.iy, 
to be produced at the Playhouse, the room in 
which the scene is set throughout is provided 
with only one door.J 

Where are. the. dear traditions of my 
youth 

That raised tho worst concocted play 
Above the things of every day ? 
Exterminated, in tho name of Truth. 

Tho villain who ejaculated “ Ha! ” 
Gnaw^ his moustache and snarled 
and smiled; 

TH^golden-haired, confiding child 
Who* said his prayers and savcil his 
dear Mamma— 

These and a many more wore my 
delight; 

And, when an icon-smashing age 
Grdhined that they must quit the 
st^. 

My soul sustained an almost fatal blight. 

And now the last-attraction is no more; 
The colourless, anseniio hordes 
Who traad our ** realistic '* boards 
Must come and vanish by a single door I 


Gono is tho agony that thrills and 
numbs. 

How shall the hornine ho drugged 
If in a trice she can’t Im lugged 
Into concealment ore the hero comes 7 

Gono, too, those comic scenes that split 
our sides, 

In which Tjothario meets his doom 
As library and dining-room 
Disgorge together both his would-l>e 
brides. 

One thing remains ero wo pi-cpure tho 
poll 

To drape tho drama, now ciTcto: 

Ixit’s make reality complete 
By adding on the fourth and final wall. 

The Yorkshire Evening Post on 
Doncaster Week:— 

' " One firm alone, as the writer ciin state on 
authority, arc in tho habit of selling 60,000 
tons of Butter Scotch during tho four days.” 
Assuming a crowd of 300,000 on each 
day and all of them eating butter 
scotch bought from this particular 
firm—a moving spectacle—there would 
be an allowance of 112 lbs. of butter 
scotch mr head, or rather por inside. 
It sounds almost too much. 


A PHOEKSSIONAI, CO.MITJMENT. 

I WAS very difiident about calling in 
the doctor in tho first phiee. Kimply 
Isicuuse fourjieiice is lining dc<1ucto<l, 
much against my wish, from my salary 
every week, it somehow seemed scarcely 
fair to expect him to devote all tho 
resources of his skill and training to 
tho business of making mo well. 

Still it hod to 1)0 done, an<l when ho 
came to visit mo in an exponsivo motor 
car, and mode a prolonged oxarnination 
of me with tho iniiiulest caro, 1 felt still 
more keenly that my fuui pcnco a week 
did not justify it. As somo salvo to 
conscience, I detormined to give him 
tho loast trouhlo possible, and so 1 
carried out all his instructions to the 
letter, took my modicine punctually, 
and, indeed, did everything in my 
power to mako his task light. 

At last it was over. “ 1 hope, doctor, 

I haven’t boon ton much of a nuisance 
to you,” 1 said aj^iolugotically to him 
at his last visit. * * 

“ My dear fellow,” ho oidslaimod 
brightly, “you’ve bpsn positively an 
ideal patient 1 Why, you really deserve 
toboilll” 
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THE CHILDREN’S GYMKHANA. 

It was tho man in the wliilo suit wlio organisal Uio 
Children’s CJyinkhana for us, as ho or^janised nearly overy- 
thin;' olso tliali hcljKtd to niako pleasant oiir stay in tho 
Swiss valley. The project, once started, leapt and bounded 
towards success. Then) wore no std)Scriptions. Kohody 
went round with a list and olTeml to make you a Vice- 
President for twenty francs or a incinhor of tho (Joneral 
Connnittco for ten frtincrs, or a full nit'nil)or of tho Associa¬ 
tion for five francs. Indeed, there was neither General 
Couunittco nor Association. The man in tho while suit 
waved his wand, invited a fi’iond or two to luncheon, and, 
lo, tho Chihlien's Gymkhana sprarif? into vif'orous existence. 
Of course it was )ind<‘rstood that tliero wei’o to ho prizes — 
pi'izos for both sexes and all a^cs of childhood lihci'ally 
interpretisl to include hoys and {{iris of fiflo'*n. When once 
this givat fact of prizes had been grasjreil a tremendous 
oxciloinent ircgan to sectho throughout tho valley, and all 
sorts of possihlo competitors sot to woi'k lo train and 
practise. There was a sensible diminution in tho receipts 
of tho tea-shop. I’or several days cakes of all sorts lay 
under a dreadful ban. Csikes with cream in them were hold 
up to special exociiition as being “ bad for tho wind.” An 
incautious Swiss roll might easily take an inch or two olT 
your high jum)), and “ throe-eyed Hick " {our pet name for 
an agrcuablo sort of jani biscuit) would bo sure to ruin any¬ 
body’s chance for tho girls’ throo-lcgged race. No sterner 
exhibition of tho true athletic spirit has over boon seen. 


At host tho givat, tho wishod-for day ai’rivcd in a gor¬ 
geous panoply of sunshine, and tho nations began to gather 
together on the field of j)rf)woss. There were Hnglish 
children, American childi-en, Prencli children, Dutch child¬ 
ren, Itussian children, German children, Dolgian children, 
a Babel of conflicting tongues and iiivo)‘sifio<l animation, all 
hold together and ro<iuce(i lo oixlor hy tho man in tho whito 
suit and his select band of stewards. A jollier or a moro 
oagei’ ci'owd could not bo met any whoro—this at least was 
the opinion of tho proud and anxious parents who sat round 
the coui'so in variotis positions of vantage and shouted 
polyglot encoui'iigomonls to their young braves. J)iinitri 
and J'jlienne, tho sturdy sons of a Colonel in tho Thau’s 
body-guard, wei-o there; thoi'o, too, wore J'ldgar, Arthur and 
Ijowis, frosh-faco<l representatives of British boyhood, and 
John aged six and Billy aged fivo, who woro lo compote in 
tho race (eighty yards' handicap) for children over five and 
under ton, and who now wore eyeing one another with a 
jealous interest, each computing tho athletic points of his 
sturdy rival. There woro two Peggies and two Betties. 
Nancy and Bosie and Joyce )ind llelen had entered for 
most events. Nancy and Bosie niu poetesses in their off 
moments, but now they woro thinking of their feet rather 
than their rhymes, and indeed showed a most stublmm and 
pedestrian determination to excel in bodily effort. And, 
finally, tboiu was our little French friend, “ The Blob.” 


“ The Blob ” is a great character, a veiy round and sturdy 
little boy of twelve, in shorts and stockings. His face is 
plump and smiling, his body is thick-set, his legs are those 
of a conqueror. Good nature and friendliness shine from 
him ns light shines from tho sun, and his tom|)or is imper- 
turhahlo. Ilis real name is Lo Poix, but, when first he 
arrived at tho tennis courts seeking a game, somebody, sco- 
,ing him, said, “Who’s that funny little jolly blob of a 
fellow’/,” and the name, taken up by tho Knglish boys, 
whose sworn friend he has Irccome, stuck to him. Now it 
is, “ Blob, will you make up a four ? ” or “ Blob, will you 
lend me your racket'/ ” and tho little sportsman has accepted 


his name comfoi-tahly and without a shadow of protest. 
Ho too, ns I say, w.as there to defend tho honour of his 
nation and to show what flan really means. Ilis efforts in 
the high jump wero magnificent. He l&okcd like a foot¬ 
ball filing gloriously at the bar—which, by the way, was 
a string weighted with a tennis bull at either end. * “ The 
Blub” did his bo-t, hut a tall youngster of fourteen from 
llailoyhury proved too much for him and everybody olso. 


Splendid, too, was the race for girls over ten and under 
twelve. They got away to a capital start, but soon strung 
out. They tore round tho course, their hair stroaming in 
tho wind, so many comets unpredicted by Kki*t.f.r or 
Hai.lry, until at last the Peggy comet gleamed to the 
front in a panting spurt and won tho desperate race. Other 
oncounters, too, there wero, and, for diversion, wo had a 
throo-leggeil race and an ogg-and-spoon race. Never wore 
beheld such complicated falls as tho throe-legged race 
provided. It is a marvel that any limbs sumved unbroken. 
Tho two ])oetosscs, securely bound together and thundering 
along liku two young Clydesdales tiirnod out to gross, came 
through thoir slialtunxi rivals and carried off the double 
prize. As for the ogg-and-spoon nice, I need only say that 
the oggs woro mercifully madn of chalk. Otherwise the 
course must have been converted into an omelette <i Vherbe, 
a Gai'gantuan omelette fifty yards long by ten wide! 

All this time tho organiser of victory, tho Cabnot in tho 
whito suit, was, as it seemed, in every part rtf tho field, 
planning, ordoi’ing and executing with a busy vigour that 
assured success. And near tho middle of tho course, at a 
table, sat a kind lady having at her feet a largo box con¬ 
taining tho pi'izos. These she allotted as tho sports wont 
on, sciocting for each event tho pai'ticular pn'zo which she 
thought would ho most acceptable to the winners. Thus 
every winner w.as delightetl when at last tho distribution 
came. Indeed it seemed to be a magic box, inexhaustible 
in appropriate prizes, so that, whon all the firsts and seconds 
had been satisfied, there still remained consoliition prizes 
for nearly all the rest. Wo wound up a memorable cosmo¬ 
politan day with chesers for everybody, including three of 
tho best for tho man in tho whito suit. it. 0. L. 


SPEYSIDB. 

A i.ANo full of the lilt of running sti-oams. 

The Highland scents of peat and whin and fir, 
Tho crested hills like giants in their dreams. 

The light airs, heather-sweetened as of myrrh, 
Tho golden sunshine flashing out in gleams 
And all the clouds astir. 

A place whore many things may dwell and hide 
The little Brownies, timorous of the din 
Of mortal men; dead reiver-folk who ride 
Abroad o’ nights; a kelpie at tho lynn; 
Witches and warlocks—ay, and more beside, 
May find a howff herein. 

A land where faery' fancies have their wills— 

A gallant land besides, where you and I, 
Calling a truce with books and briefs and bills, 
Tarry a space to cast tho luring fly. 

Or walk in wariness upon the hilu 

That small red birds may die. 


The Temptation. 

“(liocer'R Porter; wantod a strict T.T., who will be libctiiUy 
treated."— Freeman’t Journal. 
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HIGHER TRAINING FOR 
BUSINESS. 

Under lliis heading The Daily 
Telegraph discusses the scliotne ol a 
well-known omporiuui for a course of 
special education, with scholarships, 
for shop-assistants. Heartily approving 
the idea, wo give below some suggested 
points from the examination papers. 

MaTHEMATIOAD. 

(1) If one woman takes 2^ houi-a to 
match one piece of silk, how long will 
six men take to buy twelve ties? 

(2) From two shillings subtract “ one 
eleven three'* giving the answer in 
terms of (a) actual money; (b) customer- 
traction. 

(3) State the rules of reduction. 
How can an article whoso usual price 
is 6s. be reduced to 6s. 3d. ? 

Literarv and Historicat,. 

(1) Explain, with speaker and context 
“ The remnant of an army." 

'* A sale, a sale, we ara saved! ” 

(2) With what famous events is tho 
Paris Louvre associated in your mind? 
At what period was tho custom of 
presenting toy balloons drat instituted ? 


(3) Write a short essay on “ Counter- 
irritants.” 

Geneual. 

A customer ontei's a shop at 11.15 to 
buy a packet of pins, and leaves at 
12.30 having purohasod a sable coat. 
Trace her progress (with diagram if 
necessary)._ 

ONCE UPON A TIME. 

Advance. 

Once upon a time there was a little 
lioy who asked his father if Nero was 
a had man. 

" Thoroughly bad," said his father. 

Once upon a time, many years later, 
there was another little hoy who asked 
his father if Neko was a bad man. 

" 1 don't know that ono would 
oxoclly say that,” replied his father; 
" but he certainly had his loss felicitous 
moments.” 

ss==ss=^ 

“Car No. t073 atlur colliding with tho 
Mnha Mudaliyar’s car went iig.'iiiist a Ininp 
post smashing it and also the lamp. Tho 
Maha tludnliyar, who was in his car at tho 
time, escaped with a slight thanking.” 

The Ceylmiere. 

“ Not at nil," said tho Maha. “ Any 
time you 're passing.” 


A PASSIONATE PROTEST. 

Dear Sir, —When I hoard that The 
Daily Mirror had starlotl a Woman's 
Olympic Games Fund, I naturally con¬ 
cluded it was for the use of competitors 
of my oicn ,<iex. As soon as I realised 
tho money was to lie spent in training 
our natural mcmies, my indignation 
was equalled only by my scorn. 

From experience in militant en¬ 
counters, 1 have found that men are 
fluite muscular enough, and, while 1 
have strength to lift my voice or my 
pen, women’s wages shall never go to 
holster meri’s biceps. 

No, Sir, tho whole proposition 
smacks (to use an appropriate expres¬ 
sion) of sheer insolence. On the other 
hand, if you choose to show sufliciont 
foresight as to o])on a fund, yourself, 
to train young Englishmen to darn 
their socks, make their beds and sweep 
their cigarette ash off their mothers’ 
carpets, 1 shall ho pleased not only to 
contribute myself, hut to arrange for a 
collecting-box to bo placed in the lobby 
of my club. • 

Yours faithfully, 

SriNSTKR 
(and prStid of it). 
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THE DIFFICULTIES OF BEING 
A MOTHER. 

When Eustace and Adeline came to 
us, aged throe months and very weak 
on tlioir logs, thoy cost scventccn- 
and'Sixpence, with a shilling extra for 
packing, and wo thought them very 
dear at the price. That is a year ago. 
Now Adeline is an older and a sadder 
duck. 

It happened this way. When tlio 
shiny days came of the opening year, 
Adeline made up her mind to have a 
family. She t^ok to absenting hei-sclf 
mysteriously, and one day wo found 
six greeny eggs in quite a nice place. 
The six hccaino eight, and the eight 
ton, and the ten twelve, and wo l)Cgan 
to ask anxiously whether Adeline didn’t 
consider it any part of her duty to sit 
on them. when she had iiiado it 
tliirteon, for luck, she nindo it clear 
I that she didn’t, hy hcconiing quite 
regular fur meals again; so wo took 
away her eggs and g.avo them to a 
broody hen. ’I'he hroo<ly hen had the 
tomato-liouKO to hersi'lf for tlirec weeks 
and five days, during which she never 
moved nxeejit when wo moved her to 
see Iiow the eggs were getting on, and 
on the sixtii day in the fourth week, 
towards evening, slio was rather sud¬ 
denly foiiml to he sharing it with nine 
active ducklings, who didn’t surprise 
her in the least. Ihit what was our 
heroine doing all this time’/ Well, if 
you must know, our heroine had started 
all ovt'i* again on another family, in a 
new place. 1 suppose she took a dislike 
to tho first lot, or to the first place, or 
something. .\t least, thoso were the 
thcorii»*. But Eustace or somebody 
must havo told her that she hud 
loft out the most important part, for 
this time she look her job much more 
seriously. She only came olT it once a 
day, at live o’clock pi'ocisely, and then 
we always thought she would choke 
herself, hecauso all tlio time sheuto she 
fairly screamed with self-importance 
and anxiety to bo olT, or 1 suppose I 
should say to he on. f should also tell 
you that she ha<l stopped at six this 
time; I suppose Eustace had suggested 
inodcralion. 

And now for purposes of clearness I 
shall have to speak of Family Nunihcr 
Two and Family Number One. Even 
then it is as complicated ns a novel hy 
ArnoTj!) Bknnktt. For one morning, 
at break bust time, at tho end of tho 
thinl week and tho fifth day, Adeline 
came paddling down the river with a 
perfect little flotilla, all asking if break¬ 
fast was ready. It wasn’t quite perfect, 
though, because there wore only five 
in the squadron, abd as there was 
nothing hut cast-off egg-shells in the 


nest she must have lost one on the 
way down to breakfast. The armada 
suffered another lossdirectly after break¬ 
fast. It happened like this: obeying 
her instinct to take her family to the 
finest possible pastures, she set off down 
tho river ever so far, and when she 
came back she had only four. I think 
she must have noticed something this 
time, liecanse Eustace was sent off in 
a great' hurry downstream, and he 
didn’t come back until the evening, but 
he hadn’t found anything. 

And now, reader, wo must go back a 
little and see for a moment what Family 
Number One is doing. (You remember 
—the nine.) It is being sat upon by 
its foster-mother. But what is this? 
How iinoccountahly has it dwindled! 
Yes, they all lived for a week, and then, 
whether it was that with years of dis- 
ci'etion came questioning doubts us to 
whether the broody hen really was their 
motlier or whether their house wasn’t 
so gccMl for little ducks as it was for 
httlo tomatoes, one by one thoy took to 
dying, quite regularly, one a day, almost 
as though someone had told them the 
story of tho nigger-boys. On tho day 
heforo tho Second Family’s arrival, 
Adeline'sFiiwt Family was downto two. 
•And she had never scon it! From her 
siihsoquontcondiict I imagine, if she had 
seen it, she would havo regarded tho 
wliolo thing as a great mistake. Bho 
would havo taken tho line tliat she 
didn't over mean that first lot to he o, 
family, because she had thought of a 
better one. 

It is time to say that this is going to 
ho a tragedy. It is going to have a 
Hecognition scene, just like Eiihiimukh, 
and then it is going to end in tho most 
complete and utter tragedy. But heforo 
that comes there is going to bev one 
happy scene, so you may read a little 
further. Adeline’s Bccond Family 
arrived on a Saturday, and tho next 
day was a Sunday tho first of tho iml 
shiny Sundays. You should have seen 
her with that Second Family! Eustace 
look himself off for tho whole day; 
1 suppose ho felt ho hud done as much 
tho day lieforo as could ho reasonably 
ex[>ectcd of him. Sho was as happy 
with tho four of them and as pleased 
with 110*0611 ns though four was the 
perfect number and she had taken great 
pains to trim it down to four. Sho 
dived, and tho four dived, sho went 
ashore and cleaned lioi'sclf, and the four 
went ashore and cleaned themselves, 
and then she sat and just looked at 
them in tho sunshine whilo they chased 
tho water-spiders who were enjoying 
their own little day. Wo preparcil the 
scene of confrontation. There were two 
ducklings of her own flesh and blood, 
swimming about, in spite of their throe 


weeks in the tomato house. But, bless 
you, Adeline gave one. look at the bank, 
where a great clucking was coming 
from, and decided that it was no wonder 
a motlier like that had such hideous 
little children. She wouldn’t have 
anything to do with them. The recog¬ 
nition scene had been a failure.' « 

All that day we said at intervals to one 
another that if their life was going to 
bo a short one it bad been merry 
anyhow. Tho next morning thoy were 
still four. They ate their breakfast as 
usual. In the evening |hree littlo 
bodies were high-and-dry in some thick 
scum whore the fish-net is, and Adeline 
was looking surprised to havo only one. 
I suppose she had obeyed those instincts 
of hers again and taken her family to a 
perfectly splendid pasture which hod 
choked three of them. I don’t think 
sho noticed anything seriously wrong 
until the next morning. Eustace (who 
had turned up again, looking not quite 
sober), and she and it were taking 
breakfast together. Now I must intro¬ 
duce you to Jack llearnc. There is 
nothing irrelevant in this; ho is not tho 
Middlesex bowler; ho is a heron, and 
that is his proper iiatno in this county. 
Before this fatal Tuesday I should havo 
introduced him to }ou as a tamo heron. 
Now it is impossible. For .(gck Ilcurno, 
walking past on tho way to his own 
breakfast, finished off Adeline’s Second 
Family at a mouthful. Wo think, we 
like to think, it was u mistake on his 
part. Herons will act so rashly. But 
that doesn't bring back Adeline's 
Second Family. Shu finished her 
breakfast and turned round and dis¬ 
tinctly noticed it had gone. Her grief 
is terrible. Wo don't think sho would 
hav.i noticed anything wrong if .Tack 
llearnc had loft her with her one. But 
now sho sits all day on tho river-bank 
and refuses to be comforted. 

You will notice that this is an almost 
perfect tragedy because there is the 
clement of hope left at tho end. For- 
tinbrus and Horatio, of her First Family, 
still live. Will sho ever recognise them, 
or will she go on mistaking them for 
chickens, until, taking heart, sho begins 
her own task of motherhood all over 
again? Wo do not know; wo only 
know that we do not any longer think 
seventeen-and-sixpenco too dear for a 
pair of healthy ducklings raised suebess- 
fully to tho age of three months, even 
with tho addition of a shilling extra for 
packing. 


The Latest Continental Slight. 

‘' Sunday. Morning service at Croiithwaitc. 
Canon Bawnsley kindly pilots us to Shelley’s 
grave.” —British Weekly. 

And thoy got back from Borne in time 
for the evening service. 





Septeubeb 17 . 1913 .] PUNeH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








n 

11 


J 



111 


igfl 

1 

1 

1 


MTSmi 


INTENSIVE CULTURE. 

flcienlijlc Chiclceit Farmer. " Vkr, you wfiik niaiir. Tiik fii.trrrd and u'i;i) watkh, tiiu ki.rutkic kanb and thk iiot-waikii 

FIPB PP.RCIIRS didn't HKRM ID TOUCH ’UM ; THK l<'llKNC]I COOKINO, THK (IllXMOPHONK DDIIINO MKAI.K, AND THK CINKMA ON WKT DAYH 
LRFT ’km COI.D; RUT IIV (iKOHHK, OI.I> MAN, THK URNS DO APPUKCIATE TH \T MDVINO KTAIIICASR. SiNUK JTS INKTAI.I.ATIUN THi: KU(t 

outw;t has incueakkd 90 pkm cknt.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(IJij Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

What J cliiofly felt about With Drums UnmuJIleil (Mim.s 
AND JiooN) was that it was tlio work of an author with a 
conskleniblo ffift of cx])mKsion, much charm of maniior, and 
(hero at least) insulliciont mattor upon whicli to employ it. 
h. A. Bukuksk gives upon tlio litlo-page no indication of 
BOX, l)ut 1 will make a hold shot for it that the wi itcr is 
feminino. Her title itself—at first somowhat ohscurc—lias 
roforonco to the military practice of marching hack from a 
funeral to the acsompanimont of somo lively tunn. Thero 
is indeed a pleasantly service atinoiphcro about the whole of 
the simple talc, which concerns the life and mild loves of a 
group of persons stationed at Gibraltar. Tiiero are two 
heroines, the young army nurse who tells the stoiy, and 
Susan Pickle, the country-bred nursery-maid of Major 
Tracey’s little daughter. Each has her romance, that of 
the former running so uneventfully smooth a course that 
the author has been forced to fret it with quite the thinnest 
and most artifleial misunderstanding that 1 ever i-ememhcr. 
Susan's is a dilTorent affair; she is indeed far the most 
clearly individualised character in the hook, and her devotion 
to the unworthy cad whom slie loves is told with a sympathy 
that makes me expect considerable things from Ij. A. 
BuiiOESs in the future. For the present, however, she has 
written just a mildly pleasant tale, one that may be gently 
enjoyed noth by those familiar with the lifd it describes and 
those to whom it is strange—the fonner for choice. 


Mr. Nkvinson’s 7','.<*«//« in liehellion (Nisiurr) are con¬ 
cerned with all manner of vital things that divide sorious 
folk, from war to tlio hunger of the ])oor. It is a gallant 
little honk such as might ho ux|'>ucted from one who has 
taken his life in his hands in sundry quixotries of the last 
twenty odd years. 'I'lioro are two keynotes. Ono from 
Gok'I'IIE: "For myself, I am happy enough. .Joy comes 
Ktrcaniing in upon mo fiDiii every side. (July, for others, 

1 am not happy." The other is contained in the parahiu of 
“ The Callish,” which servos as the fimt of the essays. Now 
the catfish used to ho put in the tanks of the East Coast 
fishing boats in order that his lively and stimulating activi¬ 
ties should keep the cod in lioallh, which else were ohsorveil i 
to fall torpid and arrive for market flabby and unwholesome. 
Mr. Nevinhon is an excellent catfish, a genuine rebel radical 
with o])inions cut to no mere party pattern, lie pours out 
a line scorn on the complacent type that welcomes rebellion 
—after the succAjssfiil event. For himsolf ho is content to 
he champion of all unpopular causes, of all subject peoples. 
This very consistency of his attitudo is a defocl of his 
generous qualities. He secs life too symmetrically, as a 
matter of sheep and goats in their divided pens. I'or in¬ 
stance: “Do tho people call the tune of ^leoco or war? 
Not at all. The ruling classes both call tho tune and pocket 
the pay." Whatever of truth is hero needs quiililication. 
Mr. Nevinson never qualifies. He knows enouf^t of war 
to hate it and has hope of some mocjification of present 
insanities along the lines of Mr. Angru.!h well-kimwn thesis. 
“ It will become either civil war—tho most tcrnldo but tho 
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finoat kind of war because some principle of the Iiighost 
value roust be at stake before civil war can arise—or it will 
bccoroo a combined war between the classes of various 
countries between whom there is a feeling of syropatliy and 
common interest.” And this sentence involves a good deal 
of what is most cbaracteristic in the thought of tliis lalter- 
divy rebel. There are many good things in this book, grave 
and gay. It is really a compliment to the author to note 
tliat the grave are the more effective. Most of all I would 
commend “ The Heroine,” some extremely apposite thoughts 
concerning b'nouKNcn Nioutinoat.k, to those wlio have the 
tompcramoutal liatrcd of now things. 

“The most dreadful and baffling of all the unsolved 
murder mysteries in Hnglisli criminal annals,” of which 
The Loihjer (Mkthukn) is said to suggest a solution, is, 1 
take it, the pcrformanco of the once notorious but now 
almost forgotten Jack the liiiTEit. Had the learned author 
: thought of her ingenious explanation at tho time, no douht 
! she would have expressed it in a letter to tho Tress; and 

some wouhl have said it was--- 

probably right, othcra that it X- • - '' "I - 


pronaniy rignt, oincre inai; ii . v ^ '' 

was certainly wrong, while! ' \ X% '-X \ -"t"-—1-, 

all would have ahusecl the! "j . .fi-' _r ‘‘'1 •' Tl \ ' \ ' A \ r 

Police for not thinking of it - '' ' U Z* | J 


----- - . ^ . , 

and no one wordd have 
known how much truth was 
in it, except Jack liimsclf. 

! Hut correspondence on tho 
subject being now closed, 
thero was nothing for it but 
to revive tho mystery in a 
fictitious parallel and to solve 
that. 1 wish tho author had 
set about her business in this 
onlor, instead of bursting 
out with tho solution in tho 
first chapters and leaving 
tho mystery to state itself 
subsequently. Myself, 1 am 
always ready to lake part 
in a really good mu^er. 


if tho highest And sailed straight into a lurid squall 

rise—or it will Of mutinous oaths and rousket-b^— 

ICS of various You know the typo ? Whenever, I say, 

sympathy and A story of this kind comes my way 

es a good deal All else is abandoned, and down I sit 

of this latter- And then and there 1 am on to it. 

is book, grave People, period, place of tho quest 

luthor to note Tho author may settle as ho thinks best, 

)t all I would Hut, whatsoever the form it take, 

osite thoughts One proviso I always make— 

who have tho Tho find, when tho questors do unearth it; 

Must bo something that’s really worth it. 

tho unsolved And that’s where Hamilton Diiummond’s tale, 

,1s," of which Winds of God (Paul), seems to fail. ‘ 

solution, is, 1 It’s told with charm; thero are thrills enough; 

ions but now The heroine's tender, the hero tough; 

earned author Tho bravo ship's company lacks no braw'n; 

.into, no douht Most of their numlier are deftly drawn, 

ho Press; and Hut tho paltry sum that they fetch away's 

--A scandalous slur on tho good 

X-, : , "I - *•' V ■ — —'' days. 

1 - A \ - • ? 'if' ' & Piftoon thousand! Good 

!-■' r '- --:'. - -1'^ M/'i f kf Why, I'm 

I - "I 11^ nearly that for this 

i 1 ^ ^ *•' fyW! trifling rhyme 1 

J- r / ilfSWp Ilutnhly I bow tho knee to 
I I yy PHnjjl>OTT.S J at 

V •--• /' throw up tho .sponge 
BJ^ ' i.' confess that, although 

BSfe ~ J yiAl&'hs li - ho seems to find no diflieulty 

' writing fresh talcs about 

Dartmoor, J. am on my beam 
RinlS avoid repetition in 

~ Ill-—"-- criticising them, Piftcon 

■ * short stoiics are contained 

inTheOld Time Before Them 
(MininAv), and with such 
aw.rnnnv.n acts nw VTvn'Nrw.ofl does Mr. PHir.f,rOTT8 


■ ' V 


I If 




, , UNBKCOBDKD ACTS OP KINDNESS. , „ , 

in a really good munler, jutioa C/ksab alusviatrs tub bbfveiwxos or a woukokd t.iom, that it would not 
but 1 hivyo too much ro- soldirr iiy keadzno his CoMMESTAJtiHa to him. surprise xno in tho least to 

spect for crime to see it---hoar that ho has several 

treated thus off-hand and by tho way ; and when the reserve fifteops ready to appear in tho field. The tales are 
dastardly deed is being repeated at regular intervals put into tho mouth of Johnny Howland, landlord of “ Tho 
throughout tho book, I am more than reluctant to con- Plume of Peathers," who was both a publican and a bit of 
contrate upon tho private feelings of Mrs. Bunting, or a sinner. For althougli Johnny’s own beverage was. “ dry 
any other lodging-house keeper, or upon the homely ginger,” he practised various amusing devices to induce his 
romance of the detective who should have been wholly customers to settle down to bibulous evenings. The Old 
occupied in tracking down tho miscreant. Had Daisy been Time Before Them noitiier harms nor improves its author's 
a victim I would gladly have assisted in her matrimonial reputation, and doubtless it will provide a fund of amuse- 
affairs; but she was never within a mile of it. Instead, ment for those who are not weaiy of the shrewd sayings 
she merely gets in tho way, and, every time there is a and rather grim humour of tho Dartmoor natives, 
sudden loud knock at tho lodging-house door, it is only her ss====================== 

tiresome lover come for a puri>oso no more sinister than to 

pay his irrelevant respects. 1 was not allowed to ho present “ Tho Terriers’ team won tho toss, and elected to bat first, and the 
at any of tho murders; I was not oven introduced to one of Baicrvos, captained by Sergeant Fawsitt, won tho toss and elected to 
tho murdci'od; how then can I ho expected to say a kind b“t A™*-”— Times. 


wonl for a murderer who was not suspectoil or arrested and Se 
did not cause anyone else to bo suspected or arrested in his Tt 
stead ? 1 regret to have to add that tho author who has so tails, 
trifled with my affection for tho gruesome is no other than 
my admired Mrs. Helpoc-Lowndes. <• / 


Sergeant Fawsitt. Heads it is. Wo '11 go in. 

Terrier Captain {indignantly). I distinctly hoard you say 
ils. {Lejt arguing.) 


Whenever I road of a quest for gold— 
The kind that happened in days of old. 
When someone, finding a cryptic duo. 
Chartered a ship with a cut-throat crow. 


" Altogether ho obtained four 6's and nineteen 4*8, and his only 
mistake was when 52 Humphreys missed him in the dwp field.’’ 

Glasgow Herald. 

The luncheon interval sometimes has this effect. Though 
it may have seemed like fifty-two HuMFHBETS.to the 
reporter, it was actually only one. 







Ken>oiuAssutant(fo pm chaser of gt and putno) "Cam wb bbvo it fob you?” 


CHARIVARIA. 

Trb visit of British M P.’s to Aus¬ 
tralis does not appear to be arousing 
a great deal of enthusiasm tbeie. 
Aooording to Bmier's despatch from 
Sidney, "The British parliamentary 
Tuiton were accorded a civil reception 
at Newcastle.” We fancy they expected 
something more than this. 

At the Bussian Olympic meeting at 

Kieff the raze for the high jump was 

won by IMe. Poro\A. With supeib 

reticence we make no comment. 

•» 

The Poet Lauiuiate is said to be 
writing a poem on the approaching 
royal weddmg The fact that ” Fife ” 
thymes so easily with ” wife ” renders 
the task mote simple than usnal. 

« Sir Hobert Tree,” says The Daily 
Sketeh, •• is not what we would call a 
snperstitlons man. He baa no mascot, 
for instance, like Mr. Cyril Mande.” 
Possib^, however, he bos one like a 
|a4^>ar? 

’ f* Wl&MfSe QRttItM) bk an sddrais 


delnered at the meeting of the British 
Association, expressed the Mew that 
our food supply may only last for throe 
centuiies moie. May we, m the o'l- 
cumstances, beg all little hoi's to be as 
spaiing as possible in thou diet ? 

>C 

Suffiagettes damaged the bowhng- 
green of the South Crojdon Club last 
week by burning the woida ” Volos for 
AVomon” into the tuif. The lumour 
that this has produced many conveits 
among the members lacks confirmation 

The Durban correspondent of The 
Standard tells ns that the performance 
of ” ismet ” by Mi. Obcab Asche’b com¬ 
pany there has been causing trouble. 
It IS obviously not 0 K. 

'* A Householder ” writes us a word in 
favour of the cinematograph. Foi the 
second time in his life, he says, he has 
had to carry a drunken and struggling 
cook out of his house. On the first 
occasion, which happened about ten 
years ago, a huge and excited crowd 
coUeoteo. Last week, however, the 
inddent attracted htUe attentbn, 
paisefstby meedy imagining that aj 


omomato^ph lohearsal of L’Enlive- 
mint d'TIeUne was taking place. 

I 

Cartels with flap pockets have, we 
lead, been invents by an Amerioan 
hosieiy manufacturer to aid women in 
carrying lowelloiy or money. We 
understand that, so long as slit skirts 
are the vogue, pick-pockets will not 
lodge a piotest against this new con- 
tn\ance. „ 4 , 

The Bev. Bo\d Morison, of Darling-^ 
ton, pleads for moio comfort m churches, 
and suggests that the seating accom¬ 
modation miglit bo made more luxuri¬ 
ous. Uncomfoi table seats undoubtedly 
account foi mucli of the insomnia from 
which many church-goers suffer during 
the scimon. 


The Daily Express is taking the lead 
m the campaign i^ainst sensational 
head-lines. Consider, for instanc i, the 
following paragiaph in a recent issue r— 
” M Cottlon, who lives at MonUuoon, man 
a beard which u three yards tnirty inobes 
long,” 

Our contemporary heads • this quite 
simply ” Five foot board.” 
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THE REWARD OF VALOUR. 

(After a day’e ten-fishing.) 

Mother. “ T don’t thikk wk wast to kkkp moiik tiias onk on two, ('iiii.iinns ? *’ 

Tom. “IIAVK that one, MuHMV—have that one—he BTllUaCM,EU MOST." 


IN SKLF-DEFENCH. 

Ghrat Violinist Epbaks Out. 

(Special.) 

The prominenco attached to a recont 
account of Signor Gauuho’s activities as 
an agriculturalist has elicited a digni¬ 
fied and striking letter of protest from 
Mr. Boldoro-Bamborougli (formerly 
Bamberger), the famous violinist, who 
has i-ecently incorporated his father-in- 
law's name with his own and slightly 
modified the latter by deed poll. "1 
see it stated,” observes Mr. Boldero- 
Bamborougb, ■' that Cabuso is the pos¬ 
sessor of several largo estates in 
Tuscany, including twenty farms at 
BeUosguardo; that he is building an 
art gwery in the eighteenth-century 
style to house his collection of statuary, 
and that another of his country houses 
is surrounded by sixteen farms, each 
containing a piano. 

“The Mvious inferenoe to be drawn 
from this statement' is that such 
prosjierity is exceptional in a musician. 
This is nothing less than a slur upon the 


noble profession to which I am proud 
to belong. Jjoath as I um to obtrude 
my personal affairs on tiio public—not 
only from my own ingrained aversion 
from advertisement but in view of the 
fastidious self-suppression of my wife, 
n(e Polyxena Boldcro, and my fallicr- 
in-law. Sir Pompoy Boldero, F.B.8.L. 
—I have no clioico but to make known 
the following facts:— 

“ My property includes an estate of 
5,000 square miles in Now Guinea, a 
rubber plantation in the Solomon 
Islands, a mine in Alaska, an elephant 
ranche in Central India, a deer forest 
in Suthorlandshiro, a tobacco farm in 
Tipperary, and fifty farms in Norfolk. 
The management of the latter I keej) 
under my own supervision, the pro¬ 
duce including thousands of tons of 
tomatoes, turkeys, Bombay ducks, 
milk from the cocoa-nut plantations, 
broad beans from the Broads and 
many thousands of gallons of goose¬ 
berry wine. I think it only right to 
add that not only is there a cottage 
piano on every labourer's holding, but 


that every cow-hyro is fitted with a 
pianola and every pig-sty with a 
gramophone. 

“ At my rrsidoneo, Bamborough 
Towel'S, near Thetford, there are thi-oo 
butlers, fourteen footmen, thirty-six 
best liedrooms, and twenty bathrooms. 

“ My silver swimming-bath measures 
ninety by fifteen yards. 

“My press-cutting room, which is 
decorated with porphyry columns, with 
a ceiling painted by Skuhmi'nd Goetxk, 
is the largest in the world. My press- 
cutter Is an M.A, and Litt.l). 

“ 1 fool it necessary to repeat, though 
it is most painful to mo to do so, that 
my father-in-law is Sir Pompoy Boldero, 
F.R.S.L., whoso name is a household 
word in the most fashionable salons 
of Mayfair. 

“ It remains to bo added that I am the 
only >'iolini8t of world-wide distipqtion 
who is the father of triplets (Orpheus, 
Beethoven and Paganini), and luis 
been kidnapped .by Nihilists, serenaded 
by Amazons, and parlit^Uy eaten by 
cannibals.” 
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TUP umuncn wir»TftDv difficult: I examine him minutely and observe 

THE WINuED VICTORY. Macbeth has performed his pet trick him to Iw alive, and the repugnant 
The question is. What becomes of too thoroughly. At last, however, I truth is forced upon mo that he is not 
the mosquito when you are hunting drowse away, again to be galvanised sud- merely drunk but drunk with my blood, 
for him ? (I say “ ho," although, of denly into intense vigilance of dread by That purple tide is alcoholic; and his 
course, there are supportoi's of the the bugle shrilling an inch from my oar. intemperance has been his ruin, 
thoo^ that mosquitoes are Militants. And so once again I got up and once There is only one thing to be done. 
But I know he is a he, and 1 know his again the post vanishes into nothing.... I liave no paltry feelings of revenge; 
, too: it is, for obvious reasons, Tlio next time 1 don’t care a soldo if but his doau: 


But I know he is a he, and 1 know his again the post vanishes into nothing.... I liave no paltry feelings of revenge; 
name, too: it is, for obvious reasons, Tlio next time 1 don’t care a soldo if but his doaui is indicated. The future 
Macbeth.) ho is there or not, I am so tired; and must be considered. And so I Ipll him. 

This is my procedure. I undress, the rest of tlie night is pass^ in a It is done with the greatest ease. He 
then 1 put on a dressing-gown and half-sleep, in which real mosquitoes or makes no resistance at all, but merely, 
slippers, and, lifting the mosquito cur- imaginary mosquitoes equally do their while dying, salutes me with my own 

X _xl_ ^ __ 2 _ 2-1- 1.1_1 TX 2_ x_ I _ /a xI_ 


-v,| 

' w 


blood. It is odd to hawe it thus 
spread before one. 

A good .colour, I think, and 
get up, feeling no triumph. 

Then, going to the gloss, I 
discern a red lump on my aris¬ 
tocratic nose, hithei^ my best 
feature.... 

P.S.—^Tbere is no cure for 
mosquito bites, all the chemists 
of the world to the contrary. 
There is not oven a lenitive. 




tains, I place the candle inside --blood. It is odd to hawe it thus 

them on the bed. Then, with a spread before one. 

the closest scrutiny, I satisfy ’ A good .colour, I think, and 

myself that there is no mosquito ^ r get up, feeling no triumph. 

inside, as indeed Bleanora, the ^ ' Then, going to the gloss, I 

handmaid, had done some hours sY discern a red lump on my aris- 

earlier, when she made the bed. ^ c ^ v. tocratic nose, hithei^ my best 

“.Af<ento,nMnfa,’’Bhe had assured AN/H feature.... 

me, as she always does. None B.S.—^Tbere is no cure for 

the less, again I go carefully i j ^ . )Ip mosquito bites, all the chemists 

round it, examining the net for the world to the contrary. 

any faulty hanging which might \ \ 1 i ■ i ^ V There is not oven a lenitive. 

lot in an insect ascending with ^ If _ 

malice from the floor. _ - g 

This being done, I creep I ' M THE CURTAIN'RAiSER. 

through, blow out the candle ^ discussion raised 

and go to sleep. 'vX recent substitutioii at a 

I have slept perhaps an hour V a West End theatre of variety 

when a shrill bugle call, which 'A/ turns for the usual first piece is 

1 conceive in my dreams to be /// f mBSBSltk f being briskly maintained. One 

the Last Trump, awakens me, f A B~ | writer in the Press claims that 

and as I awake I realise once f '/ // ~i- 'i | it should surely be possible for 

again the melancholy fact that I % /// '■ the dramatist to invent some 

it is no liost Trump at all but I M // v means by which the interest of 

that there is, os there aiwa;^s is, \f/ // _divided as to 

a mosquito inside the curtains. be enjoyed by late arrivals, no 

Already he has probably bitten matter at what period of the 

mo in several places; at any cost action they take it up. May I, 

ho must be prevented from biting ^ as a writer of many oue-oct 

mo again. I sit up and feel my i~r ^^ playSf respectfully put forward i 

face all over to discover if my y ' / my proposed solution of this ' 

beauty has liocn assailed; for W/'i/ ^ ' ''I/' •. ' * problem? On a system of 

that is the thing I most dread. // ^, y. - y equable exchange it Is frankly 

(Without beauty what are wo'?) / ( ' ^ ^ ^ borrowed from the music halls. 

I lie quite still while I do this, Oub babbbb takes up gabdewso. The essence of the idea is a 

straining to catch his horrid song---- - - time-table of the leading situ- 

ogain; and suddenly there it is so near worst, and I turn no hair. And then, ations in the curtain-raiser. Thus on 
tliat 1 jduck my heiul swiftly, nearly some years later, the blessed day dawns reaching his stall all that the fashion- 
ricking my nock in doing so. and another Italian night of misery has ably ta^y spectator has to do is to 

Tliis confirming my worst fears, there passed; and, gradually recognising this consult his watch, refer to the cor- 
is nothing for it now but to lift the bliss, 1 sit up in bed and begin to tear responding time on the programme, 
curtains, slip out on to tlio cold stone I away at the fresh poison in my poor and be at once e» rapport with the 
floor, light the candle, and once again hands and wrists, which were like dramatic TOsition. What could be 
go through the futile but necessary enough to a map of a volcaiiie island more simple ? I call my proposal the 
movement of locating and expelling a in the Facilio yestei-day, but now are You Can Start Now" system, and 










Oub babbeb takes up gabdkiiino. 


'k \ ’ V CURTAIN-RAISER. 

^\t Sin,—The discussion raised 

recent substitutioii at a 
V s West End theatre of variety 

'’''jl' turns for the usual first piece is 

I being briskly maintained. One 

^ ~ ^i_r 1 writer in the Press claims that 

^ —1 - ^1^ I it should surely bo possible lor 

"; the dramatist to invent some 

a—.—* - V means by which the interest of 
jl his play can bo so divided as to 
enjoyed by late arrivals, no 
^ matter at what period of the 

a ^ i action they take it up. May I, 

K'' ' ^ as a writer of many oue-oct 

^ Z plays, respectfully put forward i 

/ ^ my proposed solution of this ' 

.. ' problem ? On a system of 

- ^ equable exchange it Is frankly 

, borrowed from the musie halls. 

iKMiNo. The essence of the idea is a 

— --- time-table of the leading situ- 

And then, i ations in the curtain-raiser. Thus on 


TOsition. wnat coma be 
lie? I call my proposal the 


mosquito. 

That there will bo none to expel, I 
know. 


“You Can Start Now" system, and 
poignantly more so. am confident that it only needs to bis 

And suddenly, as I thus scratch, I tried to be generally adopted. An 
am conscious of a motionless block example is enclosed. 


None the less I crawl about and speck on the curtain above mo.... 
peer into every comer. I slmko the It is—yes—no—yes—^it is Macbeth, 

clothes, I do eve^thing that can bo I agitato the gauze, but he takes no 

done short fit stripping the curtains, notice; 1 approach my hand, a move 
wliich I am too sleepy to do. And ment which in his saner moments hi 


wliich I am too 


moments he 


then I blow out the* candle for the would fly from with the agiliW of 
second time and endeavour to fall asleep eleotrioity; he remains stilL He is 
again. * either dead or dazed. 


Yours, etc., 

Pbaoticaii PtArwBiaHT. 

"Half an Houb." 

A Farce in One Act. Every evening 
at 8.15. 

8.15.—Frank, a young dramatist, 
land Dora at home. They have no 






money. They therefore live in a dila¬ 
pidated and inconvenient Hat, built 
close against the footlights, and 
famished with any old rubbish from 
the property-room. 

8.18.—^Frank explains to Dora that 
ho bos an enormously wealthy uncle 
who imagines him to lio still a bachelor, 
and so cannot be applied to for aid. 

8.20.—^Frank goes out to offer his 
play to managers. 

8.22.—Dora, alone, explains to the 
furniture how sorry she is that Frank’s 
enormously wealthy uncle imagines him 
to be still a bachelor and so cannot be 
applied to for aid. 

8.25.—She finds a paper saying that 
many bu^laries have been perpetrated 
in the neighbourhood, and gives way to 
comic alarm. [N.B. There is a scream 
somewhere here which will tell you 
where you are.] 

8.30.—^Enter the enormously wealthy 
uncle, who asks for Frank, and takes 
Dora for a house-mud. 

8.82.—^Dma takes him for a burglar. 
[NJB. The unde has ^hite hair and 
spate, so if you airiTe at this point you 
will not oonfuse him with Ftuk.] 


8.35.—^The uncle kisses Dora, whom 
he greatly admires. 

8.38.—Dora shuts uncle in the coal- 
collar. [The door on your left out of 
the drawing-room is tlio coal-cellar. 
The one on the other side leads to the 
street.] 

8.40. —Dora is frigliteneil again. The 
uncle bangs on the door (r,.). 

8.41. —Frank [brown hair, no spats] 
enters by the right-band door, and says 
that his play w’ould bo produced if only 
some rich patron would provide the 
money. 

8.42. —Dora is pathetic. There is 
no more banging, so you will know 
when she is Iwing pathetic. She 
again laments the obduracy of the 
uncle. 

8.43. —^The uncle resumes banging. 
Frank is startled. Dora explains that 
it is a burglar. 

8.44. —^Frank lets out the uncle, who 
enters with his coat inside out (because 
of the cool) and his face black. 

8.44|.—Explanations prestissimo. 

8.45. —^The uncle promises to finance 
Frank's play. Dora joins their hands. 
Curtain. 


PEACH. 

VViiKN the holidays aro over. 

And to Eastbourne, Westgatc, Dover, 
Mother’s darlings by the trainful 




o to spend the autumn torui in 
Schools like “ Cliff House” or “ Bt. 
Erniin - 

When no longer wo're appealed to 

e Tor our sin.s) to bowl or field to 
ittlo hoys who think we play so 
Very rottenly, and saj' so— 

\Vhen the shouts which for a while lent 
Horror to our homo aro silent. 

And we realise it’s true that 
There’s no need to say, “Don’t do 
that ”— • . 

It is then that I confess you. 

Are a blessing, and 1 bless you, 
Folkestone, Eastbourne, Westgato, 
Dover 1 » 

Yes, the holidays are over. 
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THE AUTHORS’ STRIKE. 

Thb action o{ the libraries in placing a nrodifiod ban on 
tbo circulation of certain novels bos led to an unexpected 
development. Yesterday morning tlio leadora of the Authors’ 
Union, after a silling which hod lasted all thraugh the 
night, decided by an overwliclniing majority to advise their 
mcmbuis to <lown tools. The advice was instantly followed. 
At 10 A.M. Mr. John OaiiSwoutiiv threw his inkstand, his 
penholders and three boxes of " J " nibs out of the window 
into the slvoot below, whera they were picked up and 
Bceretod by an admirer of the novelist. At the same hour 
8irGir,BEHTl’AiiKKB publicly burnt his typewriting machines 
and dismissed his corps of typists, while Mr. Aunomi Ben¬ 
nett, after having torn into twenty strips his i-elicf map of 
tiic Five Towns, put on his fur coat, entered his motor-car, 
and set off to Hampstead to join a peaceful picket organiscti 
and commanded by M r. W. B. MAxwRr.ii. Similar scones 
wero withessed in most of the novel-factories of the Metro¬ 
polis and the adjoining suburbs. The female section of the 
Union has been very busily employed in ananging pro¬ 
cessions irnd embroidering banners. Some of these am of 
a most tasteful design. One liears the words, No moro 
Mud from Mndie," surrounded by a laurel wreath. Another 
is omblasoned with un oxcollinil and terror-striking jiortmit 
of Mr. Hajjj C.\inb set in the midst of a circle of realistic 
(lashes of lightning. Below this is the ap^ieal (red lettt>rs 
on a black grouml), " Who would lie Fixie must smash 
Class B." 

The strike, it should bo stated, is not primarily diLucted 
against the publishers, but it is dillicult to see how those 
can remain neutral. Mr. John Muhray, interviewed by 
our repiesentativo, declared that ho sympathised warmly 
with the Librnrics. The strikers, in his opinion, have com¬ 
mitted a serious mistake and must fail for lock of funds. 
None of bis own men, he says, has so far shown any 
intention of ceasing work, and ho believes himself to bo in 
a position to guarantee a regular supply of all sorts of books 
during the autumn. On the other band Mr. John Lane, 
when interviewed in Vigo Street, expressed himself in severe 
terms in regard to tho rash action of the Libraries. He 
ridiculed the idea that strike pay will not be forthcoming. 
Mr. Lane thought tho public did not, perhaps, sudiciently 
appiBciato tho fact that there were two sexes in tho 
world. 

At 4 P.M. a moss mooting was hold in Trafalgar Squaro, 
which was packed with a huge crowd of prosperous and 
well-fed strikers. On tho outskirts a brisk business was 
done by tho sellers of Mr. Hall Caine's autograph, count¬ 
less specimens of which found purchasers at the starvation 
price of a guinea apiece. Afttu* Mr. A. C. Benson had liecn 
voteil to the base of Nelson’s column much enthusiasm was 
caused by tho appearance of a contingent of sympathetic 
poets headed by Mr. John Masekielo, who brought with 
him in a covered van a newly-arrived consignment of briny 
oaths and a sailor’s glossary in ton volumes. Tt was stated 
that Mr. Stephen Phillips, Mr. Lasuellks Ahebcbomiue 
and Mr. Ezra Pound had intendixl to bo pi'esonl, but a 
sudden attack of afflatus, a most distressing illness to which 
they are occasionally liable, had conlin^ them to their 
homes. All three, however, sent a message expressing 
warm sympathy with tho movement and pledging them¬ 
selves to abstain from tho publication of verso until tho 
dei^ands of the men wero conccdoil, “ We may not,” they 
WTote, ” be able to control tho poetic impulse so far as to 
prevent olirselves-from thinking in metro, but wo shall 
certainly write nothing down.” This declaration, when 
read to thotinsoting, was received with loud cries of “ Tbo 
battle's won ” and “ That finishes it.” 


When calm had been sufficiently restored Mr. A. G. 
Benson, standing on a platform constructed entirely out of 
books written by himself, opened the proceedings. It was ' 
not for him, he said, to pass any harsh judgment oven on 
the proprietors of circulating libraries. What they had 
done sjioko for itself. A wrong had been committed, and, as 
tho Bishop of Kanischatka once observed to him, wrong must 
be righted before anything valuable could be undertaken, 
lie (tlio speaker) had not road the books complained of, but 
that very fact niodo it possible for him to take an ^impartial ' 
view. Moderation was all very well, but even those whoso ; 
lives were a round of limpid tranquillity could join with | 
others who wero moved to action by a sense of intolerable . 
oppiussion. Ho had much pleasure in proposing a roso- \ 
lution pledging those present to support the strike by a ! 
voluntai-y royalty of fifteen per cent, on tho selling price of : 
their books, tbirleen to count as twelve, together with ten 
per cent, on American and Colonial sales. : 

At this point Mr. Bernard Shaw drove up in a Homan : 
chariot. Ho was closely guarded on one side by Mr. G. K. . 
Chesterton, mounted on a Suffolk Punch, and on tho ! 
other hy Mr. Hilaire Belloc, who rode a hoi-so stated to < 
have been purchased from a Fronch battery of artillery. • 
Mr. SiiAW, having i-emovcd Mr. Benson from tho chair, ^ 
proceeded to describe bimself as a martyr, but was himself ; 
immediately flung from the platform by Mr. Belloc, who ! 
danced on him, and Mr. Chesterton, who fell on him. ! 
Mr. Belloc then attempted to propose a resolution con- i 
deinning .Tudaism in politics, while Mr. Chesterton do- ' 
nounced tho Insurance Act, and tho meeting broke up in i 
indcscrihahio ccufiisioii. j 

Later ,-is reported that some of the publishei's, acting j 
ill concert with tho Libraries, have decided to import three i 
hundred American novelists of both sexes in order to break i 
tbo strike. Pickets have Ixsen sent to all the ports to per- | 
suade these blacklegs to roturn to their own country, and ! 
tho worst is feared. ‘ 


“AND THEN THEBE WAS NONE.” 

[“ Only ona com has coma to our notice,” says a daily paper, " o( a 
subiicribcr who was satisfied with his tolcpbouu service.”] 

I WAS that man. Sir, I was satisfied; 

Alone in London, nay, alone in Britain, 

1 never {prowled about my ’phone, or sighed 

(“ The office ’phono ” I roally should have written); 
Dear heaven, how could there bo the slightest hitch 
While Claribob my queen, was on tho switch ? 

1 got her every time in one, and then 

What bliss was onrs, what billing and what cooing I 
In vain might uninitiated men 
And maidens overhear our wire-borne wooing; 

In sooth, it is not' generally known 
How kisses sound upon tho telephone. 

But late, upon a day of direst grief. 

The darling rang me up and spake mo sweetly; 

Tho call was answered by my gouty chief— 

Since when my love has cut me off completely. 

Noio, Sir, tho “ satisfied subscriber ” groans 
And vehemently swears at telephones 1 


Another Impending Apology. 

“Mrs. Herbert I'ullar, in blue, with a small block hat; ktra. 
Mitchell, of (Uiwscl, in black, with an ivory and blue hat; Mrs. 
Martin White, in a white suit and small block and white hot I ” 

• The Queen. 

Why this note of exclamation ? A corrospondent who saw 
tho hat assures us that it was quite Ml right. 
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“ I WAST COBSETS SUITABLE FOB OOLF.” 

The terx tuieo, Uauae. Tiiev allow fbee pi.ay of this 

FECTOBAU8 MAJOB AND THE LATI8BIEVS DOlUlI AND DON’T INTEU- 
FEUE WITH TUB DIOITATION8 OF THE 6RBRATU8 HAONUB.” 


I iris'. 


“liUT IH IT A IIBAI.LY OOOD IIAIB-RESTORKH ? ” • 

" Well, Madam, I cam assure you that mv old college 

FRIENDS, I.ADV DUMPSIIIRK AND JjADY lA SPIKFINiiTO.N, .ILWAVN 
USE IT, AND YOU KNOW WHAT HEAUTIFUL HAIR TJffiY HAVE. A 

BIO BOTTLE, Madam? Thank you." 
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ON SIMON’S STACK. 

IliiJi shophoi'ds, hard north-country 
men, 

Bring down the haa’ing blockfaco 
droves 

To market or to ahoaring-pen 
From the high places and the 
groves— 

High places of the fos and glod. 

Groves of the stone-pine on tho 
scree, 

Lone sanctuaries where we have said, 

“ The gods have been; tho gods may 
bo I” 

'Mid conifer and fern and whin 
1 sat; the turf was warm and dry; 

A sailing sprck, tho peregrine 
Wheeled in the waste of asuro sky; 

The blue-grey clouds of pinewoods 
clung, 

Tlieirvauguai-d climbed tho hoathei 7 
sjoep; 

A teme^with lolling tongue 

Blinked in my shadow, half asleep. 

• • 

The Legitfi’s Way shone far beneath; 
A javelin white as Adria's foam, 

It gleamed across dai% leagues of heath 
To Borne; to everlasting Borne; 


Likewise from Borne to Simon’s Stack 
(That *s logical, at least), and so 
It may havo brought a Huntress back 
On trails She followed long ago 1 

I watched my drifting smoko-wreaths 
rise, • 

And pictured Pagans plumed and 
tense 

Who climbed the hill to sacriiico 
To great Diana’s excellence; 

And—“Just the sort of church for me,” 
I said, and heard a fir-cone fall; 

Tho puppy bristled at my knee— 

And that was absolutely all. 

A queer thing is a clump of fir; 

But, if it’s old and on a hill. 

Free to that ancient trafficker, 

Tho wind, it’s ten times queerer still; 
Sometimes it's filled with bag-pipe 
skirls. 

Anon with heathen whispering; 

Just then it seemed alive with girls 
Who laughed, and let a bowstring 
sing I 

Yes, funny things your firwoods do: 

They fill with elemental sounds; 
Hence, one has fancied feet that fiew 
And the high whimpering of hounds; 


“ A wind from down the corrie’s cup— 
Only tho wind,” said I to Tramp; 

He heard—stem down and hackles up, 
I —with a forehead strangely dampJ 

Wind? or the Woodland Chastity , 
Passing, as once, upon Her way. 

That left a little dog and me 
ConfoundM in the light of day? 

A rdbbit hopp^ across tho track; 

Tho pup punned with shrill ki-yi; 

I asked him which, when he came back; 
Ho couldn’t tell—no more can I. 

eas==s=a=3 

“Ilitherto the record year for the four 
months from May to August has boon 1911, 
but this summer 75,000pooplo in excess of that 
number landed on the island.’’ 

Liverpool Evening Express. 

Making 76,911 altogether. 

“Stolkn Post Omci Safb." 

Daily News. 

We are glad that the missing pmt-ofiice 
has been traced at last. We were 
really getting quite anxious. 

“Wartbo _Oood Oenoral Servant for 

Hampstead, London. Oood home for willing- 
girl with good oharahano.’' ^ 

Mvt. ta “ Barmouth OountyMvertiser.'* 
Useful during a 'bus strike. 
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A TEST CASE. 

At tho Central Criminal Court, before 
Ikfr. Justice DAiiniNO and a Special 
Jury, Goor^e Duncan (thirty), who f'avc 
his address as Hanger Hill, Maling, 
pled not guilty to tlio charge tliat, 
at Muckio Brighruc, N.D., ho liocl 
wickedly and feloniously broken a 
valuable I'ccord, the property of Alex¬ 
ander Sanders Hlshioner Cattanach, 
commission agent in Glasgow. Owing 
to the exasperation of public sentiment 
in Muckio llrigbrao and tuljacent parts 
of Scotland, it had been dcomed ex¬ 
pedient to inniove this case to a calmer 
utmosphei-o, and Mr. Justico Daut.ino 
consented to preside, on receiving a 
hearty and unanimous requisition 
signed by the Press Association and 
other eminent news agencies. The 
Special Jury was composed of six 
minor golf professionals, and the 
amateur champions of tho South- 
West of Ireland, ilohemia, J<last liut- 
landshire, Buganda, Bessambia and 
St. Kilda. 

Mr. Marshall Hall, K.C., who 
prosecuted, hod objected to Jahbs 
Braid, Thomas Ball and John Henry 


Taylor .as jurors, on tho ground that 
they hod been accessories before, during, 
and after tho alleged oflcnce. They 
were acccmmodatcd in the well of the 
court, which was free from ciuitial 
water. The court was crowdetl, and 
Mr. Justice Darlino explained ut the 
outset that if anybody laughed before 
he, the learned Judge, came to the 
point of a juke it woidd be necessary 
to have it- the court, not the joke 
(loud laughter) instantly cleared. Mr. 
K. E. Smith, K.C., appearoil for tho 
accused. Tho Provost of Muckio Brig- 
brae held a watching brief for himself 
and tho Publicity Commilteo of tho 
Muckio Brigbrao Town Council. 

Mr. Alexander Sanders Elshionor 
Cattanach said in evidence that ho was 
tho holder of the record which the 
accused ha<l broken. He luu! acquired 
tbo record—a 72—six ycai's ago, and 
with any ordinary luck it would have 
been a 70, two full brassio shots having 
stopped on tho lip of the hole. Though 
ho did not know tho accused personally, 
he believed that Duncan had a grudge 
against him, for two years ago ho had 
attempted to break complaincr’s record, 
but had failed to get under 72, Now 


Dunenn hod gone bock to Muckio Brig* 
brae, and by going round in 07 hod 
broken complainer's recoixl and made 
it of absolutely no value as a family 
heirloom, and totally usuIchh to com- 
plainer as an asset in tho commission 
biisincKis. As a consequence of Dun¬ 
can's conduct witness's orders had 
already fallen 30 per cent., and he was 
now seeing managing-clerks instemi of 
principals. He would losu by Duncan’s 
conduct socially as well us in his busi¬ 
ness. Ho had boon known among his 
friends ns Brigbrao Cattanach, but they 
UKOil that name now in a jeering way. 
^lon who used to take a third from him 
now wantcil to play him level. This 
was u serious matter for any business 
man in tho West of Scotland. 

Mr. F, F. Smith {to vilness). You 
say you made this record six ycam ago. 
Had you any witnesses'/ - Of coir-.o. 
It was a thrco-hall match. 

Mr, Justice Daiiuhii. I’laj'cd chiefly 
by pawnbrokera,Mr.SMnH. (fjiiuglitcr.) 

Mr. Smith. Thank you, ;n’ lud. S!o 
I have heard. Now, Mr. Cattanach, 
who wore tho'other players'/--My 
brother and the assistant gioen-keeper. 
I was playing their best ball. 
















































PUNCH, Oil IHE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Septrmbeb 24.1918. 


Hr. Smith. Never mind al)ont their The Provoei of Muckle Brighrae had no intention of tmting Mr.' Gat* 

best ball. It is your ball I want to (speaking wider strong emotion). And tanach's record, a highly creditable 

know about. This appears to have I submit, my loard, that Mr. Smith one, so roughly as to cause a compound 

been a Family Bocord. disna ken whit ho's talkin’ aboot. This fracture. 

Mr. Justice DiBLim. That sounds record has stood for sax year. It has Mr. Justice DAitLXsa. He meant to 
like a domestic magazine of an iin- been of the greatest public uteelity break it gently, 
proving character. (Laughter.) to Muckle Brigbroe. It has brocht Mr. Smith. Quito so, m* lud. He 

Mr, Smith. Very good, m’lu<l. (To hunderds of golfers doon every simmer meant to go round in 70 or 71, as his 
witness) Do you ^mit that this was to see if they couldna gang roond in professional friends did. But in his 
a Family Record?—It was our Family sooventy-wan. An they’ve aye come own words, “The ball would not Tceep 
Record until the accused broke it. back, wi’ tbeir wires an’ faimlies, to out of the hole.” My client' had no 
Mr. Smith. Don't quibble with mo, bae anithcr lick at it. An’ noo this animus whatever against Mr. Gattanach 
Sir. You say that the witnesses of lad Duncan has come breengin’ in wi’ or the Town Gouncil of Muekle Brig* 
this atblotio triumph w’cro your brotlicr bis saxty-seeven—fair ruination to the brae. JIo is willing to giveian under- 
and an assistant grccn-kcepcr. Did boose-lottin’ for next season. taking, and so are his professional 

you tip the green-keeper? [At this point sonus commotion was friends, that in playing exhibition games 

Mr. MAitHHALL J 1.11,14. M'lud, I have caused by the return to court o/j they will in future refrain from knock- 

nover heard so foul an insinuation Johh IIknby Tayloh and Thom ah ! ing more than two strokes off the local 

made in a Gourt of Justice in the w’holo Ball, accompanied by Aluxahuku j amateur recortl, except in cases where 

course of my professional exiiorienco. IIkbv. lJuring a whispered con- j they may obtain the previous consent 

Mr. Jmiice Dahliso, Then you have sullation, in which counsel and the ' in writing of tho record-holder and the 

been much more fortunate,- - --- ----j local authority to reduce the 

record • by more than that 
number. I trust that this 
settlement will bo approved 
by your lordship, and also 
by tho Provost of Lfuckle 
Brighrae. 

The Proimt. Weel, aweel, 
tho mischcof is dune noo. 
We’ll jist need to tryst an 
extry baund o’ peoryotts for 
next simmer. 

Mr, Justice D-tuzim (to 
the jury). As nothing humor¬ 
ous occurs to 1110 at the 
moment, I suggest a formal | 
acquittal, gentlemen. 

The Foreman. Yes, my lord. 

Twice. j T . And tho jury desire to add a 

your bull twico, tliil }OU. lynuEg with mk 'b*k a koobanck to Sociktv,** menofttion thut Mr. DuncOin 

why was that ?—^Because 1-and his professional brethren 

had laid my brother a stymie. accused joined them, the Provost of should abstain from playing at all on the' 

Mr. Justice D.iBLim. ^Vhal is a Muckle Brigbrae, producing a iopy championship courses of South-West 

stymie? _ of "Funny Cuts" from his urn- Ireland, Bohemia, East Rutlandshire, 

Mr. Smith. A stymie, in’ lud, is tlio brella, was immediately invited to Buganda, Bessambia and St. Hilda, 

fortuitous juxtaposition of two balls on take a seat on the Bench, and at Mr. Justice Damlino, I shall for* 

the putting green, so that tho one once consented to do so. waixl this recommendation to the pro- 


you tip tho green-keeper? 

Mr. Mabhhall Hall. M' lud, I have 
never heard so foul an insinuation 
made in a Gourt of Justice in the w’holo 
course of my professional exiiorionco. 
Mr. Jmiice Dabliso, Then you have 

boon much more fortunate- 

than I. (Ijaughter.) j 

Mr. Smith. I ask you, 
again, Mr. Gattanach. Didi 
YOU tip this assistant grocn-! 
keeper?—Yes. I 

Mr. Smith. Ilowmucli? -j 
A shilling. (Lnid laughter.) 

Mr. Smith. Was tlint' 
beforo or after this alleged ’ 
i-ocord?—After. j 

Mr. Smith. To purchase' 
his silence, I suppose?--No. 

Mr. Smith. Did you bole 
out on every green?—^Yos, 
on every green. 

Mr. Smith. You never, 
lifted your ball?—Oh, yes.j 
Twice. ... . 


Mr, Justice Dablinu. What is a Muckle Brigbroe, producing a lopy 

stymie ? of “ Funny Cuts ” from his urn- 

Mr. Smith. A stymie, in’ lud, is tlio brella, was immediately invited to 

fortuitous juxtaposition of two balls on take a seat on the Bench, and at 

the putting green, so that tho one once consented to do so. 
nearer tho hole is in lino with and Mr. Mabhhall Hall. M’ lud, I am 
obstructs tho path of tho ball further pleased to say that tho prisoner has 
from tho hole, it being essential to the consented, on tlio advice of his pro- 
oinorgonoe of tho condition of stymie- fussiunal friends, to plead guilty to an 
factionthattbeballashouldliomomthau ciTorof judgment, and in these circum* 
six inches from each other, measured stances, and in view of the undertaking 
from tho nearest protrusion or dopros- which I have obtained from biinself 
sion on tho oircumferonce of each oall. and his friends, the Cronn will not 


Mr. Mabhhall Hall. M’ lud, I am per quarter. The accused is discharged, 
pleased to say that tho prisoner has [The prisoner was warmly congratu¬ 


lated on stepping down from the 
dock. Outside the court some 
excitement was aroused by the 
eccentric behaviour of an Aberdo- 
from tho nearest protrusion or dopros- which I have obtained from biinself nian gentleman, who grasped his 

sion on tho oircumferonce of each oall. and his friends, the Cronn will not young fellow-toumsman by the arm, 

[At this point Jambs Bbaid fainted press for a conviction. (1 joud applause.) and invited him to tea at an A.B.O. 

and had to be carried out of court I may say that 1 weiccmo this con* shop, explaining, in a burst of 

by Thomas Ball and John IhcHBT elusion to proceedings which have been generosity, "You'll can tak' iica 

Taylob, who both used the inter- conducted, so far ns tho defence is cups, George, an it ’ll no cost you a 

locking grip. concerned, wnth the scrupulous fairness single bawbee.”] 

Mr. Smith. 1 submit, m* lud, that and moderation in statement which BssssasBsaxa 

there is no case to go to tho jury. Tlio ore so oharaoteristio of my friend. , 

alleged Gajitanach record, upon wliich Mr. S.VITH. I have to thank my threatened mb tom to ^oon* 

the oharge against my client depends, friend for sonliments which I heartily lidored, tho employen, the men, and the 
itself depends upon' evidence that is reciprocate. My client is willing to mibUo, and the last is certainly not entitled to 
partly fraternal and partly venal and admit that in going round the coarse the least ooneidoration.”—i:^i?vW«r». 
altogether untrustworthy. of Muckle ^^tae' in 67 strokes be It certunly sddom gets it. 
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AN APPRECIATION. 

I GOT a good idea to-day, 

A hint that stuck and grew. 

The very thing for verse, you’d say— 
Bright, topical, and new. 

And, as I wrote, ray jest maintained 
A fine cresceiido swell. 

Until, the grand finale gained. 

It woun'd up rather well. 

Then to a noighbouring typist-maid, 
Well pleased I took my lay. 

And, being m a hurry, stayed 
To bring the linos away. 

And she my precious bantling bore 
Where other maidens wrought, 

And, through the half-closed inner door, 
I watched her; till I thought— 

“ This must bo quite a change for her 
Whom dull MSS. irk. 

Not often thus can wit confer 
Such glamour on her work.” 

And so I stood, and looked to see 
How, in this pleasant case. 

My sparkling points should presently 
Inadiato her face. 

But not so; oven when she came 
Where they most brightly shone. 
Just near the end, 'twas all the same— 
Stolid she hammered on. 

” Ah, wait,” I thought, “ that last lino 
read. 

She '11 loose her pent delight; ” 

But up she jumped, and all she said 
Was, “ Wish na'd learn to write I ” 


SHOUJ.D SHE HAVE DONE IT? 

It is possiblo that the question 
whether Leonora, the heroine of one of 
Sir James BAnniE’s new plays, should 
have murdered the man who insisted 
on the railway carriage window being 
kept open, will ho a topic for discussion 
for some time to come. The Pall Mall 
Gazette is emphatically of opinion that 
some other and less senous crime should 
have been committed, the capital charge 
being hardly suitable for comic treat¬ 
ment. And it is certainly the case 
that, had Leonora committed larceny 
or forgery, or even blackmail, instead 
of murder, there might have been a 
happier laughter inspired by tho play. 

At tho same time, for another person 
to keep a railway carriage window o^n 
when one wants it closed is a serious 
offence and merits a severe punishment. 
It is only equalled by that of a person 
who closes the win&w when one par* 
tioularly wants it open. 

On we other huid a correspondent 
writes: "Leonora did a great wrong. 
This expression of affection for her 


little daughter, who was suffering 
from a severe cold, was an unhappy 
error. I havo it on the authority of 
tho medical pross that for a cold, 
especially bronchial catarrh, fresh air 
is the omy adequate s^iecilic. I do not 
know whether Sir James Baiikik makes 
it clear that tho child was suffering 
from bronchial catarrh, but, unless he 
definitely states that it was another 
kind of cold, I think that wo may 
assume that the malady took that form. 
When the little girl got homo she 
would havo found that tho open win¬ 
dow hod greatly benefited her. It was 
a pity, therefore, that Leonora pushed 
her (mild.’s would-be benefactor on to 
tho line.” 

Another correspondent, whoso views 
are different, writes: “ Every morning 
I have the misfortune to travel to town 
with a man whoso obstinacy causes me 
to suffer tortures from draught, l! 


sup£)ort Leonora heartily in her action. 
My only criticism is that a better 
victim might have boon found.” 

A third writes; “ But was it munlor ? 
Tho man wanted fresh air, and to that 
end ho kept tho window oiien. Leo¬ 
nora, being an intelligent woman (tho 
autlior, I think, makes that fairly clour), 
argued that ho would havo still more 
frosli air if tho door also wero open, 
and for his good sho opened tho door. 
A littlo further contemplation (it was 
but tho work of a moment) caused hor 
to concludo that tho lover of fresh air 
would find more outside tho door than 
in tho carriage. Sho, therefore, acted 
for his good.” 


“ Mr. Frank lloskingg, of BathUhlton, was 
reserved in a young bull olass at Dunstor Show 
on Friday .”—WeUinglbn Weekly Newe, 

No* doubt the stroiigo company made 
! him shy. 
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“A ROGUE IN GRAIN.” 

I HTOOD for some timo outnido Iho 
doalor’s shop, displacing an altogotlier 
fictitious intorosl in its altogothcr 
fictitious antiques. At intervals of five 
minutes 1 swallowed a dose of tonic in 
tabloid form. Ifinally I pulled myself 
together and wont in. 

•‘ I I'.ave come/* I said to the pro- 

E i'ietor, “ about that cliair which I 
ought." 

If I liad any romantic notion that lie 
would behave like Macbeth at the sight 
of liannuo’s ghost, I was promptly 
brought bock to earth. 

“That Chij} 2 )endale chair," ho 
amended briskly. “ Yes, Sir. You sent 
it back. I have it in the yard if you 
want to look at it again.” 

I didn’t ever want to look at it again. 
The thing was a fake. An expert had 
toll! mo so. . . . But 1 wanted its 
former owner to bo confrontod with it, 
so I followed him into the yard, hating 
him immensely. Ho had what ho iiim- 
solf might have dcscribtxl as a bow 
front and baroque features. Also, I 
know that ho' know that ho know far 
more about antiques than I did. 

But I had boan told quito positively 
that the chair was a fake. . . . 

He looked at it tenderly. 

“ As nice a article o’ fiirnituro as any 
qmlknutn could wish to ’avo in his 
library," ho apostrophixed it. 

I produced his invoice. 

“ Genuine eighteenth-century Chip- 
]^>cndalo arm-chair,” 1 road tentatively. 
“ Certainly, .Sir." 

“ I propose one of two amendments. 
Jiithcr ' gonuino twentieth • oontury 
Chippendalo chair,’ or ‘ imaginary 
eighteenth-century chair with Chippon* 
dalo and other featuro-s.’ ’’ 

I had prepared this speech before¬ 
hand, together with the cold, acid 
tone which should have accompanied 
it. Which should have accompanied 
it. . . . 

"In other W'ords,” said the dealer, 
with a deliberate straightforwardness, 
“—lot us bo plain about it. Sir, if you 
please—you mean that I’ve sat my 
’and to that invoice, thereby ^xirpotu- 
ating a fraud ? ’’ 

“ Oh—or—I didn't moan that, ’’ I 

{ irotestoil. “A—a mistake, perhaps." 
>ash it all! If it was I who was mak¬ 
ing the mistake, my attitude was an 
awkward one to get out of. I oughtn't 
to hare condomnod him unheard. 

"A mistake 1” ho exclaimed scorn- 
.fully. "Mel But I see what it is. 
You’ve,been got at by one of those 
’ere * experts,' ‘aven’t you. Sir? ’’ 

"Well—er—a friend of mine,” I 
said. "Be knows quite a lot about 
antiques. At least ....’’ 


"jT know, I know! These 'ere 
amochor experts! Como now, sir, 
what did ’o tell you was wrong with 
this piece '! Before I alter the invoice 
I ’ope you’ll substantiate your state¬ 
ments asperative to its authenticity. 
Under English law oven a antique’s 
innocent until proved guilty.” 

He was rallying me in a humorous, 
indulgent sort of way, and I felt an 
awful worm. But 1 had to say some¬ 
thing. 

“ 'iho point is,” I began, " Chippen¬ 
dale never mode a chair like that—cr 
—did ho?” 

" Perhaps not another like that. Sir," 
said the dealer gravely. "Of course, 
that chair’s a rarity—and charged for 
according, 1 adinit.’^ 

There was no doubt the man was 
honest, or ho'd never have said a thing 
like that. 

“ I see,” I said. " I sw . . . . The 
fact is,” I continued, by way of candid 
apology, "1 thought—I mean 1 was 
told—it oughtn’t to have an Adam vase 
in the back splat." 

“ No, it oughtn’t! ” agreed the dealer 
ecstatically. “ By all the accepted 
ideas, it oughtn’t 1 I tell you, that 
chair proves something. It proves,” ho 
continued enthusiastically," that Adam 
got his inspiration not direct from the 
classic furniture periods, but vid 
Chippendale. That chair’s what I call 
a missing link. It ’ll come to lie talked 
about.” 

" By Jove! will it really ? ’’ I cried. 
“ Well, what about the Gothic work on 
the rest of the back ? And the Chinese 
legs?" 

These hod been other counts in the 
expert’s indictment. But I made it 
clear that 1 was only asking for in- 
fnnnation, I was perfectly salilfled. 

"lioih Chippoiiualo featui'es,” said 
the dealer gravely. 

“But-cr—in the same chair?” I 
queried. 

“It looks like it, don’t it? I don’t 
care for it myself—seems a mixture of 
stylos to my mind—but you can’t 
blame mo for what Chippendale chose 
to do. //id was a master cabinet-maker; 
1 ’m only a dealer.” 

“ Of course! ” I agreed. “ I suppose 
it’a the same with the feet. They’re 
Louis Quinre, aren't they ? ’’ 

" Now 1 ask you. Sir.’! ho demanded, 
" did Ixjuis Quinxe come before Chip- 
pomlale or after ? ” 

I was unable to toll him, and anyway 
there was no need. It was perfectly 
obvious that in either cose one of them 
had drawn his inspiration from the 
other. And the more incongruous the 
decoration seemed—by all the accepted 
ideas—of course the rarer it made the 
obair. 


“ Er—you ’ll send it back to-morrow 
then ? " was all I said. 

" Very good,” he replied with dignity, 
and wo returned to the shop. 

Then ho was so ill-advised—for it 
was what I dreaded, feeling that 1 
deserved it—as to begin a sermon. 

“ 'Aving, I 'ope, convinced you of my 
bond Me," ho began, " I don’t deny 
that I feel 'url by your suspicions. Of 
course there are dishonest dealers, just 
as there's dishonest gentlemen. If I'd 
licon one of them, 1 don’t deny that 
there's other features about that chair, 
over and above what you noticed, that 
might 'avo give rise to doubt. 1 don’t 
mind pointing them out. The lack of 
freedom in tlio curves, for instance— 
the modern look about the fretwork— 
the state of preservation." 

Wasn’t he carrying his candour 
rather Ixiyond the bounds of reason ? 

" As a matter of fack the lack of free¬ 
dom in the cun’es is a most useful 
indext in determining the date of the 
article. It shows that this chair was 
manufactui’ed while Chippendale was 
in mourning for the death of his partner, 
’Aig. I’m sorry about the fretwork. 
I touched it up hero and there myself, 
because it teas a bit dilapidated. I 
wouldn’t have done it if I’d known my 
wonl was going to be doubted. 1 
bought the chair off an old lady that 
’ad just discovered it in an old cupboard 
in the panelling of ’or ’ouse. That’s 
why it’s preserved so w’ell and kept 
its polish. She found Chippendale’s 
original bill for it, too, and I wish 
more than over now that she ’ndn’t 
burned it.” 

I bad been convinced, perfectly con¬ 
vinced. But now ... in tho per¬ 
sistence of his endeavour to climb the 
very topmost pinnacle of virtue, 1 felt 
that ho was toppling... toppling.... 

“ I see you ’ave nothing to say,” ho 
resumed. “I know I’ave no remedy 
against these aspersions which ’ave 
b%n made. I’m only a dealer. But 
speaking to you as a gentleman. Sir, in 
a way which 1 ’ope you will understand, 
1 make bold to say that your way of 
doing business is Not Cricket, Sir— 
Not Cricket I ’’ 

It was too much. On tho instant 
he tumbled into tho abyss of discredit. 
Again I pulled myself together, telling 
my'solf that I was an Englishman, whose 
sires had fought at Lewes, knowing that 
it was but for an instant, remembwing 
that the door was dose at hand. 

"You needn’t send the chair," I 
said quickly. " For, speaking to you in 
a way which I hope you will under- 
stana, I can only say that yottr way of 
doing business is Not Chippendale.” 
I graroed the handle of the door. 
•*Not ChippmdaU, Sir 1" 
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Perfect Ass (to coster). “KXCUSK MX ABKlMa, but waSM TOU UltliiT A UDX FBIEiCl) how do too KAKAOK to nAMB voun hat? OB 
DO TOU SlHrLT BOW?" 


ENGLAND ON TUB UP-GRADE. 

It is truly gratifying to loam that 
something can already bo written olf 
the tale of national disaster recently 
recited by the Duke of Wbhthikhtkr. 
A great many championships, it is true, 
have still to bo regained, but newspaper 
reports during the past week show that 
a splendid beginning has already been 
made. Not only has a now world's 
record for the 100 yards (Admirals’) 
been set up, but a number of other 
competitions held at various centres 
afifo^ convincing evidence that the 
charge of national decadence is to say 
the least promaturo. 

At Tunbridge Wells last Friday the 
annual sports of the British Bathohair- 
men was held with resounding success. 
The great event of the day was the 
I threh-mile bath-chair slow rase with 
octogenarian patients, in which regard 
is hM not only for the time occupied but 
the comfort of the persons propdled. 
After an exciting race the prize was 
awarded to Jonah Gawmer, of Byde, 


who completeil the distance in 3 hours 
27 minutes 331 secs, without a single 
jolt. We understand that the Amalga¬ 
mated Society of British Bathchairmen 
have forwarded an application to the 
Olympic Committee for a grunt of 
£ 10 , 000 . 

The inter-county mooting of the 
National Wasp-Sliooting Association 
passed oil with great iclal at Yealmpton 
last Wednesday. The shield, presented 
by the Worsliiptul Company of Bee¬ 
keepers, was won by the Devonshire 
team, who used the new cyanide of 
potassium pop-gun with deadly oiTect. 
The Olympic Fund Committee have 
unanimously decided to award a grant 
of £15,000 to the N.W.S.A. 

The annual meeting of Merry-go- 
round proprietors took place at Clacton- 
on-Sea on Saturday. Tlio competition 
for the most sonorous steam-organ was 
won by Messrs. BoUovor and Gedge, 
of null, whose organ, fitted with a 
Parsons auxetophono, was distinctly 
I audible at Bishop's Stortford, Lowestoft 
I and Beccles, while Messrs. Mailing and 


Vamper’s organ, driven by a Frenoh 
Gnome engine and fitted with a Gorman 
saxopliono, failed to carry further than 
Frinton and Tliorpo-lo-Soken. The 
endurance prize for passengers was 
carried otT by Albert Snoilland, of 
Turnham Green, who completed 7,300 
revolutions before being removed in an 
ambulance to the Cottage Hospital. 
A special grant of £500 has oeen 
made to Mr. Bnodland to enable him 
to continue his training. 

"A dariutf rubbery was diwovorod at tho 
Bolton Art Ciallery yeslorday morning, a 
I>ictiira by H. Vurinaii, enlillod ‘Tho Old 
’Utillial,’ having boon cut from iU framo and 
taken away. A areond picture, ' Tho Evening 
Brink,’ by Ridiiey Cooper, was found in a 
ccllor."—Bflify Mirror. 

We should have expected to find the 
old 'cellist next to it. 

* • Tho island had dwindled to a more |)orch for 
soa birds ‘200 yards long by perhaps .‘>0 Brood.” 

Mr. Hasil Tluniison in ‘‘ '4’fle Times." 
This perch is one of those rods, poles 
or perches, apparently, of which they 
iold us in our youth. » 













PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Sbptehbbb 24.1913. 


i>uc PI AY Unfortunately tho interest of all this something, I think, from Mrs. Fatbicx 

AI inc ruAT. largely academic. The author’s CampurijIi, but also, I fear, from lesser 

" Interlopbrh.” theories might intrigue us, but not the models. She might be a great actress 

If a young autlior wants something personality of his puppets. I, for one, if she could koop away from the stage, 
on which to llosh his satire-tooth he found so little attraction in the wife— Miss Wkkuem as had an 

could hardly choose a safer subject than I and, of course I was not meant to uncongenial pai‘t,but that did not excuse 
Eugenics. The public is not likely to I find much—that I entertained no con- her staccato manner. Of the rest. Miss 
have its most sacred feelings lucorated' corn whatever about tho issue. Gvvynne Hehhkut, as Margaret Chis- 

by ridicule of this latest religion. On | Indeed there was only one brief liolm’a mother, was adorable, and Mr. 
tho other hand, he must not expect i interlude in which 1 felt that I was MAnoEsoN gave a clever little sketch of 


to be uproarious. Indeed, the picture of | tisation of an idea. This was when I hinted that the fun to bo got out of 
Jack Chisholm protesting against his j Mr. Campbeli. GuotjAN introduced a a satire on Eugenics was not likely to 
wife’s absorption in tlio two lieolthy! delightful breath of reality into tho very be uproarious. Yet tlie sulyect clearly 
children ho had given her, and her nog-i minor part of a Scotch election-agent lends itself to a certain salacity; and 
loct of all further interest in him as lover j who mistook tho candidate’s mistress tho suggostivonoss of the dialogue in 
and comrade, was quite a serious one.! for his wife. the Thml Act, where the wife’s sister. 

For ho was bound to souk consolation in j Tho practical methods of Mr. Norman a brazen dapper on the eve of inarriago 


tho love of some other woman 
whoso “life he could fill”—a 
much more vital thing, in his 
eyes, than tho mere begetting 
of sound children. 

And it is with just such a 
companion that wo (and his 
wife) find him in tho Bocond 
Act against a background of 
Italian lake. Tho discovery— 
rather crudely constructed — is 
irksotno to him, for he has an 
incuiahlo taint of conjugality. 
Boturning to Ijondon, ho is 
intulo to confront his wife in 
full family concIave-~a sceno 
that recalled Mr. Btanbev 
Houohton’r Hiiulle Wakes, but 
with a change of milieu that 
made it iiopelossly improbable. 
Hero, in an eloquent tirade 
addressed to the secretary of a 
Eugenio society, a lady-friend of 
his wife’s, he declares himself 
sick of all this enthusiasm for 


at. 


tho younger generation and tho IjOVER. almost to ^i-fcctioii. To those 

Wl""? -and in moments of bitterness 

What hod posterity done to ' m j j company__ 

deserve his consideration ? A civilised Tuevor wore well suited by the rather whocontond that the ideal play would bo 
woman hod higher duties to her husband unroinantic part of the husband. When ong in which tho actors wore not per- 
and to society than tho bringing of a man has to explain to his mistress inittod to speak, this show should be a 
bouncing oiTspring into tho world. If; why he doesn’t want to return homo, pure joy. Never was better acting 
that was the sole end of her existence \ and is mode to express himself in those done by Mr. Een Webster, Mr, 
she might just as well—and oven Iwttcr j ponderous terms: "I shall havo the Charles Maude and the rest of the 
—be a savage or a cow. Ho declines! daily irritation of living in an alien cast, oxi^lent right down to tho tip of 
to return to his homo, and settles in a | atmosphere,” I would just as soon hoar its tail. For with no words to say 
bachelor's flat, keeping up his liaison Mr. Tbevor say it as anybody else. they had to rely on gesture and facial 
with discretion. To those who recalled Mr. Dennis expression—tho true tests of the actor 

But tho atmosphere of London differs Eadie’s performances in Mr. Gals- —and these they employed with the 
from that of an Italian lake and does wuiiTiiy’s Justice and other strenuous most commendable economy. O. S. 

not encourage irregularity in tho life plays, it was something of a shock to - - - ■■■■ 

of a wndidato for political honoura. find him, ns the wife’s brother, in tho »Thero was n large attcnd.anco at tho Hollo- 

Chisholm hteks, too, tho Bohemian r6le of a casual cynic, saying smart way institute, Stroud, on Tuesday ovouing, 

suirit and a natural gift for impropriety, things with here and there a word of when Mr. H. Pago Croft, M.P., gave an m- 

His mistress — urn vraie amoureuse, worldly wisdom. Indeed at first he '““lor the auspices of tho Imperial 

who can easily replace him at a pinch- seemed a little contemptuous of his part Thrchainlum referred to tho objects and 
recognisos that ho still hankers after and had an air of insincerity; but this work of the Imperial Mission, and extended a 
domestic fblicity, ai)d so, in the course wore otT and one grew to believe in him. cordial to Mr. Ctott.”~OloiKe$ler*hiie Echo. 
of the usual interview between tho Miss Miriam Lewes, in the part of Ho should havo waited till after tho 
two womet^ she surrenders him to C’Ais/iofm’s lover, showed strong natural speech, when it might havo bocq 
bis wife. gifts of gesture. She has learned wanted. 


(playi^ with great gusto by 
Miss Rihdon), discusses tho 
relations of married people, 
vastly tickled tho pit. 

On the whole 1 should liko to 
compliment Mr. IIabwoou on 
what 1 understand to bo his 
first production. If his work 
improvos as his play improved 
in the coureo of its progress, 
his success should bo assuied; 
for ho has many wise and happy 
thoughts in his hcoil, if ho can 
only find the right o.\cuse for 
their utterance. 

“The House of Temi’Eri.ey.” 

I have just assisted at a 
most delightful Cinematograph 
Exhibition of Sir Arthur ^nan 
Doyle’s popular drama. As a 
play of action (pugilistic) it is, 
of course, admirably suited to 
tho new art which the Ijondou 
Film Company have brought 
almost to poi-fcctioii. To those 
—and in momenta of bitterness 
I havo been of thoir company— 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learnt Clerks.) 

I THINK [ sliould like Thorley TF^iV (Smith, Er.DEu), if for 
no other reason, for the unique personality of its villain. 
As a matter of fact thora are several other reasons, but 
Craddock remains the greatest. I question if Mr. K. F. 
Bknson has ever done tetter character-drawing than this 
of the mcan-soulcd, middle-aged egoist. The delightful 
thing about him is that even at his wickedest he is never 
wholly free from some quite human lapses into nice feeling. 
He is in short a real peison and not a malevolent machine, 
os are so many of the nauglity in fiction. I can't toll you 
all of what he does, because that would te to give away the 
whole interest of a somewhat slender plot. But his occu¬ 
pation in life, and the main source of his comfortable 
income, was speculating in genius. You take me 7 If there 
wore new men with plays or pictures going unrecognised, 
Craddock would encourage them by taking an option on 
their future output at a figure that his business acumen told 
him would become exceedingly cheap. Amongst others 
for whom ho did this was the painter, Charles Lathan, who 
was BO grateful and lovable that, even while ho swindled 
and Blandci*cd him, Cradilock could not help a seci-ct 
admiration for the boy. Another of Craddock's speculations 
was Frank Armstrong, the dramatist, whoso fortune he 
made, and who wasn't in the least bit grateful, but detested 
him for it in a manner that was eordiaUy returned. 
Perhaps you don't yet see where the villainy comes in'/ 
For that you must read the story itself; you wdll find it 


a simple tale of well-observed characters in a delightful 
riverside setting. And, if you also find, os I did, that your 
sympatliics are not wholly on the side of wronged virtue, 
that will not perhaps lesson your enjoyment. 

In tlio detective story the author's business is to make 
mystery and yours to unravel it if you can. You are being 
played with; but you know that it is a game of hide-and- 
seek in which you are invited to join. In The Devil's 
Garden (Hutciiinhon) Mr. W. B. MAxwKnr, plays by him¬ 
self; ho has a secret and keeps it for over two hundred 
pages, and it is only when he shocks you by the sudden 
exposure of it that you tecomo aware that tliero over was 
a secret at' all. You wore given to understand that a cer¬ 
tain man hotl died by accident, whereas ho had really lioen 
murdcrod; but the murderer had found suflicient trouble in 
the infidelity of his wife (palliated after tlio mui'der which 
avenged it) to account for most of his subsequent heart¬ 
burnings and eccentricities of conduct; and so the reader 
harbours no suspicion. Now 1 should not complain of 
Mr. Maxwkll'h having his fuu to himself—the prosiicct of 
making tlio nuider jump with surprise; the joy of indefi¬ 
nitely delaying that surprise. But I do complain that in 
the meantime ho should not have provided us with a little 
more entertainment to go on with, since wo could have no 
share in his own sport, aloof and Olympian. J^or, to be 
candid, there are in the centre of the Ixiok vast tracts of 
dull country; trivialities that seem to contribute nothing of 
any purpose; chapter after chapter that be^n with nuj 
ominous air of promise and lead you nowhere. The 
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exeelleDli snUptition U tbs dpentbs pages may wa^ 

m^taoau^tiwof adfantat^; an^ow,I bad to baeontent "to lloirlycimtinna Nmu walk,” ^io vt«j 
with a irecy iaaatMly»aiudy^ of obaraoMr, for nothing and "totoaw and then make some nmatks,” in ^\, . ... 
fortiier haj^ns till the venr end. These is, it is true, a mens that I have ouUed bom its pages, and there itiay lie 
most dcitnatio aeooont of the process of the murder and others, though I think not, for I have read it with Um cue 
the paratysing tenor that followed; but this is all merely that it deserves. Apart from these instances of hw femioiife 
retroapeotiTB. The author could not at the same time have defiance of modem convention, her book is singu^y bee 
the fimof keeping his murder a secret for yeats and years from blemishes. In writing the atom of Cboiiwb1i1< and 
and also the satisfaction of thrilling us with suspense over OhabiiBS I. it would be very easy to adopt a partisan s^t^ 
the immediate action of it. That danger she has successfully avoided. The fwiiu^ 

Mr. Maxweli, does not tiouble himself much about his and virtues of the two characters are plainly and buny 
style, which is simple and inornate, he relies upon an stated, without any tendency to over-muon blame or praise, 
nuinohing realism, and seeks to create an atmosphere by Another striking feature of her story is that, as far as I can 
iiuistenee on details whoso cumulative eitect is moie recog- see, every single character in it is historical; there is thus 
nisable than the method of thoir selection. The DemVt nono of the contrast between real and imaginary persons 
Oarden is a book to bo read twice; once for tho suroriso which so often jars in books of this kind. Conversations 
and once for appreciation of the author's irony and his and thoughts she has, of course, invented, but so skiKully 
clever handling of circumstances now first seen in thoir and with such fine taste and such enlivening touches of 
true significance. And if tins review is bound to spoil your sound, colour, movement, atmosphere, weather a^ evmt 
surprise, well, you con omit the first reading and go straight smell, that they always seem to he the real thing. I con- 

on to tho second. i- —-gratulate Miss Bowen on 

■- having made a human and 

oiiginal story out of material 
so well-worn. At the same 


on to the second. 

PriictUa, the heioino of 
Mrs. Alfbed Sinawick’H 
new novel. Below Stairs 
(Methuen), is a delightful 
person, and it is pleasant to 
me to think that there arc 
Priieillas to be found m| 
almost every household; it 
is also agmvating to me toj 
oonsider the numirar of Prts- 
ciUos whom, in the past, I. 
have stupi^yr omitted to' 
obswve. It 18 to be hoped 
that every head of eveiy| 
bouse in this country will 
read this book and that then 
it will be passed on to every' 
oook and then to every house¬ 
maid. Prtsetlla's adventures 
ate ni^, for tho most part, at 
aUL highly coloured (I am 
nob sure about the German 
governess and the gentleman 



UNRECORDED ACTS OF KINDNESS. 

AaravD thk Gsixkx FassniTS his ilASTaa or the Bsdchakbbb 

WITH AH ACiABUM 




urge^ her to now and then 
refioin from maltreating in¬ 
nocent little parts of speech. 


A bswildenng number of 
characters fiutter, as it were, 
th'ough the leaves of The 
Watered Oarden (Stanlet 
PauIi) and the whok story is 
conducted by Mis. Stepnbt 
Bawson in an abrupt, jerky 
style which harmonises not 
at all well with my notions 
of a “green obhvion.” Nor, 
unlras It was the rather per¬ 
ennial theme that one ought 
to do some serious work in 
the world, am I at all siue 


nob sure about the German wnn ah AaAauM ijhdohambbi ^ 

governess and the gentleman-;-;-;—;--authoress was supposed to be 

ooolOi ii Boyono has over considered that an explorer in cultivating in her arboreal plot. Flirtation, ]^tioal am- 
the Mtb of Afnoa has less homble adventures than a small bitions and the foundation of a quarterly renew, entitled 
ordiaaiysonllery-maidho will, after his perusal of this book, “TheAmphitheatre,”of advanoedand“prBoiotts”tradenoies, 


that sbranns with black-beetles, knowing that there is no retired manufacturer and she a beautiful butterfly) moved, 
one in the wide world who desires her presence, expecting The book purports to be the impressions of fUa’s senetary, 
to hear anon the sounds of her drunken mistms’s rotmii: raurden-mistress and confidante, and almost lady’s tnsi^ 
that ohapter is a fine piece of realistic writing, and it is Bethna Oak, who finally, by one of those ohanoes raw 
as dramatic as it is truthful. Especially admirable is in actual life, inherits the place in whose garden iba liai^ 
tbe manner in which Mrs. Sidowipk enables her heroine been playing the hired Pomona, and marries a bt^yoOBg* 
to experience every variety of service without stnuning army aeroplanist with a desperatdy facetious turn of mttaatir 
■coiiM^noe or appearing hasty in her development of the Belttna seems to have been a person of tBol^' 

Story. Finally, one is left with the overwhelming con- caj^ity and charm, but, somehow, I never Mb interssM 
rietfon that Mrs. Sioowick’s own sen-ants must have the in ner (I Miink the authoress to<dc mv sympaSiy tqo 
mdsb dsiightfal time. I, hope that Pnectlla realises bar for granted), and the whole novel left nw 
goo^loribm as u 1 had been in t^ mass at Hampton Ooi^^ E^ ^ 

* tile spacious lawns oj^^lew* 


Miss Mabjobie Bowen has apparently been oonsentinfl 
witii the Matte Ckqptain in Peter Pan, In her now hutfHT 
sal romfUti The Oovemor of Engtand^ (Methuen}, 
g^ts hwHSpnitives in the most mnrikos (mhioii. 
S^uUjyKad tbeme*‘ ^bo any bip. 
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Wn hear that it afforded some little 
consolation to Bay and Yabdok for 
their failure to win the American Golf 
Championship to see the victorious 
OriMKT being kissed by excited Ameri¬ 
can ladies. ^ 4 , 

*!• 

“An anonymous gift of £5,000," says 
Tius Daily Mail, “ lias licen sent to tbo 
Bishop of WiNcnKSTKit towards the 
Portsmouth Six Churches Fund. The 
total is no^r £42,000, and only £8,000 
is required." It is, of course, no affair 
of ours, but wo cannot help feeling a 
little bit curious as to what is going to 
bo dono with the balance. 

“Are Women Cluhablo?” asks a 
contemporary. Will the Dublin police 
kindly reply ? 

Herr BRHnr. has left a fortiino of 
about £47,000. Not bad tliis for a 
Socialist. 

jJ: 

The fact that one of the light cruisers 
of this year’s naval programme is to be 
called Caroline draws attention to the 
curious omission of the names Mary 
Ann and ,Taae from the Navy List. 

In view of tho fact tliat so many of 
our horses are now purchased for 
foreign armies it is, wo lioar, lioing 
considered Avhether it miglit not be 
possible to train these animals, before 
they leave the country, to desert to us 
in tho couree of hostilities. 

A dear old lady, hearing that tho 
Defender is tojiavo sails made of silk 
for tlio race for tlio America Cup, has, 
it is said, offered to present Sir Thomas 
Lii>ton's yacht with a sot of satin 
sails trimmed witli plusli, so that tho 
British boat shall not look sliabby by 
compai’ison. 

The Standard has been publishing 
tho views of authors and artists on the 
question of tho value of illustrations in 
novels. Tlio ai-tists are in favour of 
them. ij, 

It is a nice question whether tho 
translator of tlio play by Kino Nicholas 
OF Montbneoho, which has just been 
published by Mr. Evklbkiii Nash, was 
well odviseil to retain tho original 
names of the characters, considering 
that one of the most prominent of 
these is called Stanko. 

* * 

Once more—this time at Tiverton— 
a family has been saved by a cat's giving 
an alarm of fire. The dog world is, we 
hear, much exercised at the increasing 






ThOMAi 

A SUCCESSFUL TRIAL. 

[“Scientists arc rxiicriniciitiiig to iliscovoc whether plants can feel p.iin.’'- Ihiil;/ I’lijifr.] 


tendency on the part of cals to usurp! 
their functions, and a nio(>tiiig is shortly 
to be held to consider tho situation, 
which so closely rosemhies the invasion, 
among humans, of men’s rights by 
women. .. .. 

A strike on the part of piihlishcr.s’ 
bookbinders is threatened. Mr. Mckhay 
announces that liu is issuing kliss 
CiioiiMONiiBrjKv’s new novel A’o/H/f/t- 
slanding. ... 

The Ex 2 >res.i is offering a prize of 
£200 for a serial story. One of tho 
conditions runs: “Competitors must 
enclose sufficient {lostago to ensure 
proper return of. manuscript." It is 
said that a Scotch competitor has 
written to enquire whether tho stamps 


woiilil he returned in the event of his 
winning the prize. 

Our Frustrated Feuilletons. 

T. Tin: CosMoi'id.irAS'. 

Devkukix knew Boulogne Inti¬ 
mately. Three limes had he been there 
on daily trip.-i. In many ros[X)cts he 
preferi'tsl it to Brighton. 

[Won’t some one — Mr. Aimit'u 
,\i'i‘r.iN' or one of those fluent fellows 
in tho halfpenny papers - -go on with 
this’:'] 

“AsM - ’» Iiwk and lino (MUzht his'eyo 
- ' What's thii moaning of this?,’ ho asked. 
• Don't you know that your hook is illegal?"* 
* Jiaily Telegraph, 

Wo should have said something much 
stronger. 
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THE SPORTING SPIRIT. 

IjIkk to tho tar (in Cot.KRiuaE) wlio 
Contrived with {'littering orhu to frcc/.o on 
Tlio stranger at tlie wedding feast, 

I love all sorts of bird and beast, 

And cannot think wliat I sliould do 
Witiiout them -in tliu shooting season. 

lint first of tilings that fly or run 
1 love the hare to mere distraction; 

1 love him roast, I love him jugged. 

Hut host L love him lying plugged. 

When it has been my private gun 
That put his trotters out of action. 

Great is the 2 )artridgo as ho flics 
(A natural gift) across tho clover; 

Hut often, brooking no delay, 

IIo is a field or so away 
Heforo you grasp tho thought that lies 
Heneath tho Kim^ilo phraso “Mark over I” 

Good is tho jihcosanl; fully fe.d, 
lie makes a most superb ohjeclive; 

Hut so magnetic is his tail 
That it attracts tho deadly hail 
Which should have hit him in tho head. 

Where blows aro always moro effective. 

1 like tho bunny; hut ho lacks 
A sense of sport: ho swerves and dodgos; 
Seldom runs straight—tho honest plan-- 
Nor keeps tho open like a man. 

Hut, oven as your wcajion cracks. 

Enters tho low haunts where ho lodges. 

But, oh tho hare I In him 1 trace 
A nature nobler than tho rabbit’s; 

Big as his body (which is large 
And gives the oyo an ample marge) 

IIo scorns, as something rather base, 

Tho conoy's toO'Secretivo habits. 

Ho Hosts beneath tho open sky 
Just whero tho larks compose their carols; 
Kits up that you may have no doubts 
Of his iiumodiato whoimbouls. 

Then runs as straight as any die. 

An obvious butt for both your barrels. 

And that is why 1 lovo tho haro 

Hotter than all and praise him louder ; 

To mo ho re^iroscnts tho pure 
And 2 )erfoct typo of amateur, 

With whom 1 'd always gladly sham 
My last remaining jiinch of powder. O. S. 


A Welcome Change. 

"Tlio marriage arranged botauen Mr. Chailos IttVylcy and Sliss 
Violent liri’tt will tako place quietly at Motihari.’’— filatamiin. 


Important Buling by the House of Lordt. 

“ Tho Chairman of (knnmittccs : Heforo tho ^Motion to read tho Hill 
a third timu is taken, I would ask yoar Jxirdahipa to make three 
Kinall Amcndineuta, whirh T can assure you aro practically nothing 
ntoto, except in one case, than setting right misprints. Jn page 
S'i, lino 4^ tho words “to prevent ellisUually'* should read “to 
cflcctnally provoiit."— HaumrA. 

After this official pfoiiouncomcnt wo aro wondering if it is 
legal to under any circuuistaucas, and if so which, uso an 
UDsjilit infinitive. 


MINISTERIAL MISFITS. 

Mil. Winston CiiURCiiirir<, on tho occasion of his recent ! 
visit to Buckingham, has elicited a stern rebuke in tho 
current issuo of Men's iVear. Tho evidonco is unanswer¬ 
able, being that of tho camera, which shows him “ wear¬ 
ing a square felt hat, stiff linen collar with large wings, a 
bow nccktio, a loungo coat with flap to tho outside breast 
pocket, kid gloves, and trousei's which look like a cross 
between a pair of riding brcecbos and of woollen giants, 
tho pants part having largo creases at the lower Jlart of tho 
leg. To complete this extraordinary rig-out, the right hon. 
gentleman thought it a fit and proper thing to put on a 
pair of button boots. These boots are tho w^rst iniquity 
ill an iniquitous conglomeration of unsuitable clothing; they ' 
positively make ono shudder.” 

We regret to say that Mr. CiiuncniLi. is not tho only 
sartorial offender in the Cabinet. Parado.Nical us it may 
appear, by far tho greatest outrages against tho laws of 
fashion are committed by ono who ns n rulo is scriqiulously 
particular in his attire- Mr. Liii.i: Haiicourt. Jn him tho 
old saying, Corruptio oplivii pessima, rco.ci ves a now, a |Miin- : 
fully vivitl, illustration. Clad as a rulo with a meticulous ; 
corrcctitudo, Mr. Haiicourt is subject to occasional fits of ' 
slovenly eccentricity, in which he “goes Fanti” in his dress. 
Tho last time he was soi/iCd in this way was when ho was 
out grouse shooting on the Yorkshire modis. To tho horror 
of tho other members of the party ho appoarod in a pair of ; 

S flannel trousera, a frock coat and a straw hat. Woisc i 
. ho had dis()ensrd with n collar and wore a pair of white | 
tennis boots. The Baron nn Forest, who was ono of the ' 
party, was so much upset that, although a strict toctotalcr, 
ho hod to ho revived with a stiff tumbler of sal volatile and ' 
ammoniatorl quinine, while Jjord IjONSdat.e felt obliged to >| 
send a telegram of protest to tho German E.Mi>Eiioit. it is 
generally felt that the doom of tho Cabinet cannot bo long j; 
delayed when prominent kfinisters behave in this way. ! 
Only last week fjoril IIat.dank was seen at a dinner-party 
wearing a whito tie with a turn-down collar I And moi'o 
than once Mr. Samueu has been sus^icctod of wearing a 
dicky secured with a cou})lo of postago stamjis, 

. 

PICK OF THE LITTER. 

BsAOiiK puppy, a fortnight old. 

Squirming sluggishly in tho straw. 

You 're only conscious of warmth and cold 
And tho chastening pat of a parent paw. 

Fat as butter, liver and white. 

Stern and shoulder as black as jet - - 
Pick of tho litter? Porhajis they ’re right. 

Bather early to say as yet. 

Well, you coino of a worthy pair, 

Punter anil Priestess, two of tho l>cst - jj 

Punter, who’ll sing to tho lino of a luuo 
And hold it lunger than all the rest; 

Priestess, who collars tho leading plivco 
From linil to finish, from cast to view — 

If you’ve got your mother's mannera and pace, 
ilcr noso and her bone and her ribs, you ’ll do. 

Mottled baiTcl of puppyhood, 

Nuz/.ling muzzle cool and wet. 

Next year’s pride of the pack (touch wood)— 
Bather early to say as yet. 

Grim distemper may lurk ahead; 

Deadly “yellows” may lay you low; 

Perish tho thought—we ’ll hope instead 
For a possible pot at tho Puppy Show. 




THE LANDLORD’S NEMESIS. 

Pheasant {on Oie eve of the First). TIIKY ’BE GOING FOB ME TO-MOBBOW." 

Mb. Li-oyd Georob {fully armed for future events). “DIE UAPPY, BIBDl TEN BAYS LATEB 
I’M GOING FOB THEM." 

[The opening of the CnASCELLOR’a Land Campaign ia promised tor October 11.] 
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farmer (in jmsitUin of absohdf safelii, at “*(/«■«•<• /iv<," to golfer irhn /iii« ji(s< drireit). 
OUOBT TO ’it YKK DAI.I. WIIKV 1 'm AR C 1 A)KK AR TIIIK I ” 

(lolfer. “1)0 Yov know an^thin'o at au. aboi't tmi; oamh ok ooi-k?" 
farmer. “Ykb, i do. I \ya.s osci: 'it is this stomach !" 


‘’KiIK, YOCSO I'KI.I.Mt, VKIl WHS'T 


MY DAY’S PLEASURE. 

I DiHcovKiiion tlio utlicr il:iy limb ono 
could hire a inotnr-’lius. 1 iniincdiately 
took sto|>H, and on tlin followino inorii- 
ing a briglil ono drew np before llio 
door of Cliarlotnagnu I’alaco Mansions, 
nnd 1 felt tliat I was going to have tlio 
tiino of my life. 1 was not inistuhen. 

1 bad attired myself appropriately, 
and uiy sister-in-law had promised to 
come witli mo as a ])ussenger. Miit 
she is always lute; so 1 ilrove round to 
hor liouse. 

I don't mean to imply that I sat at 
tho wheel; there was a man for that 
who knew exactly what to do, and 
invariably did it—a most remarkable 
man, named Wilson. No, I simply 
mean I gave directions, and myself 
occupied tho footboard. Hence tho 
need for an appropriate costume. When 
1 say appropriate, 1 am willing to admit 
that the hat was of rather a marked 

The company, who was most obliging. 


had insisted on the 'bus's being marked 
Prii'ittc', had insisted, in fact, with a 
lirnme:S 1 was not prepared for in so 
iirliano a (lersoniige. 1, you know, had 
waidcd all thoso nice hoards, with 
names; Hampstead, liutlmal (Irccn, 
and Hyde I’ark Corner. Hut the com¬ 
pany was as firm as a lock on this 
point. It look mo several minutes to 
realise how linn he was. 

However, lots of people didn't nolice 
Private, so no great harm was tione. 
I Haller myself, if you'd heard me call 
out things like “Tottenham Coiii't 
Hoad; a penny all tho way,” you’d 
have thought 1 'd been iluing nothing 
else from infancy, ily sister-in-law, 
at any rate, said it was as good us a 
circus. Kho may have been partial or 
she may not, but that was what she 
said. 

Tho people wanted tickets; but 1 
explained that 1 was running that 'bus 
as a private venture and that I was 
giving them excellent value for their 
money, and they were soon pacified. 


Mxcept a commercial traveller, who 
was in a hurry and wanted -really did 
want -to go io Tottenham Court Hoad. 
He said ho ha<i an appoinlmont or 
something. 

“ Why didn't you mention you wanted 
to go to Tottenham Court Hoad, old 
top?” 1 asked him. 

I admitted that 1 had siiggo-slod 
Tottenham Court Hoad, and 1 was quite 
prejiared (I fold him) to go to 'Totten¬ 
ham Court Hoad, or much farther, pro¬ 
vided I could get the right sort of 
passengers. I>ul 1 ])ut it to him ; 

“ If tho public won't support you, 
what are you to do? ” 

1 called Ids atlention to the fact that 
out of a load of eight or ten souls ho 
was the only ono wlio seemed inclined 
for Tottenham Court itoad ; and I asked 
him, was it fair, was it reasonable, was 
it oven decent that his wishes should 
provait over those of an ovcrwhefiiung 
majority ? • 

Ho asked met whether 1 went to 
Hunwcll by any chance. , 
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1 knew what lie meant. brought the ’bus up with n jerk right rrrrwTJAnv r’nacTD 

However, 1 gave him back his fare; across the tram-lines. With all the JjiiJijKAiii UUDOilr. 

told him that no one regretted the inci- ! hurry and bustle around me I didn’t A mew venture of gitiat interest and 
dent more tlian I did; but with one | notice tlio trams at first, but when my attractiveness has been planned by Mr. 
passenger wanting to go to Tottenham | attention was called to them 1 saw that Goodleigh Chump, being nothing less 
Court ^Oil, another to Bichmond, and; wo were in their way, for they extended than a series of Banworthy Books, in 
several to the Nag's Head, Holloway,; in a long lino over so far; and the con- which the groat elemental problems of 
what were you to do? “You can’t ductora and driver's and people wore all life will ho troatod with a noble and 
please everybody in this world,” I' getting off and crowding round my fearless candour*. The series will start 
added as I helped him off the ’bus. | ’ims, except those that stayed behind witlr The Cotifessions of a Super-Ccut, by 
It was my prices that fetched ’em. to sound their gongs. 1 soon saw what Mr. Max Abel, in which the struggles. 
My sister-in-law—I’d better call licr would liappcn if this sort of thing went privations and ultimate triumph of a 
Bosainund at once and have done with I on—I should get flurried. guttersnipe of genius will be traced 

it—said I was putting ’em too low;' My man was sitting stolidly at the with that ruthless realism for which 
said that no one would expect to travel i wheel, just as though nothing was Mr. Abel has long been celelir-ated. 

front Hyde Park Corner to Richmond, happening. I rvent round to him. - 

vid Haling Broadway, for tuppence. “ Jxjok hero,” I said to him, “I c.an The next volume will be T/tcSoHcctttVA 
But, I said, yon never know what see what you’re trying to do—you’re of a Shtjsler. In this wonderful work 
anyone would expect in this world; trying to spoil my day’s pleasure.” Mr. Condy O’Doll has incorporated 
and wasn’t it ahout time for lunch ? I Thu upsliot of the matter was that his variegated experiences us a lift- 
Jt was at this point that the old lady I Rosamund talkcxl the policeman over boy, bootblack and sewage-fanner in 
who had said she wanto;l to go to' and put all the blame on the chauffeur. Pittsburgh and other groat industrial 
H.™..n. In In., .nilnnnlUniUnlli.lllnl. 


parley with Rosamund; . ' until f had taken a Turkish 

called her in fact, 'bath.” 

for talking to the conductor. IlL'* I , . , 

Of course 1 ha<l to interfere. ^ , Next we are promised !f/<e 

1 can be firm myself when tWONTKS 01* l.ll'J:,. .Peregrinations of a Pip- 

I «".i I «n.; ™ “■> 

with that old lady. 1 . . 'nianco by Mr. Brompton 

handcil her off the vehicle. All the chauffeur said was: klacGregor. Mr. Chump again con- 

Wo were not properly full up till “ Never again 1 ” tributes a prefatory note, in which he 

we got to Haminersniith; then there He kept on saying this till I«skod tells us that his reader fainted twice 
wasn’t room to move. You talk of him what ho was pleased to mean by it, during the poresal of the work in its 
strap-hangers I You should have seen and then ho relapsed into an unsociable original form. To guard against heart 
my ’bus. And to make matters worse silence. fairara in the case of the public, 

I kept on ringing the bell. 1 liked “ Look here, my man,” I said; “ T ’vo Mr. Chump has generously undertaken 
doing that, but 1 didn’t always do it at got a bit of a temper myself, but I’m to supply a small phial of digitalis with 

tlie right time. The motor-man stopped thankful to say it isn’t a sulky one." each copy sold._ 

once, right in the middle of the trailic. He was better after that. 

and got off his seat and came round to But the policeman, you know, made The . Land of Tosh is the gay and 

me and wanted to know what the so- himself very officious; said I mustn’t insouciant title of a volume of essays 

and-so I thought I was playing at. carry passengers, hadn’t got a licence by the witty humourist who veils his 

” It’s all right, old thing,” I said. “1 or something. As if you wanted a identity under the pseudonym of 
only want a little practice. We ’ll have licence for a sister-in-law 1 “ Sileas.” Another volume of out- 

lunch at Ealing Broadway, so hurry However, I needn’t go into that, standing interest is the budget of re- 
up and get a move on you.” Most of the passengers stuck by me miniscences promised by Mr. Mack B. 

Ho went back and got such a move like Britons. Of course I couldn’t take Lalor, under the title of Horsewhip- 

on him that ho nearly ran over a any more money after what the I^aw pings I have earned. Altogether, the 

policeman. It was partly tlio police- hod said, but we all went on to Rich- series promises to be a thumping, or, 

man’s own fault. He stood in the mond and had lunch at the “ Roebuck.” as a witty friend of the publisher’s puts 

roadjiointing out that there was some- It was a jolly lunch, but rather mixed, it, a Chumping success, 
thing the matter with the ’bus; it was of course. The landlady, at any rate, easssaBasasaMi 

infringing'some regulation or other, seemed to think so. She said the same •<>Yebtkboax’b Fool’Beoihb To-bay.” 
Worse than that (so* he said), it was as the motor-man had said: Daily XaU. 

stopping alhtlie trams. My man had “ Never again I ” Some people never know when to stop. 
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THE STUMBLING BLOCK. 

Henry was practising niblick shots 
when 1 looked in at his Hat the other 
morning, and ho had just made a clover 
recovery from the waste-paper l>askct 
as I came into tlio room. 

“ That settles it,” I said. “ I was 
going to offer to take a stroke a hole 
next Monday; now I shall want two. 
Henry, T’vo got a letter for you; the 
porter gave it to me as 1 came ui).” 

Henry took tho letter, glancisl at the 
writing and threw it on the table. 

“ 1 don’t think that's (|uito polite,” I 
said. " You should lead letters which 
1 take tho trouble to bring you. 
liesidos, Williams and I-- - That is 
Williams on tho sofa, isn't it? I low 
do you dd, Williams? Wo arc naturally 
eager to know who your correspondont 
is.” 

“ It’s from the solicitor to iny land¬ 
lord, if you want to know,” said Henry. 

“That souiuls very depraved. An 
ordinary solicitor is bad enough; a 
a solicitor to one’s landlord-- - ” 

“ You can read it if you like,” said 
Henry, an<l he gave mq tho letter. 
"He’s never very intorpsllng. And 
you can pay the rent too if you like.” 

“ Pjxcuso me, Williams,” I murmured, 
as 1 opened the letter. “ Tut, tut, 
this is more than interesting, this is 
epoch-making.” 

“ What’s tho matter? ” 

“ Jjiston. It’s fronj tho solicitor to 
tho Westminster Incorporated Huilding 
Society.” j 

" My landlord, Wibs.” 

“Quito so. ‘ DoJir Kir,--This is to 
inform you that, ns from K(!ptember 
29th next, Shakspeare Mansions is 
tho property of tho Liverpool Hstato 
Kyndioalc. Tako notico that from that 
date all rents should Ik; paid to tho 
fiivorpool I'islate Kyndicale, and not to 
tho Westnunslcr Incorportitrd Huilding 
Kocioty. Yours faithfully, .loiiN Hates.’ 
Henry,” I luldcd solenndy, “ Wibs is 
no longer your landloid.” 

“ Well, what of it?” saiil Henry. 

“ Quito so,” said Williams. Williams, 
1 ought to have said hohire, lives holow 
Henry. There is only ono other llat in 
the building, and that has been empty 
for somo time. 

“What of it?” I cried. “Henry, 
Williams, my dear friends, don't you 
see what has hap])ened ? ” 

Williams tried to look as if he did, 
but obviously didn’t. 

“ My brothers, this is what has 
happened. By a corrupt bargain be¬ 
tween .John Hates and tho Livciiiool 
Estate Syndicate you have lioon sold to 
Liverpool. For yeajs you have l)cen 
loyal to tho Westnunster Incorporated 
Huilding Society.; you have lived at 


peace under the rule of Wibs; you have 
paid your rent cheerfully-” 

“ Not cheerfully,” said Williams. 

“ You have paid your rent loyally to 
Wibs. Are you now to be roblied of 
your birthright? Are you to be handed 
over to tho domination of Liverpool? 
All we ask,” I went on with groat 
emotion, “is to remain beneath tho 
flag of Westminster; to continue to 
pay rent to the Westminster Incor¬ 
porated Hiiihliiig Society; not to be 
]>laced under tho li.ocl of a Liverpool 
landlord. All wo demand ” 

“ Why ‘ wo ’ ? said Henry. “ You 
don’t live here.” 

“ True. Hut there is a prcceilont for 
saying * we.’ K(ieuking as a barrister, 
I associate myself in tins matter with 
my clients. And, gentlemen,” I went 
on, “ there is also a precedent for what 
wo are about to do. Wo aro about to 
form a Provisional Government.” 

“Hear, hear,” said Williams. 

“ What wo propose to do is this. 
Wo propose to keep Khakspeai-e Man¬ 
sions in trust for the Westminster 
Incorporated Huilding Society until 
such time as Wibs is ready to take it 
over again. Meanwhile wo will collect 
tho rent for him, pay tho r.vtes, repair 
the crack in Henry’s geyser and arm 
ourselves against any attack on our 
liberties. My friends, are yon with mo? ” 

Williams reflected for a moment. 

“ Suppose they send policemen against 
us ? ” he asked. 

“They will never dare, and if they 
did woidd a Westminster policeman 
consent to ari'cst a follow Westminster 
man? He wotdd eat his truncheon 
rather. All wo ask-” 

“ You ’re not going to say it all over 
again?” said Henry in alarm. 

“ You ’ll ho very lucky if you. only 
get it twice,” I said stiflly. “ ,\s your 
loader in this revolution 1 do all the 
talking. When tho Provisional Govern¬ 
ment is set up I shall he your luusidont.” 

“ Then 1 shall ho tho Finance Com¬ 
mittee,” said Henry. 

“ That only leaves the Army unfilled. 
Williams shall bn our gallant army. 
I shall be )ihotographcd taking tl e 
salute from him. lie has a bowler hat 
ahvaily; all ho wants is a bandolier 
and an indemnity fund. If you are 
arrested, Williams, your family will b; 
compensated -sup])osing they think it 
necessary. Mcanwhilot what about 
lunch ?” 

“ Whoever takes tho rent wo must 
cat,” said Henry. “ Como along.” 

Tho Provisional Govommont put on 
its hats and went out to lunch. It 
returned, somewhat torpid, two hours 
later. The Finance Committee sank 
into tho sofa and the Army stretched 
itself on two arm-chairs. The President 


rested his elbow on the revolving book¬ 
case. 

“ I will now,” I said, “ address my 
followers again.” I waited until tho 
Army litul said “ Hear, hear,” and then 
went on: - 

“Gentlemen, tho time for talk is 
nearly ovei’. f spo.ak for all of us when 
I say' that wo aro inflexibly resolved 
never to pay rent to Ijivorpool. Wo 
have, us yon know, ah-oady signed a 
covenant to that ofTcct, and none signed 
it more willingly than myself who do 
not live hera and will never ^o asked to 
pay.' Khakspoaro Mansions is united in 
its resolution to remain loyal to West¬ 
minster, and so long as we are united 
our lilMitios cannot Ikj assailed. We 
have this day formed our Provisional 
Government. 1 see Iraforo me our hard- 
headed F'inanceCommittoo - asleep; our 
gallant Army—with its tie all sideways. 
We send a message to John Hates that 
wo denounce his corrupt bargain, and 
refuse to he bound by it. Khakspearo 
Mansions, I mpeat, is united-” 

There was a sudden surprising noise 
from tho coiling—-a noise like” llilchy- 
Koo." 

“What’s that, Williams? ” I asked 
quickly. 

“ The man above. He’s got a pianola.” 

“ 1 ilidn’t know there was a man 
above. I thought the llat was empty.” 

“ Ho hasn’t been in long. He’s come 
up from Liverpool, tho porter says, to 
see life.” 

“ Oh! ” This altered matters a good 
deal. Tho President left tho revolving 
bookcase and walked up and down in 
anxious thought. At last he came to his 
decision. “ \Villiams,” 1 said sorrow¬ 
fully, “ tho revolution is olT; tho Pro¬ 
visional Government is dissolved; tho 
Army is disbanded.” 

“Oh, Isay 1 Why?” 

“ A revolutionary government must 
be Avholo-hc.artod, unilc<I. It can wage 
civil wqr against tho enemy, but it 
cannot face a civil war within itself. 
1 thought Khakspearo ^lansions was 
uniU'd in its resistance to Liverpool 
and its loyalty to Wibs; but it seems 
now (hat ono-third of it knows no 
Wibs and loves luverpool. How can 
you go on in the face of that? You 
can withhold your rout from your alien 
landloid, but you cannot compel rent 
from this alien tonaut. The revolution 
is over.” 

“ Oh! ” said Williams. “ I 'll tell 
Homy when he wakes.” 

I took my hat and prepared to go. 

“ Hy tho way, Williams,” I said, as 
I oponed the door, “let me remind you 
that you are now an ordinary citizen 
again. In future, when you get into 
trouble with the police there will be ho 
compmsation.” A. A. M. 











••JIoTHun MKAii, wii.r. you bit rKiiKKcri.Y btii.i, t\>i» a 
MOMKST?’’ "(JhUTAINI.V, DAttUKO.” 


•Thanks awki-i.ly, JI/riiKii." 


LAPSES OF TIME. 

“ When (if over) yon have finisliod 
your lunch,” saiil Marjorie, “ wo have 
ail itnporUtit nicctiiif' to attend on the 
villafjo f'rien.” 

“If,” I said, drawinjf lo a conclusion, 
“ if I am to adih'oss your feudal tenants 
oil the Land Question I must iiave a 
liqueur willi my coffee.” 

Geor{{o, bo it said, thouf'h ho i.s at 
onco Marjorie's husband and the local 
squire, was at llio moment elsowlioro. 
riohiiid my week-end invitation there 
now appeared to he tliis ulterior mol ivo, 
that 1 should act as his undoi'study on 
this Saturday aflornuon. 

“ We aie duo to take part in tlio 
village sports,” explained Marjorie. 
“ They don’t really want us, but would 
lie hurt if we didn’t join in.” 

“ But I have loft my cycle and rny 
egg and tny spoon behind mo in Ijoii- 
don,” 1 protested. 

Marjorie took a largo silver watch 
from the mantelpiece and handed it to 
me graciously. 

“Thank you kindly, ma’am," said I, 
with a rustic curtsey. “ To receive the 
first prize before the race is run is to 
be relieved of all anxiety from the start." 

Marjorie took mo up quickly. “There 
are three things to remember about it. 


First, that it is a loan; second, that 
George, its owner, sets great value by 
it; thii'd, that it is a stop-watch. Are 
you to bo trusted with its manipula¬ 
tion ? " 

“ Anybody can stop a waleh,” s.iid 1 
haughtily. 

“ But the difficulty is to start it,” 
was Alarjorie’s significant reply, 

Arrivoil later at the village green I 
at once associated myself with the 
Parson aiul the Publican, who hehl f lic 
tape hetween them. They h.od little to 
say to mo, so I turned to Marjorie and 
discussed the political situatinii. “ Wo 
have Ixsforo us,” T said, in an cloijuent 
whisper, “the Church, the Jjicensed 
Trade and the Ijiindoil Interest miilud 
hy a common bund. Is not this our 
opportunity to strengthen George's 
position against the assaults of the 
Hinglo Taxer’/" My flow of words was 
suddenly intui'ruiitoil by a pistol shot, 
exactly a hundiud yards away. 

“ Arc you hurt ’/" 1 asked her 
anxiously. 

She pointed to the oniush of some 
half-dozen natives. “ Are you ready (o 
stop the watch’/" she asked breath¬ 
lessly. 

“ Quito,” said I, starting it. 

The first heat of the hundreil yards 
took four and three-fifth seconds; (o 


the next 1 wouldn’t swear; the third 
look even loss. As to the Final there 
was some ilispute as to who had won. 
When it was settled and 1 wc-s free to 
resume my particular business, I dis¬ 
covered that the time for that was 
i thrr'o minutis, forty-fivo and four-fifth 
seconds, an ampio ]ieriod wliicli was 
ra|)i(lly increasing. .Marjorie wasn’t at 
all pleased about it. " But you mustn’t 
expu'jl too iniich of mere rustics,” 1 
told her. 

Before they started the mile she took 
my watch off ino, and the villagci’s, 
liaving lost conliilence, also got another 
timekeeper of their own. Marjorie 
hlameil me very much and explained, 
with illustrations, how sinqile it was to 
work. Khe was still explaining when 
they finished the first lap of the mile. 
Un her attention being called lo this 
fact she blushed and made a sudden 
movement, on which I cummenlod as 
follows;—“ Ah, yes,” 1 said, “ it’s all 
very well starting lo timo it now, but 
you’ll find yourself in difficulfies when 
they get to the finish . . . unlass you 
cun get them to run an extra lap /or 
you.” 

When tho finish was achiovod she 
wont very straight to the other timo- 
i keeper. “ What do you make it ’/ ” said 
she, looking confidently at her own 







































watch, which, however, tlio other tiinc- 
koopor was not allowed to see. 

“ Five iiiiiiules, five seconds and a 
firth, lady," ho said. 

" Oh, well, you nmy bo rinlit," said 
she after tlio briefest pau.so. “ I make 
it fire minutes and five seconds exactly." 
And she set the watch hack at once 
to zero. The villagere wore obviously 
pleased. "There!" said Marjorie to me, 
“ that's how it ought to ho dune! " 

Fooling that the honour of Jxmdon 
was at stake I deterinini'd to retrieve 
the position. Hut there was only the 
obstacle nice left, and noho<ly seemed 
interested in the timing of that. Mar¬ 
jorie, being thoroughly pleased with 
herself, was easily inductMl to address 
the assembly in conclusion. Not till 
she was surrounded by a ring of ex¬ 
pectant yokels did she ivali/o that, 
when one rist's to make a speech, one 
is without a single friend, that even 
one's nearest and dearest are against 
one. Having begun and ended in con¬ 
fusion she turned for support to ino, 
who jitood just behind her. 

1 held tlio stop-watch prominently in 
view. “ Twelve seconds and a bittock," 
I announced in my lAost official voice, 
and for onoo the villagers' sympathies 
were with the Londoner, 


iii;m.\nhr letters. 

. Thk plays of the moment seem to 
be curiously provocative of public cor- 
ro.spnndcnce. Last week attention was 
drawn to the misgivings of certain 
memhers of Sir .T. M. B.ahrib'h audience 
(who, by the way, when next they vuit 
The Adored One, will find all their 
troubles gone), and now wo seem to bo 
in for heated discussions on others. 

Here, for example, is no loss an 
epistolary warrior than the Hon. i 
Stkimikn ConnuiDtiF. (unless wo arej 
misled hy our correspondent's stylo and 
attitude) on the track of Aiulrocles and 
the Lion ;— 

“ Sir, Mio writes) it is iiicrediblo to 
me that such a notoriously humane 
}ierson as Mr. Rurnaud Shaw should 
derive fun from the spectacle of a dumb 
animal in agony, as ho does in the 
opoinng scene of his otherwise amusing 
trifle at the St. James’s Theatre. To 
drag the King of Boasts into a piece of 
stage mummery at all is offensive; but 
to exhibit him in the tlii'oes of pain is 
unpai'donable. What kind of effect 
can a oynical display such as this have 
on a house full (or partly full) of un¬ 
thinking pleasure-seekers'/ Will it be 
believed tliat Androclee, in performing 


his operation on the poor creature's 
foot, never even dreams of an anscs- 
thctic'? Not that that woidd make it 
any better in reality, as all readem of 
my letters to the Tress are aware; but, 
at any' rate, earnest would be given of 
some .hope of alleviating suffering. But 
no, and thcra is nothing for me but to i 
givo up also Mr. Shaw, who hitherto ] 
has been wholly on my side in my war 
against callousness. Now, alas, he too 
goes." 

A ynrpos of the now musical comedy 
at the Shaftesbury', the advent of which | 
was mode such a secret hy the manage¬ 
ment and the Press, an anxious house¬ 
holder asks;— 

" Is it not more than a little tactless, 
not to say unfortunate, that the title. 
The Pearl Girl, should bo given to a 
new frivolous production at the moment 
when a great legal cose involving a 
numlmr (sixtj'-one, to bo precise) of 
pearls of extraordinary value is sub 
judice ‘I Surely any otlior atone would 
hare done as well for the purposes of 
the stage—sardonyx, chrysoprase, opal, 
chalcedony, agate ? 1 enclose ray card 
and sign myself Fair PxiAy." 

We hold over a number of letters 
from Tariff Reformers protesting against 
the title of “ The Ever Open I^r." 












































Country Cotmii (at impiilur musical comedy, which has hxd a very Iniiy run). “ How <m.v tiiohi: oiiaiiisTiiA'MKN mt TiiKitK Tiiiu>r>:n 
IT AU< WmiOCT A HMtLK'!" 

TotcnCtumn, “(!an't kav. Hlt tiikn 1'vk NKVi-'it bkk.v onb ok tiikhk 'riiiNos MonK than a ciii.'pi.k ok iii'NiiiiKn timks." 


EXTRACTS FROM THE JOURNAL| 
OF AN OSTUICII. 

Mij First Day .—J am succossfiilly 
Imlchcd. 

While my shell was yet uiihrakcn 
I had decided 1 would write my life 
history at tho earliest opp irtunity; for 
i believe few oslrichos follow a literary 
career. J am the youngest of my ci}»ht 
brotliers and sisters; and, as my sfiell 
was a thick one, I was iiatui’ally rather 
exhausted when I hiul my first pee]) of 
my family and our home. It is a 
comfortable tbouj'h unpretentious nest, 
merely a <lcnt in the ;'round, and around 
it is a sort of fence made from tho old 
shells wo children came out of, and 
some egf^s which haven’t hatched. 
Mother always lays some extra eggs, 
so that Father may have something to 
play with when ho takes his turn at 
sitting. Yes, in our family these things 
are properly divided. You see, an 
ostrich egg is so ptxicioiis, it must ho 
sat on for six weeks. Our mothers sit 
in tho daytime because their fcathoi-s 
are a greyish brown, the colour of tho 
ground, and thus they can't easily Im) 
seen by intruding liiimans. For tho 
same reason, our fathers, lieing black, 
sit at night. 

Mother says that wo chicks bod an 
exceptionally good father, for ho would i 


often take his place on tho nest at four 
in tho afternoon (thrixi hours before his 
time) so that Mother should ho able to 
tilip over tho hill and have a chat with 
tho ostrich hen who lives there and 
who hasn't any eggs to look after. 

Our Mother seems rather fond of 
society. She wears siu-h lovely feathers 
and carries her neck at a perfect angle. 

My Second Day. --1 have a tragoily 
to write of to-day. How pitiful that 
my young life should ho saddened 
almost at the outset! Early Uiis 
morning, us soon us Mother had tidied 
up our broken shells, she and Father 
look us out walking in the long gr.'iss 
quite a distance from Iioiik*. Mother 
was teaching us the right w(!c?ds to eat, 
and my eldest sister—tin' beauty of our 
family - was with Fatlu'i- a little way 
olT. We heard h'ather say, with great 
delight, that he had found just the sort 
of rusty nail his gi//ard had required 
lately. In fact, he came across to tell 
us about it. Mother, after listening 
for some time, her head thrown to one 
side and a curiously slcxqiy expression 
in her eye, which meant, 1 fancy, that 
she had heard <{uito enough about 
Father’s digestive arriuigements many 
times before, suddenly raised her head 
and, interrupting him in the middle of 
a sentence, shrieked, “Where's Pru¬ 
dence ? ” 


Father, looking rather ashamed, 
hurried back to where he thought he 
had left her; but Prudence luul dis¬ 
appeared. My jiansnts s|)cnt some 
tiniu hunting fur her, hut as they are 
both short-sighted and 1''athcr was 
conlinually discovering a dilTercuL blade 
of grass beside which he would declare 
|)usitively he luulleft her, it washarrily 
surprising that our dear Prudence's 
place was empty at lunch-time. 

My Third Day.- -Yes, 1 have decidoil 
this world is a (lisappointmcnt. There 
seems so much discord. I feared this 
tho moment I hatched, and now am 
certain. Still, one must worry thi'ough 
it somehow, I supjiose. 

Father and Mother can never agree 
whether china or old nails make the 
hette.rdigestive foods. They frequently 
spoil my sleep arguing about it at night. 

Two more of my hrotliers are lost. 
They were having a kicking match just 
outside Father’s feathers late last night, 
and we fear a jackal must have picked 
them ofT. 

Our Farmer came this morning ntul 
said several very impolito things to 
Mother when ho saw soino of us wero 
missing, just ns though it was not his 
businoss to seo wo wore prajHirly pro- 
toctcfll What ajcurious sjiecics those 
humans arc 1 I suppose wo can scaiccly 
blame tho poor things. They would 
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naturally have boon ostriches if th^ We passed a hollow which Nancy I As I took my seat the latter was 
could, but really the shortness of their pointed out, saying it would be a good | saying:— 

nocks—well, it strikes ono as scarcely site for a nost. Queer how the minds' “Mindyou—itseomedtobejusttalk. 
decent! of oven intelligent hons always run on j That's all. But the extraordinary part 

Tlirfe Weeks Later. —I have a torrihlo nosts! Slio gigglod ratlier, too. is this. Though it was quite a year ago 

OGcununco to chroniclo to-day. Bather A Few If tvA'.v Later, —Nancy showed in New York, I can remoniber practically 
and Mother have lieun plucked. This mo an egg in tho hollow. Said it was | every word that was said. When the 
is one of tho reasons wo halo all humans, /im f Very eurious. Cockney strolled into tho saloon and 

They take our beautiful feathers and A /«rt/rr.—Tho last few weeks looked round like a lost sheep on a 

give us tho Irouhlo of growing more, have boon a happy time. Nancy thinks desert islanci, 1 got luady for some- 
just so that their fumalns—who ajipar- with mo in all things. Tndy, she is a' thing <o happen. A man at tho bar 
ontly can’t grow feathoi-s themselves — hen of nxccptionaliy good taste. j spotted him in two seconds, 

may wear oum on their heads! Tho hollow is now full of eggs, and j “ • Jest out, sonny ? ’ asked tho 

Our parents look so curious without Ihero is a ring of them outside, romiiid-1 American. ' , 

thoir long wing and tail hsathers; and ing mo of my old homo and making “‘Yus,’ said tho Cockney. 'Come 

I.- 4. 1.^.1 _-.-I... *>--1 -IMI f _ . 


wo sliiill 1)0 8hockin;;l>' short of bed- mo vaguely uneasy. Hut still I could: over on tlie il/owr/fonm yestenlay/ 

clothe.s. I have registered a solemn never bo oxpcctod to sit on them. Bor; “‘That so? Well, what aro ye 

vow never to allow anyone to cut my ono thing, my logs aro too long. I goin’ to have? ’ 

feathers off. By tho way, they really A Few Hours Later. —Yes, it is as I “ ‘ I ’ll ’avo a pig’s oar,’ said tho 
are shaping very hecomingly. 1 shall feared. Nancy says T must sit on those Cockney. 

he a pretty hginn of a cock. wretched eggs all night. I find 1 en» ‘“Como again. T didn’t get you.’ 

Two Years Later. -To-day 1 met tho fold my legs; hut tho whole thing is a “ ‘ A pig’s oar. That’s what wo call 


dearest hen in tho world. 
Curiously enough, wo found 
on comparing notes that wo 
wero hatched in tho samo 
month. Her name is Nancy, 
and T found her extraor¬ 
dinarily companionahlo and 
exactly of iny own opinion 
on tho vital subject, namely, 
that irass-hoaded nails-aro] 
really tho most api)ctising. j 
Strange that a lion should 
have discovororl this 1 j 
One Day Later. —^'I’wo of' 
my sworn oncmics, tho hu¬ 
mans, camo this morning, 
drove mo into a corner of 
the fonco, and put a polo 
acrossliohind mo. J did not 


, , . , , ,, VaUIATION on THK StAIIS and STBII'KS, DP.BKI.SF.n nv A Yankkk, ,, 

acmssliohind mo. J did not kmiui'siaht, oohk mad ovkb Mu. Ouimkt'b victohy. Yus. And i like tho 

object at first os much as 1'--—|--'• ’ole town on the quiet. 

should have dono at another time, for fearful boro and will intorforo with ray New York is tho finest city ’arlside 
my mooting with Nancy yostonlay had literary work. ’oaven. And I ain’t kiddin'.’ 

made ino feel kindly disposed to all the However, evoiy ostrich to his duly, “ ‘Oh, Geo! Not so faast,’ said the 
world. But when I saw ono of tho and, at any rate, you don’t catch fno American deprccatingly. • I ’ll allow 
oreatnvos preparing to put a stocking going on to the eggs at four o’clock, tho N’.Vork is some village, hut—tho finest 
over my liead (for that is tho igno- way- my old Bathor used to do. city outside heaven ? No, Sir.’ 

minious way they treat us) T guessed {Not to be continued.) “‘Jflit I'm tollin’yor. Why, look at 


.boor in Ijondon. Rhymin’ 
I slang, yer know.’ 

I “ ‘ Hay, that’s cuto. But 
why not have a Martini 
> Cocktail ? ’ 

i “‘I don’t mind. You 
’avin’ one?’ 

I “ ‘ Sure.’ 

i “After a couplo of sips 
■ tho Cockney expressed his 
; approval thus 
j “ ‘ Well, my olo China, 
: they say there’s no bad 
, beer. But 1 ’ll lay six to 
four tho man what drinks 
this for a fortnight ’ll say 
' nil boor's rotton.’ 

I “ ‘ Ho. Glad you like it.’ 

“‘Yus. And 1 like tho 


over my liead (tor that is tho igno¬ 
minious way they treat us) T guessed 
at once they meant to attempt to take 
my feathora. What would Nancy say 
when wo mot ? Sho would never gazo 
at me again with tho admiration 1 had 


TIIK BINEHT CITY. 


city outside heaven ? No, Sir.’ 

“‘Jflit I'm tollin’ yor. Why, look at 
yer sky scrapers! Look at that statno 
in tho ’arbour! Ixiok at yor streets all 
laid art so as you carn’t make no 


at mo again with tho admiration 1 had How it was that Antonio camo to mistakes! What do yer want better 
soon in her brilliant oyos yestenlay. Bor forget himself so far as to allow a than Broadway by night, with all the 
ono mad moment I saw red, and, lifting couplo of conqilclo strangers to take beautiful lights and tlio signs goin’ in 
onepawertullimb,whilodeftlyretaining possession of half tho lahlo which, and art, and what not? 'Ihumbs up, 
my balance on tho other, I struck -but lietween tho houra of six and eight, 1 Now York, every time.’ 
only air; for tho stocking descended have learnt to consider exclusively my “ ‘ Now go easy, son. Hemombor 
over my eyes at that moment. own, still remains a inystory. His you ’re spoakin’ to a guy who was over 

Next Day. —I spent a fearful morn- lapse from duty was quite inexcusable, in Kuroira and took in your London 
ing, silting behind a bush. I felt so 1 know. And yeti havo forgiven him. laast falL Wa’al, I’ve seen some, but 
extremely undrcssctl and quite unable Bor through his neglect I am able to your Lei-coster Square and Piccadilly 
to face Nancy, oven though I wished give to tlio w’orld ono of tho most Coircus—Geo!’ 
very much to walk with her. About remarkable nanutives heard in modem “' Uh, I ain’t sayiii’ nothink against 
mid-day 1 saw hor in tho distance, times. the smoke,’ remarked the Cockney 

Heavens! She had lost her feathers tco. Both intrudera bora the stamp of tolerantly. ' Only as regards to bein’ 
1 rushed to meet her, and we spent the men about the world, and one, at least, the first City when it comes .to enterin’ 
afternoon walking and comparing notes as I hope to show, was a raconteur of for the world ’andicap I say London is 
on our awful experiences of yesterday, no mean order. one of the also's.’ . 
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•' ‘ But 800 hero. You ’ro not wiso to 
your own City, or you wouldn't talk 
like that. Wo got nothin’ over horo to 
coinparo witit your Saint Paul'H, your 
houses of Congress, your parks. And, 
Sir, tho way your trallic is i-egu-Iatod I 
And tho civility of your trolloy-car 
conductors! Above overytliing, the 
comfort of your mil-road system, and 
your rapid transit in all di-roctionsi 
Yes, Sir. You got us skinned to 
death. JiOndon is the finest city on 
this oirtli. And anyone who says 
controiry is not tho wiso guy I gurased 
you to 1)0 when you camo through that 
openin’.' 

“ ‘ What do ycr moan abart bein’ a 
wise guy’/ Can’t I ’ave my opinions 
as wdl os you? And ain’t they os 
good?’ asked tho Cockney, thoroughly 
roused. 

“‘Now cut that out, son. I don’t 
want you to git mo rattled. But see 
hero. We can settle this right now. 
If the boys are agreeable, we ’ll take a 
ballot as to which is the finest city of 
the two.’ 

“ Bight-o 1 ’ said tho Cockney,' I ’ll 
stand bv that.’ 

“yftSl, to cut a long story short, 
they took the ballot. Whereupon 
every one of the twenty odd New 


every one of the twenty odd New' was a stranger dream than mine.” 


Yorkers in tho saloon gave London tlio 
palm. That's all.” 

A husi), almost of revorcnco, followed 
tho speaker's abrupt finisi). lie litul 
boon talking in a fairly loud voice, and 
Panini’s is a somewhat select little 

t )laco. Dincra of all descriptions had 
aid down their eating utensils and 
strained their ears to catch every wonl. 
Tho hush lasted only a few moments, 
and was succeeded by a low murmur 
of satisfaction, to the ofTect that “ these 
Yankees aren’t as bod as they’re 
painted 1 ” 

One old gentleman, with unmistakablo 
stars and stri^ios written over him, 
made no attempt to conceal his interest 
and astonishment, but stared open- 
mouthed at the occupants of our table. 
Antonio himself had been hovering 
round with a weird smile on his face 
from the beginning. 

I hold out my hand for tho bill, 
and then groped in a dazed fashion 
for my hat. 

The raconteur’s companion had 
listened stonily to the whole recital. 
Now he took a sovereign from his 
pocket, and pushed it without enthu¬ 
siasm across the table. 

“ You’ve won,” ho said sadly. " That 
was a stranger dream than mine.” 


TUB “HAPPY MOMBNTS” 
COMPBTITION. 

(.1 relrmp^ct.) 

IA soNO of “ happy momoiits.” To 
I pursue 

Tho wraith of pleasure for a fort¬ 
night’s span 

Behind a Ions and shutter will not do; 

I I leave tlio pictinos to some otiicr 
man; 

Bnough for mo to chronicle in rhyme 
I Tho brighter memories of a te<liou8 time, 

' A wasp and Aunt Bli/.a; Uncle .Tohn 

Starting tho motor; Alice and her 
swain 

A-couing; Maud with hrassio; at 
inid-on 

llor caddie, very nearly cut in twain; 

Myself, with contributions to tho Press 
illejoctcd; Bvo, in last year’s bathing; 

I diess. I 

' A song of happy moments—very brief; 

! A single stanza has sufTicod to stale 
I Their details. Alfred, to his lasting 
grief, 

Took all six portraits on a single platp, 

And, smashing tho result, provided 
what 

I thought tho haj/piost moment of tho 
lot. * 
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A GREAT REFORMER. 

Miss Toovcy lias deserved well of 
the ])uhlic in writing nn nntiiorilutirc 
Life of her maternal nnelo, the late Mr. 
Emanuel I'orpentine, whoso demise a 
year ago at an almost over-ripe olil ago 
occasioned BucII widespread regret; for 
this is pro-eininenily one of tho-e l.ives 
of Ureat Mon which aro sent to lomind 
ns tlmt'with a little luck we may all 
liopo to pilot oiir own careers to a 
similarly suldimo altiludi>. In live 
hundml and sovcnty-thi-oo well-pritded 
pages, cnlivciHsl with a unique soi-i(!s 
of portraits of the groat inventor from 
the ago of two upwards, Miss Toovcy 
lias given ns a fascinating narrative, 
and has at the same time raised a 
handsome monument to rne wliose 
name has been writ not in wati r hut 
in indolihlo ink on the pages of his 
country's social aiinal-. 

The name of I’orpentine is famous for 
all time as that of the original inventor 
of the mouKtache-cup. In millions of 
British homos to-day the solid (or 
rather liquid) comforts of the hreakfast- 
tahle and the more elegant amenities of 
afternoon tea are strikingly enhanced 
hy the employment of this henelicent 
devica'. But how many of those who 
possc'-s what a gifted wiiter has pic- 
tures(|ucly d.iscrilied as “ mouth-frills,” 
and who must bo grateful every day of 
their lives for the jirotcetive ingenuity 
of Mr. I’orpentino’s inv<>ntion, are aware 
of the vicissiliides and puhliu obloquy 
it experiencA'il iKdoro it attaim d to its 
prt!sent-day pojndarityV With deft 
lingers the curtain is lifted on the 
thrilling events connected with its birth, 
and wo aro given a lively presentment 
of the gmat struggle and of its heroic 
protagonist. 

“A man without monstiichios,” says 
Miss Toovoy in an arresting Koroword, 

is like heef without mustard ” ; and 
this infectious enthusiasm for her hero’s 
most distinguishing feature gives the 
hook a peculiarly engrossing interest. 
Quite e.irl\ in his adolescence Mr. 
Kinanncl I’oiqiontinu hoivsled an un- 
usuall}' heavy and hundsomo pair of 
what his hiogi-aphur calls “man’s 
crowning glori<*s.” A native and a 
Iciuling citir.on of Kfugshead, wheie his 
father had been one of tlio founders 
of the Postdiluvian Primitive Chapel, 
until his fortieth year l-.e was abso¬ 
lutely unknown to the great mass of 
his countrymen, although his striking 
personality, combined with the posses¬ 
sion of a fruity and full-bodied bass 
vpico, had alroady made him a local 
celebrity. Miss Toovoy ilraws a vivid 
word-portrait of Mr. PoiqHjnlino as ho 
appeared at this tintb: 

tti! was latall, handsome man, and of a 


mtundity lliat was no more lliaii agnswblu. 
I(c carricil his wriffht well, and the habit bo 
had of rising on his Ukm ns ho walked gave 
liim nn uppcantiico of rl.isticily and perfect 
balance that rcmoveil all suspicion of heavi¬ 
ness. flu was accounted a gotHl, if dclilxjrate, 
dancer. If is eyes and what could bo dis- 
ceriiitd of his initial ehiii lictokeiiod great 
deli-rmination of chinicter, and he had a way 
of Iwic'.' repealing everything ho said that lent 
a wonderful force to his most commonplaee 
ulU'raiicis. Ilisemiiplexion, again, was rich; 
but it w.'is his muiistachios that singled him 
out ns a man in u inillion. With their golden 
pride challonging the world, ns it were, and 
alhiost ebmplctcly veiling the lower ]iurt of his 
face from the pulilic view, ho sueinod a verit¬ 
able Viking r,'turned to life. A contrin|>oriiry 
slalisticiaii o.tiinaled that if each singlo hair 
were joinisl einl to end they would reach from 
the' tlugsheiul Infirmary to Temple liar. lint 
mere figures of this kind, however accurately 
esileul.ated, ean convey no idea of the brilliant 
and luxuriant growth of the virgin forest that 
flourished lieniaith Kir. I’orpentine's well- 
niislelled nose. 

Like Aiu'iiimedks, Nr.wTox, and 
other cclehratol pioneers of research, 
Mr. Porpcnlino made his momentous 
discovery by accident. It should be 
mentioned that, after four dt'cados of 
consistent celibacy, ho had betrothed 
himself to the lady who suhsoquenlly 
bccamo the partner of his triumph. 
Miss Kuphemia (lussctt—such was the 
name of his tied- was a woman of 
ivmarkahiu character, and, although 
she brought all the appraciution of her 
sex li> bear upon tho iniiqiio quality of 
her futuro husband’s cai'esses, she took 
linn exception to salutations jierformcd 
just after he had been partaking of 
liquid nourishment, portions of which 
luu! a way of atlhei ing to tho well- 
developed feature so elTecti vely tioscrihed 
above In fact, she lirmly refu.sed to 
cmhraeo him nn these occasions at all 
until ho htul devised some method of 
preventing tho contamination. “Evi¬ 
dently,” oi)serves Miss Toovoy in ono 
of those epigrammatic asides that lyake 
her volume ono long surprise-packet, 
“tho young lady was of opinion that 
kissing goes hy llavour; and, when 
tlie eonsecpiencos of her nltimatuin arc 
considered, few will censure her fastidi¬ 
ousness.” 

Mr. I’orpentine, who was not of a 
disposition to brook such an abrogation 
of a fiiiiia'’s privileges, spent anxious 
days and sleepless nights in vain elTorts 
to tackle the problem. Tho solution 
came suddenly ono morning at break¬ 
fast. At this important meal ho was 
in tho habit of reading the local news¬ 
paper, and on tho morning in question, 
be'ing deeply engrossoil in an article 
which contained tho daring suggestion 
that Mugshoad shoulil bo provided with 
a drainago system, he liftod his cotToo- 
ciip to his lips without removing his 
oyos from tho paper. By accident the 
top of tho cup becamo partly covered by 
tho journal, leaving but a narrow open¬ 


ing for tho passage of tho fluid, while 
at the same time his moustache was 
amply protected from contact there¬ 
with. In a flash Mr. Forpontine’s 
discerning mind grasped the possibilities 
of this fortuitous revelation, and the 
invention of tho world-renowned appli¬ 
ance that was destined to bring him 
fume and fortune was practically 
accomplished there and then. 

Tho appearanco of tho moustache- 
cup on tho market was haileii at first 
with almost univoreal derision, and in 
scores of lampoons and vitriolic news¬ 
paper articles its inventor was held up 
to public ridicule. Even sermons were 
preached against it. But gradually 
Mr. I’orpentine succcodcd, hy unlimited 
grit and pluck, in wearing down all 
opposition, and in a few years’ time he 
had the satisfaction of reaping a rich 
material reward from his hcncvolent 
enterprise. 

\Vc cannot leave tho volume without 
romo referenco to the intimato glimpses 
of domestic life with which M iss Toovoy 
furnishes her readers. Besides being a 
chivalrous husband, a devoted father, 
and a striking figure of a man who left 
a deep impression wherever ho moved, 
Afr. i’orpentir.o was endowed with a 
fund of sterling wisdom that frequently 
rose to the level of wit. Romo of his 
obiter dicta aro well worth reconling. 
“ Poverty,” ho was fond of remarking, 
“ is no disgrace; neither aro the mumps. 
But both are ridiculous.” He hud a 
healthy contempt fur all unproductive 
work. Onoo ho was discussing poetry 
with a friend, who ventured tho obser¬ 
vation that “poets aro not made.” 
“And as a rule,”rejoined Mr. I’orpentine, 
“ they niako nothing.” On another 
occasion a young anti unknown writer 
who aspired to the hand of his only 
daughter was jiulvoriscd with the retort; 
“Sir, wo I’orpentines need no quills.” 
To tho end of his days he preserved tho 
saint).umitl'ccted bonhomie that had, us 
a young man, mado him tho darling of 
Mugsheati Society, and his death causcil 
a wide gap in the circio of his many 
acquaintances. As his biographer 
rightly observes, he has left footprints 
on tho sands of timo which it will bo 
very diflicult to obliterate. 


A Sultry Autumn. 

The summor of Rt. liuke is nico 
Compared with lain and stonn, 
But when it makes mo long for ico 
T find it too Luke warm. 


The Force of Example. 

“I’fgoud, at height of ‘2,.W0 foot 
gavo two exhibitions of upside down 
flying, considerably startling spec- 
-iin-jivq jnt oip in sum *(uo)V) 
hour, and'U to fij again later." - 

Liverpool Echo. 





SMILKIN'S E-Ml'OHTUM. 

Dear Sirs,—^^Vc are rctnmiii|{ your Aosign advorlising our em- 
{lorium, aud will bo glad if you will kindly instruct your artist to 
delete the solitary giant in the foreground and ])ut' in a number 
of people of tho normal sise. 

Wo are, yours faithfully, 

,SMILKI2> ani> Cu. 

Illock and Co., 

Colour Drintor.-! and Dc-siginT.-i. 


SMIfiKIN’S KMI*UH1UM. 

Dear Sirs,- -Wo thank you fur your amended design advertising 
our cinporiuin. It is now quite satisfactory. Wo return drawing 
and will Im glad if you will kindly push on printing. 

Wo ate, yours truly, 

Smii.kin AttD Co. 

Illix-k and Co., 

Colour Printers and Di-signers. 


PANSIKS. 

Tci-'tkd and huiiclicd ntid rangoil with careless urt 
Here, wlioio tlio pavitig-slotieH arc set apart, 

Alert and gay and innocent of guile. 

The little pansies iiod their heads and stnilo. 

With what a whispering and a lulling sound 
Tliey watch tho children s}>ort about tho ground. 
Longing, it socins, to join tho pretty play 
That laughs and runs tho light>wingc<l hours away. 

And other children long ago there wero 
Who shone and played and made the garden fair, 
To whom tho pansies in their robes of white 
And gold and purple gave a welcome bright. 

Gone are those voices, but tho others came, 

Jo}o.is and free, whoso spirit was tho same; 

And other pansies, robed as tliose of old, 
reopod up and smiled in jiurple, white and gold. 

For pansies are, I think, tho little gleams 
Of children's visions from a world of drcHiii.s, 

Jewels of innocence and joy and inirlh. 

Alight with laughter as they fall to earth. 

Below, tho ancient guardian, it may hap. 

The kindly mother, takes them in her lap. 

Decks them with glowing petals and ropiuCLS 
In tho glad air the friendly pansy •faces. 

So tread not rashly, children, lest you crush 
A part of childhood in a thoughtless rush. 

Would you not treat them gently if you knew 
Pansies are little bits of children too ? 

». C. L 


TIIK RUFKRKNDIJM. 

WisiiiNO to bo, if imssihlo, inoro than over on tho safe 
side, 01)0 of our mure poptdar dailies has recently called 
upon its roado-s to assist tlio editor in making up hia 
culuinns. With ovoiy cu])y of tho paper on a certain dato 
wa.s issued astamiK'd cii'cular asking for criticism and help. 

11 ran thus: — 

“Tho I'Mitor of the - - - would bo greatly obliged 

hy the speedy letuin of this slip with an answer to the 
cjiiesliou upon it; for only hy oht)iining tho information thus 
(iesiied can ho coniidontly go to work to pieparo a budget! 
whicli shall really fiillil tlio host ideal of a daily paper—that 
' is, to give tho public what the public wants. 

I “ Wliat subjects of puldic interoKt do you consider are at 
tho pmsoiit time insiiHiciently treated in our columns'? " 

As an enormous riuinlicr of leplies was received—a riumiror 
certainly si.\ times as large as that of tho circulation of any 
penny morning paper—tho work of talrulution was iioces- 
sai'ily arduous, hut tho figures were recently got out. 

To tRo editor's qiiostioii, readers replied, Footliall; 

2.‘l.'»,47:i, Golf; 229,HHl, Flying, and 2, Foreign Politics. 

“ Clerk Wanted.” 

“ Ill-re oil (.'hristiiiii.-) Kve, 1-‘)00, tho Vii-ar inurdcrod tho cloik us 
liii woiil to strikn Uio Ik- 11 oiirly in tho iiioniiiiK, ns w».h his usual 
fiistoin .”—Tht Itiiit/huj UbrW. 

An unpleasant custom, particularly in a vicar. 

From an articlo on “ Tho Rector's Gaivlen I’arty ’’ in tho 
Northemhn Parish Magazine :— 

“ How that long procoKsion of urn carriers rctniiidi-d ono of llw eup- 
liearurs at Itclshaiiisar'B feast I ’’ • 

Having been to neither ontortainmont wo are not in a 
position to comment upon this. Bilt wo fancy tliat tho 
rector will think this comparison an unfortunaito one. 
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CoKulnjman (trlui ha^ co-iie I > l.in Ion by exi'iirsUtn ici(h a parly <>/ cillajers aiul yvl separated and hU his iray). " 'A vk vor hKK5» 
ANY or oril I.AIIS AllOOT? ’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

^Ik. Wm.r.s, in liis now novel, The Passioualc I'ricnds 
(Ma(JM11.i.an), has, I fuel, coinpliunted liis diflicultios hy 
liavinf; his story told hy an elderly father for the iKsiielit of 
an extremely youthful son. 1 can see young Stratton, 
arrived at years of discretion, feeling that he luiist, alas, 
read all this heavy pile of inaniiscript, struggling tlirough 
it, and then wondering how it applies to the exciting and 
entirely original passion that is colouring his own life at 
the inoinent. Mr. Wkt.t.s himself undoubtedly forgets, 
from time to time, the device that he has adopted, flings 
hurried "little sons "upon thepa|)urand tlien hopes tluit tlic 
illusion is suHicienlly maintair.od. 'JVlling the story in the 
first person is a pleasant and easy method for a novelist, and 
permits him to enlarge upon his exporiences of India, China 
and Lapland, his theories about art and education, and, if 
Mr. Wkm.s is the author in question, his ideals of govern¬ 
ment and social tolerance. I the mora regret the haphazard 
inconsequence of some chapters in The Passionate Frieiuls, 
because the love story of Stratton and Mary Christian is 
of fine quality. Lady Mary herself comes as a living person 
to the reader only at coilain moments in the novel, and 
Mr, Wells has been bewildered at times between the 
things that he wishes her to .say on behalf of her sex and 
the things that she naturally, as an individual human being, 
would say spontaneously. Her long letter, towards the 
end of the book, is an admirable statement of the position 


of the niodorn woman, hut it is tho voice of Mr. Wki.ls 
and not of fjady Mary. 1 hope that, in his next book, Mr. 
WELLS w ill not allow himself the easy latitude of a narrati vo 
in the fii-st person, and that ho will restrain some persistent 
mamierisms. There am many pages in this book that are 
finer than anything that ho has yet given us, but there are, 
here and there, signs of carelessness and hasty writing. 

When wo first meet Awoiy Towers, tho heroine of The 
Tiro Kisses (Mkthl’kn), by Mr. Olivku Onjo.sh, she is, if 
not actually " wasting Christian kisses on a heathen idol’s 
foot," doing something very like it. She is kissing tho 
marble cheek of the Anlinoiis in the Ijouvre. Shortly after¬ 
wards, at an arlist’s ))arly, a young man “with lestrained 
manners but a hardy eye ” venluros to kiss her. From that 
moment she makes up her mind that she will devote tho 
re-it of her life to ciuhracin;; Art and avoiding being cni- 
hniccd by Man. She is never going to marry. She is simply 
going to paint gmat pictures and have long convoinations on 
tho Soul, .\rt, I'lulistincs, Fugenic-i, Tolstoi and Whini.n'okk 
with her platonic friend Mr. Pratt. Unfortunately, Mr. 
Pratt comes into money and an estate in Shropshire, cuts 
that beautiful hair of Ids that used to cling like tendrils 
over tho back of his soft grey collar, replaces this aHicIo 
with one of tho stiff up-ond-down kin<l, and begins to’sug¬ 
gest marriage like some ordinary conventional person who 
has never heard of I*i.at.i. Finally ho induces her to 
marry him; and there Mr. Onions leaves thenp, while tho 
grim old gentleman who was painting-master to both of 
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[October 1, 1913. 


tlicm remarks to a friend, “ Perhaps Pratt knows at least part than it does in O Pioneers I (HsraEUANN). It is a tale, 
one little bit about Ijifo by this time.” If 1 know Amory, as you may just possibly have guessed from the title, about 
I feel that ho does, poor follow. It Itas taken Mr. Onions the settlors in a new country', and a vigorous, earthy and 
some time to tear himself away from tlio great .Jeffries altogether unusual tale it is. The name of the writer. Miss 
nnirder-caso; but no one can say that ho has done it half- WilIiA Sibebt Gather, is unfamiliar to me, but 1 daresay 
hcartcdly. The Two Kisses i.s one long laugii from bo- she has a transatlantic reputation, and, if so, it is certainly 
ginning to cud. I have Koldoin read a liook so crammod dcsen’cd. Her story is of a family of Swedish folk, pioneer 
willi quotable passages, so full of nilmirahio thumb-nail settlers in Nebraska, and their early hardships; how, under 
sketclies of character, f defy anyone with a sense of tlio leadership of the girl Alexandra —^left guardian and 
huiiiour not to revel in Mr. Welleorue, Mr. Edmondson, and controller of her brothers by a far-seeing father—these 
tlio other dwellers in the hoarding-house, “Glenerne.” troubles wore overcome; and of tlie later prosperity that 
Host of all, ])er)iaps, though ho comes into the book too came to the little clan in consequence of her management, 
late, is Mr. Miller, tlie American publicity export of There is also thrown in a rather belated sensation in the 
llallowell’s Stores lliat “noo edifice” which ho was do- latter pages—jealousy and a double murder; but somehow 
terminod to run on “ noo inetliods.” I hope Mr. Onions is I could not bo greatly moved by this. Nor could I rocojpcilo 
going to make a jiractico of writing his hooks in threes, the very attractive coloured illustration of a fashionably 
1 want at least two inoi-o volumes about the people of The dressed young lady with my own conception of the practical 
Two Kisses. and hanl-working Alexandra. But those are minor matters. 

What really counts is the vivid sympathy with her scene 
Tommy Johnson's name was not really Tommy Johnson, that Miss Wit.la Sibeut Gather (it I may say so with all 
yet, for ro-isons not wholly intelligible hut mostly connected i-es})ect, what remarkable names these American novelists 
with the pride of the lady ho pro))Osnd to marry, ho was do have 1) clearly possesses; it has enabled her to convey 


loath to divulge himself - --- —— - an impression of the 

to the world ns the miss-1 . •*)»'/•- v ‘■'■1 land, both wild and 

'mgSirTheorloreChamp tamed, which alone 
0 1 the other hand, lie ' R ' ■ would suflico to confer 

w.is not ready to allow v,, , q -_ .y. T; distinction on her work. 

that Baronet to remain ^ I ' i ^ \ ^ Of Mrs.Day'sDaugh- 

oven in temporary ahoy -1 " "j i| * ' 1- ^ • (llonDEii and 

iinco. Determineii, then, — ijTsaoyjL J |\"' ^ SrouaHTON), PefruA was 

upon a loeiim tennis \ much toogood, and Bessie 

while hi.s retiring mood ^ **■' "^“ch too bad, to bo true, 

lasted, ho gave the go-' U Mra. Mann has made al- 

hy to all his I’oheniian; together too symmetrical 

friends, who, being iin- “ pattern. From the 

pecmious actors, would B moment of iriffiam 

liavo Inion glad of and , Day’s disgrace and 

conip.?tonl fur the lAle,' ' death, demure,delightful 

and omployoil a genteel-j TllK WOKf.D’S WDIlKKRS. Deleah faces all mis- 

looking wastrel wl oin iiAp.i.Kv.sroAu twistku. fortunes with courage, 

ho mot on Southwark- .— -- ------breaks, of course un- 

Bridge. The husinoss of impersonation, never too arduous consciously, all adj.acent male hearts, and is finally folded 
in novels, was less exacting in this instance oven than in the arms of the benevolent baronet, Foretts; while 
usual; none of the people coneurned had seen the Tiessie, liold anji brazen, setting her cap at all and sundry, 
proper Baronet since his earliest infancy or had any but failing in every duty, is left with the dull, disastrous 
the vaguest idea what ho ought to look like. Moroover, draper, lioult, for her portion. I can never bring myself 
they wore astonishingly willing to accept the first claimant to lielievo that in a {pven household there can long 
for the post without insisting on any substantial proof of bo any doubt as to which of the inmates is in love with 
identity, an attitude diflicult to undei’stand in the next- whicli of the callers, but our author makes a liberal use 
of-kin.* Much jioint was indeed made by Mr. Kdwin rrmi of such mystifications. And, by the way, I wonder if 
of the necessity of the understudy’s possessing one brown Mrs. Day would have said, “Environment has told on 
eye and one blue, hut none of the rolalives and friends Bessie,” so many years before the ^lopularising of tlie 
thought to olisorvo the colour of either eye of either Sir Darwinian jargon ? And I also wonder whether the author, 
Theoilore until the su-calle<1 Tommy, at a later .stage, insisted writing (on p. 193) Itegyie for Ilemard, is really visualising 
upon it. J’iven when they did look they do not soein to have her scenes very keenly, or is just turning out so many 
lioon very much impressed. They accepted the impo.stor off- thousand xvonls of wholesome story, somewhat over¬ 
hand and refused to part with him when the genuine article, weighted with gloom, rather arbitrarily or (one might put 
upon a second ami wiser thought, assorted himself. In it) negatively dated, such as will ruffle no library censor's 
such circumstances it was not to lie expected of the im|x>$lor breast, will please many of Mrs. Mann’s admirers and will 
that ho should voluntarily sacrifice ease and affluence and disappoint a few who know her capable of bettor and less 
return to Southwark Briilge. . . . Certainly there is little “ phenomenally ” facile stuff. 
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TIIK WOKf.D’S WDIIKKRS. 

'I’llK IIARI.KY-Sl'CAlt TWISTKU. 


that is now and loss that is trao in 'The Proof of the 
Pitflding (Chapman and IIaui.), but I am equally certain Modesty is at war with loyalty in Mr. Piineh’s breast 
that there is no harm and plenty of fun in it. when a book by one of his own family comes in for review. 

* - - But no one, ho hopes, will carp at him if ho simply calls 

It is not uncommofi to speak of this or the other book ns the attention of the many friends of Captain KendaIiL to 
being “redolent of tho soil,” but I think I never mot a story a new collection of “Dum-Ddm’s” verses, published by 
in Avhich the soil played a more actual and conspicuous Constaki.k under the happy title of Odd Numbers. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


nuADiVADiA ‘dignity of our sox that he was only Chicago aviator, has woooil and won a 

wHARIVAKiA. ^ knitting his brows at tho sight of tho wealthy hrido in his air-ship. It is 

Mb. Bedmond says that his motto is, brazon minxes, ^ unofliciiilly rojiortcd that the words of 

" Full steam ahead towards tho mouth tho pro|iosal wore, “ Will you bo luy 

of tho harbour." Ho seems to forget Mr. Boubchier has Ijoen complaining aircss?" ... 

that ships aro sometimes wrecked at that Knglish theatrical audicncos arc 

the harbour bar. In this instance tho unintelligent. Mr. Bourchikr is ono Two Imys, who arc described ns being 
Bar is ropresontod by Sir Howard of our most popular actors. scarcely out of thoir totms, hold up tho 

Carson and Mr. F. E. Smith. *,.,<= Now York to Now Orleans express 

“New IIaruy Play,” train last wook, and ownpotl with 

Sir AmiROTB WBiaHT’s trenchant announcos The Daily Mail. This is .£20,000. This happoned near Bihvillo, 
attack upon tho militant siiiTragist wliat theatrical managers haro boon Alabama. Tho taking ways of Ala- 
movement comes from tho houso of wanting for some timo. Ho many liama coons have long boon i-ecognisod, 
CoNSTABiiE, It speaks woll for tho rocont plays havo lacked durability. and, if names mean anything, Bibvillo 
self-control of tho Force that a Con- ' mast lio tho babies’ own town, and 

stable should not have hit back before A play by Mr. G. K. Chesterton those evidently develop into precocious 
this. $ will be produced shoi'tly at the liittle youngsters. ... 

Tlioatro. Mr. Chesterton should be 

Sir Aemroth doclaros that there aro ablo easily to fill this tiny houso. | From an observation inado at Green- 


self-control of tho Force that a Con¬ 
stable should not have hit back before 
this. « 


NORTH 
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no good women. This is a---wich it has been proved tliat 

bitrough on Ids mother—if ” comet discovered 

the rumour that ho had ono by an Argontino astronomer 

bo true. if if ATLANTIC north is Wcstplml’s comet, which 

Yet another millionaire oceaN faithful little boast! 

has died, making tlio fifth j Tho homing instinct in somo 

who has done so during tlioj comets is wonderful. 

willingness to help him out' ^ A volumo on Girlon 

witli Jus Budgol is looked I ^ ' College is to bo added liy 

upon by Mr. liUOYO Gkorre'i ! Messrs. Bi.ack to thoir 

as valuable disproof of the' .“Beautiful Britain" series, 

statement that lie is hated; Tho^ girl students, who aro 

Mr. J. M. Bobkrtson’s detriment of thoir personal 

threat witlidmwing all| bo pleased 

Postmaster-CjENERau. Mr. j hcw cmaVnci. ivcuusod IkmI left a Imlcvt at tiui 

Rohertson IS said to have] ,.noDi.KM or mvidkd Tnr.i.ANi> 80 i.vkd bv a simit.b feat,“'“‘' l"""*- '1',“^ 

received tho following oti EHaiKEisuiHa-ip SeOTr.AND makm ko objections. ask«i to bo nllowwl to go into tho 

peremptory and somewhat'.... .' UaHkot.’-Wswwn. 

pathetic cable from America; "Hands A valuable old English Bible, printed But ho couldn't escape the police like 

off rny letters—S amuet,." in 1603, which was loft in a public- that. _ 

house near Victoria Station, is, it is a * 1 , w x f» 

Tho Socialist delegates assembled in announced, now in tho 2 >OBsossion of 
conference at Stuttgart have rejected a the Pimlico police, who are anxious to “ nKl..bI 

proimsal for the erection of a menu- discover the owner. It is thought that tegTayoS^^ 

ni 6 nt to tlioir l&to Icoiuori Ifcrr DrbeXj* it niust iiavb docti loft tlioi'O uy Ati Boincthiiif^ on h world for fiod K.iko ImiIovo to 
History is certainly against a Tower of. absent-minded divine. mo. I am in a groat distrisH so 1 dont want 

Bobel being practical politics. any sort of trouble to master except take a few 


wich it has been proved tliat 
itlio "now” comet discovered 
by an Argontino aslrononior 
is Wostplml’s comet, which 
returns 0 V 017 sixty-one years. 
Tho faithful little heast! 
Tho homing instinct in some 
comets is wonderful. 

■s. >» 

A volumo on Girlon 
'Collogo is to bo added liy 
’Messrs. Bi.ack to tlioir 
," Beautiful Britain " sorios. 
Tho girl students, who are 
' so fiuqiicntly accused of cul¬ 
tivating tlicir brains to the 
(letriniont of thoir personal 
, a}>pearanco, must ho pleased 
' at this vindication. 


Tin, H rtktr* im 
!r'lw<TH MAIVKI*. 

£J HCW CNSMNCi. 


" Kvidisicj hIkiwihI that the 
accused Iiiwl left a b.-wsket at the 
cloaknioin. Isttcr ho called and 
asked to bo allowed to go into the 
baskot.'*— Snihmnn. 


Another Baboo Letter. 
"IlKLbl 


Bobel being practical ^lolitics. 

# * 


. . ... - ihaudfully begin yourkindfoc'tBirsIflruthis 

must have been left tboro by an something on a world for Ood B.iko lielcve to 
isent-mindod divine. mo. I am in a great distriss so 1 dont want 

any sort of trouble to master except take a few 

A report just issued shows that only minutes to write a word to any of iheso under- 
. . f. , / , , . 1 , • mentioned oflUvr who coming out to India in 


heavy licence-fees are chnrgoit for 


Sir Edward Henry has decided that killing elephants, and tlio sport is thus Uuniblo salaam to nil." 

theta aro to be special police vans for confined to millionaires who can hit - 

ladies. It only remains now to hope hay-stacks. “Ma. Tlmngwortii 1’avs. 

that these will be sufficiently patronise Mr. Illingworth led through the lunislile 

to make the experiment worth while. Tho same report tolls us that during and tabled the pier dues for the Chancellor." 

the year nearly two bundled rhinoceros Olaagtm Kvening Tyne». 

" As a train went out of Paddington wore bagged. This is too many. Wo It tho reporter liad boon listoninj^ As 
Station the other day," wo are told, should be sorry if those pretty creatures well as watching, ho would l:avo heard 
" there were in a third-class compart- were to become extinct. the CHANCKUiOu say, as they walked 

ment two women smoking cigarettes "“.j* up tho pier, " Idling woimi,^ you know 

and a, man knitting." Let us liope for Mr. Logan Vilas, a prominent 1 am a comjmrativcly poor man." 


"Mn. Tlmngwortii Pays. 

Mr. Illingworth led through tho lunistilo 


TOL. CXLT. 












ANOTHER PEACE CONFERENCE. . ’ 

Greece). “AHA I MY YOUNG FKIBND. AfiONB AT LAST I NOW WE CAN 
ABBANGB A REALLY NICE TREATY!" « 
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llnsbaml. “'Kiiv, lct's movk os; it’s oKniNc i.atk.” 

in/f. “Oir, LKT's 8 TAV AS’ WATCH TIIK Ot.D CiKKXKlt A T.ITTLK I.OS'aKll IT'S JolIN Al.nKUT'ti IIIHKIIAV." 


ARE GOM’ERS SNOBBISH? 

Tub chargo o( snobbislmoss liroiigbt 
against golfoi*s by A»k MiTCHKi.r. (lato 
Mr. Auk Miti'iikt.l) is ono that has 
aroused quilo as much iiitercst as it 
dosorves. Wliatovor grounds tlio emi¬ 
nent professional may liavo for Ids 
complaint, there appear to bo leasons 
for both agreement and disngreotnent 
with Ilia opinion. 

Ono of our litlb band of special 
investigatoi's has been making a few 
inquiries on a popular holiday course 
in the South of England. “Oolfors 
snobbish ? " exclaiinod one bitiexy player 
with whom ho discussed the question. 
“Bless my soul, not us! Why, only 
the other day—but you ’re not smoking. 
Havo one of mine—half-a-crown for 
three, they cost, and worth it. Well, 
as I was saying, only the other day I 
played with a young chap down hero, 
and what do you think ho was? A 
bank clerk. Well, you know, I never 
said anything,not oven when ho boat mo. 
And we had a drink togolhor afterwards, 

S st os if he was one of my own class. 

ero’s another instance: lost Tuesday 
I sent my coddio to ask a gentleman if 
ho would play with me—a voty ordinary¬ 
looking gentleman too. Wo got on 
very friendly until tho ninth green. 
Then I oskM him how many he had 
takon, and he said he thought it was 


live. Now I had been watching him 
closely, and knew it was six, and 1 told 
Itim HO. 1 also told him to b.i careful 
how he counted. Well, he took it ({uite 
calmly; ho even apologised for his 
mistake—and yet, after tlio game was 
over, I was informed that he was Ijord 
Dormy. Of course, when 1 saw him 
next day I went u|) and apologised. 
Not a bit snobliisli, you see. No, 
MiTCiiKi.h’s prejiuliced. No use 
attaching any imporlancn to these 
working men 1 know them. T^it me 
SCO, what pifior did you say you 
nipresent? Oh, do you? Well, let me 
give you a lift in my car." 

“Certainly, I consider golfers an 
intensely snobbish class," said a 
thoughtful-looking young man who 
was searching for a ball among the 
hoalher beyond tho fourteenth. “ For 
instance, those two men who have just 
gone through would havo helped me 
look for my ball if tlicy had been 
gentlemen, instead of shouting so 
rudely. 1 had an experience hero 
throe weeks ago which hears out 
MitchkIiT/h complaint. 1 arrived late, 
and only ono player was waiting. So 
wo agreed to play together. My handi¬ 
cap will, 1 hope, soon bo 21; his, 1 
believe, was G. After all, ns 1 said to 
him, a differenco of eighteen i.) not 
serious—it might bo more. He was a 
most uncommunicative man; ho could 


talk of nothing but golf, and when 1 
tried him with SiiAW, the principles of 
vegetarianism, eugenics and other topics 
u|)on which intellectual persons may 
convci-se, he was silent. I happened to 
mention that my father was a draper, 
and that, 1 believe, must havo pre¬ 
judiced liim against me, fur he has 
never ollered to jilay with mo since, i 
and, indisd, ajqiears to wish to avoid j 
me. But one of the biggest snobs 
down here is a person with a wuullen 
I jacket. You may have seen him. I 
lia|)j)ened to get in a good hrassie shot 
one day -belter than 1 expecteil and 
it fell rather near him. It may have 
even struck him. That is how 1 fii-st 
no'.icoii him. lie is an otrensively 
snobbish and imcompanionablu pjrsuii, 
in my opinion." 

I'Vom tlie Rules of Winchester Foot¬ 
ball; . 

“No |>l,iyi'r may kaek ii|) a kick licido liy 
>iM<i of Ins own sulc or |)iay tlio IaiII in any 
,v.i\, iink'ss ho was tl.•hin<i Uio lull at timliini! 
when il was kirkoil, or has itflorwanls koiio 
iKick iMihinil tho point from wliie.h il w.u 
kicked, or has sinco Imcn kickisl liy a fittyorof 
his own Hide." 

The most likely of these throe siM'hig 
conditionif is that ho will bc^ kicked by 
a player of his owp side for backing up 
too soon—thus automatically (us it 
were) becoming “onsido” aliain. 
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TUC TaACPi/' PRORI PM through killing you. f^have known] “ I thought once of using real babies. 
Tnc TRArrlu rnUoLcm. driver of a hansom use tho most But they’ro diflScult to come by for the 

{A II honest attempt to redtuse the dangers dreadful language when he nearly ran purpose, so I gave up tho idea. I asked 
0/ tho pedestrian.) over me. But I was a human life then.' iny sister for the loan of one of hers, 

TlAPPKNiNa to look over tho garden; Now 1 am merely a thiitl party risk.'but she was nasty about it. If you 
wall the other day, 1 was surprised to| Insurance companies have a good deal. borrow tliem without asking the owner’s 
see my neighbour (lihhs busily ongagc«l to answer for.” | leave there’s apt to ho a fuss, and 1 

witli soinetliing in the nature of a ” But you haven't explained what hate notoriety. Besides, you can get 
])oranikulator. Tho contents of the you do with tho baby ? ” 1 asked. compensation for crockery but not for 
iMJrainbulutor boro a roscniliinnco to a “ 1 once bad a groat success by drop- babies. 

baby. Gibbs is a biicludor. Hence my | ping iny cricket bag under a cyclists’ “I never try for more than five 
surprise. I hailed him. - -- .pounds' compensation. 

“llullo! Have you, Tho first five pounds 

got nJalions stajing 'I 'p VX ’Ai - . JWf ’** ‘owner’s 

with you?” il ' I'XV li risk.’ You’ean often 

"No.” I if il ;'scare five pounds out 

“ I'Vieiids ■? ” 1| I jH| i of a motorist while ho’s 

“ No.” I --J iKv I ij ^ I ii 1 weak from tho 

" Whore did you get J i i*! I 1 ^ isliock of tliinking it 

the baby then'?” 'Ir^l li ~ " '■ -_ 1'* jjl'l | 1 <] ' was a real baby. Over 

"This isn’t a baby.; “llT |j ll |ji gi n j five pounds you run 

At least it isn’t a real^ l|b|' ^ corn- 

lie turned towards Vil'h. i" ^^ ^ | very inquisitive, 

mo, and I noticed that r 'i I'i |ia|irj| | , "You have to dress 

be was dressed in the ^ \ t course. I 

shabbiest of garments. I ^ :don’l work the same 

1 loapproiwbed the wall.' r —^\ |i jlf I ' I ' pitch twice. Tliepolice- 

Tbeii) was a strange _ , XJls 1 . man on that boat might 

look in his eyes. I ' reco,guise you and get 

"You don’t own a wwyjBfr jnWL . ' suspicious, il ho should 

motor, do you'.'” ho u happen to arriveIrafore 

asked. thing was quite 

"Do you like jlk j ^ ■ “ In any case you got 

motors'.'” lie wont on. I' J ' exercise and good sport 

" Not unless 1 ’in in , at a small outlay, and 

one. .And then 1 don't j Ifc^ k Koinctiines you make a 

like otlier nudors.” ^ —■’**<0 pi'ofit- jX.*'**- 

tiird of iK'ing chased *'*'‘‘*' y”*' striking 

driven dowi^ subways ~ 

smashed one fellow’s ^ •« ! Uiink!XXiii*llM8th iioli 

windscreen not long ^ ' in all tlui worW. 'I’liotijo 

ago with my head.” > '"'shot must first bo hit 

"Didn’t it*hurt?” li strnislit and long hotwci'ii 

» I hithmnti [n/lvr h'li i/enrs iii the Cnhinm, arririmj in Oiililiu tluriinj the recent a vast bunki-r on tho loft 

rinls). “lltHiuuu! Tiikn tiikv'vi: i.ot Homk Ui i.k at i.ast.” , wliicli whispers ‘slice’ in 

, " .\t the tune, yi's; - . Ijm player's ear and a 

but they managed to get my oar back touring <‘luh that tried to frighten me.''vihtornoss < n tho right 'which induces a 
into pietty much its old place, and after That’s wln-re 1 got my idea of leaving, hurnod hoi-k.” —Times. 
a while the pieces of my face came a perambulator under a motor.” . A ([uick pull at tho whisky flask is 

together again. It liaiilly shows- a “ But it wouldn't u)tset a motor.” mure popular ut Kt. Andrews. 

nice piece of surgical work.” I "It upsets tho occupants. I make -— 

It was quite true, i could only just up tiie contents to look like a baby,' The campaign against sensational 
make out tho scars. !and 1 choose a car with women in headings recently illustrated in /'unc/t 

" 1 ’ve done a good deal to abate tho it. Women ai-o ipiecr about babies, does not find favour in the provincial 
cycle nuisance. But that was easier. \ They don’t like running over them. Press. The Bournemouth Daily Echo, 
A gentle push on the handle bar would Thu foundation is really old crockery, describing tho illness of a member of 
bo enough. But motor-cars are more' which isn’t good for rublier tjres. A the House of Commons, says;— 
difiieult. There is no ‘give’ in a motor.; turnip or a piece of cheeso at tho top' »\ doctor waa sent for. and tho hon. 
’Bus poIc% were boil enough, but motor-: looks quite like a very young baby’s' gentleman was removed homo. Uisoonditiun 
cars are worse. Horses didn’t like]head. 8omotimo.s, too, I make a bit■***'**““•“*'''''*'*•*’ 
treailing on ^ople, and tho drivers were 1 out of my smashed crockery. Business This is hcadoil:— 
afraid of b^ing put to a lot of expenso I combined with pleasure. I "M.l’.’s SUDDEN DE.ATH." 


Cs 








■' , Ihiiik, the' 18 th hole 

^ "'"''Id. 'I’ho tec 

''•'h*'* must first bo hit 

straight and long hetweeii 

hisliman {nflcr ten yenrs in the ('ninnies, nrririnij in llnhlin ilurintj the recent a vast hunker on the left 

rinis). “lltHiuuu! 'I'liKN Tiii'.v'vi: t.irr Homk Uii.k at i.ast.” , wliicli whispers ‘slieo’ in 

- ■ the player’s ear and a 

t my ear back touring club that tried to frighten me.''vihterness t n tho right 'which induces a 
tiliif.,1 n.iiit !i.ri.,.r ‘Plinh’s wlit.iv. 1 irtil, ,»i\- i.li.!, ,,f l.iuL'iiiif hurried hoi*k.* — limes. 


. I ri ■ j 


, pounds’ compensation. 
The first five pounds 
is getiorally ‘ owner’s 
risk.’ You’can often 
'scare five pounds out 
; of a motorist while ho’s 
' still weak from tho 
! shuck of thinking it 
' was a real baby. Over 
five pounds you run 
on to insurance com- 
' panics, and they ’re 
I very inquisitive. 

, " You have to dress 

, tho pai t, of course. 1 
: don’t work tho same 
' pitch twice. Thopulice- 
. man on that heat might 
' recognise you and get 
' suspicious, if ho should 
] happen to arrive Ixifore 
! tho thing was quite 
I over. 

“ In any case you got 
' exercise and good sport 
at a small outlay, and 
somcliiiies you make a 
jirotit. And at tho 
worst (hero is always 
the inspiring thought 
that yon are striking 
a blow for tho down¬ 
trodden pedestrian.” 


' wilderness i n 
hurried hoi’k.” 


. A ([uick pull at the whisky flask is 
mure popular at Kt. Andrews. 
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A NASTY JAB. 

[■* There i« no gtiror wny to make a girl bcivtttiful than to make her 
happy."— Cmxe.] 

I HAVE known fairer maitls. Nay, I ’ll bo frank, 

And own her void of all external graces. 

Lnck-Iustre hair and freckles joined to rank 
llci's with the unattractive brands of faces. 

Her friends (in sorrow) said tlial “ dearest Jane " 

Was aluio.st pretornaturally plain. 

But^I—I had tlio sense to look within. 

What though Iter features iniglit he fashioned ruiuly, 
Plainness is seldom deeper than tho skin ; 

Her soul inight ho com))arntively conicly, 

Tho sbrt of siinjtlc spirit that would see 
How clever wtis her liusitand (meaning tiie). 

And so 1 made the (very) old retjucst. 

Behaved myself in much tho usual fashion. 

Save that perhaps tho worils of my holiest 
ProclainKsl a sliglitly patronising passion. 

I spoke—lliere eanio a negative reply. 

O strange event! O oner in the eye! 

Nor is that all. Itlure painful to confess, 

Par from repenting tliis egregious hlunder. 
Straightway she blossomed into loveliness. 

Turning her ftvir companions green (with wonder). 
And now each radiant feature bluntly mentions 
Her joy at being rid of my attentions. 





DRAM.VnC (JOSSIP. 

Nowadays, variety managers when in doubt go to Amorica. 
No one objects to that, hut unfortunately they do not stay 
there. They come hack with " tho goods," or what they con¬ 
sider the goods. Hence the recent race Itetwoen throe of 
these enterprising gentlemen to see which could reproduce 
first ill Ijondon a stage staircase olTect which they had all 
scon simultaneously on tho other side. Tho obvious house 
for it, the Scala, did not eomiicte. 

Tho new reriir. at the Opprobrium, which has been called 
(very properly) Cliepse Jl! is absolutely packed with novel 
features. Among those is of course tho wonderful staircase, 
on which five hundred carpenters wero at work night and 
day. Another feature is a ])rocc.s.sion of the smartest dressed 
men in liondon, wearing all the latest things in socks, ties 
and waistcoats, who walk through tho house from stalls to 
gallery and then round the parapet of the dress circle singing 
“The (ilad-rag Bag.” All the com))any is American, hut 
there are a few vacancies still for programme-sellers, for 
which Hriglish actore and actresses are invited to apply. 

In addition to tlin very remarkable staircase effect which 
i.s oifered at the Delirium, on which no fewer than eight 
hundred carpenters have been working, tho now rente, 
callcil Throio that Brick ! has a specially constructed slide 
from tho gallery to the stage, by which tho performers 
make their entry. There is also a h’ur Chorus, consisting 
of tho most beautiful women which a certain .amount of 
money could tempt from the United States, all wearing 
different kinds of fur, the price of each being ii.\ed to it 
in legible figures. Orders for similar articles are locoivtHl 
in the box-office during each performance. Tho manage¬ 
ment wish it to bo understood that tho statement that 
no English performer is engaged in this theatre is a vile 
falsehood. One of the male chorus is English, as also is 
tho call-boy. 


Chief Officer. “ ,\ si'owawav, i-.ii?” 

Ihi’siin. “ Wki.i., not uxAcri.v, Sin; 'k *Ani>i.v cot that p\n. 
Wn r'liuxu 'iv wkimikh 'auk-way rmiouiiii a w.atiiiitkiiit noon." 


Tho clever gentlemen who have lulaptod from tho Eronch 
tho sparkling farae entitled Les lt) 0 , 0 (H> Chetiiises, under tho 
title Siijti, Vleasc! have not stopped there. They have 
also arranged that the theatre shall Ihi open every mortiirig 
at eight for Tango Hmakrasls and remain open for Tango 
Ijimchoons and 'I'ango Teas, together with a ceaseless 
exhihition of the host under-clothes that can be obtained. 
All true lovers of the Mritisli drama muit rejoice at their 
elforts. 

“SOCIKTY'S DIAllV. 

'I'lic following lint of I'ligiigt'iiicnts i-i |Mililisliod for goiicnil iiifnr- 
iniitioii timl to assist ('oiiiiiiitlfcs iiinl olliiTA in iirriiiigiiig tliu dalcH 
of Kociiil functions so as to prevent inconvenient clasliing : 

Sk.i'Tkmiikii. 

II The Sli.-ingliai Colton M.iniif.i<'lniing Co., 1,1., iinnnal gniicral 
inculing, at p.ni. 

I'i-'l'lio Knngei Dnri liulili r Mstah-, l,<l., annnul ;;cn<-r.il nuMting 
att.SOp.m. , 

‘21 Annual jmeting of Tlie S Kei- Itulils'r K.^latcs, l.il. 'I..'I0 p.in." 

Am lit China JJaili/ Acim. 

Bcally, life in China seems to he one eonstunt whirl of gaiiity. 

“ Tlie liorse hilieil anil iN'canic nnni-inagi'alile, slrniik a grass tree, 
anil liorse aiiU ruler eainc vvitli gi'eal fi.rce to tliii groninl. Mr, Coutts 
<!.'a-u|X'i| with a broken iiis-k, wliieli ho hail given CS.') for a short tiniu 
priiviousiy aiitl hail to u.ilk anil carry his sailiHu anil hriille.” 

Jinieloit Times. 

Mr. CucTTs should get a cheaper neck lU'xL time. 

" In M. Pegouil's fust flight hii msa to fcl, ami fluW With 

his whis.-ls in the air a distance of over a niilo." Atcniiifj Aeirs. 

Six or seven years ago this would hiivo sounduil quite 
wonderful. Now it leaves us unmoved. 

_ 9 __ 







PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVA RI. 


[OCTOBEB 8. 1913. 


A TRUNK CALL. 

Last Wednesday, being the anniver¬ 
sary of the Wednesday before, CJolia 
gave nio a present of a door-knocker. 
The knocker was in tlio shape of an 
eluplnint's bcail fnot lifo-si/e), and by 
bumping tlie animal’s trunk against 
his ciiin you could i)roduco a small 
brass noise. 

“It’s for the library,” she explaincid 
eagerly. “ You 're going t<» work tliei'c 
this morning, aren’t you ‘ 1 " 

“ Yes, 1 sliiill bo very busy,” I saiil 
in my busy voiet;. 

" Well, just put it up before you 
start, and then if f hnee to interrupt 
you for anything imimrtant, I can 
j knock with it. Do say you love it.” 
j " It’s a dear, and so arc you. Come 
I along, let’s put it up.” 

I got a small screwdriver, and with 
very little loss of blood managed to 
screw it into tbo door. Koine people 
are born screwists, some are not. J am 
one of tbo riots. 

“It’s ratber sideways,” said Celia 
doubtfully. 

“ Osso erry,” 1 said. 

“ What?” 

I took iny knuckle from my mouth. 

“ Not BO very,” I mircatiMl. 

“ I wish it hud lioen straight.” 

“ Ho do I; but it’s t{;o late now. 
You have to leave these things very 
largely to the screwdriver. Jlosides 
elephants often do have their heiuls 
sideways; I’ve notieerl it at the Zoo.” 

“ Well, never minil. 1 think it’s very 
clever of you to do it at all. Now then, 
you go in, and I ’ll knock and see if you 
hear.” 

I went in and shut the door, Celia 
remaining outside. After live seconds, 
having heard nothing, but not wishing 
to disappoint her, 1 said, “ Come in,” 
in the voic-e of one wlio has been 
suddenly disturbed by a loud “ llat-tat.” 

“ I haven't knockeil yet,” said Celia 
from the other side of the door. 

“ Why not'? ” 

“I was admiring him. lie is jolly. 
Do come and look at him again.” 

I wont out and looked at liim again. 
Ilo really gave an air to the library 
door. 

“ His face is rathor dirty,” said Celia. 
“ 1 think ho wants sonio brass polish 
anil a —and a bun.” 

She ran olY to the kitchen, f remained 
behind with Jumbo and hail a little 
practice. The knock was not alto¬ 
gether convincing, owing to the fact 
that bis chin was too receding fur his 
trunk to got at it properly. I could 
be&i^ it quite easily on my own side 
of the dcor, but I lolt rathor doubtful 
whether the sound r would penetrate 
into the room. The natural noise of 


the elephant—roar, bark, whistle or 
whatever it is—I have never heard, 
but 1 am told it is very terrible to 
deni/ens of the jungle. Jumbo’s cry 
would not have alarmed an ant. 

Celia came buck with flannels and 
tilings and washed Jumbo’s face. 

“ Tbere! ” sbo said. “ Now his mollicr 
would love him again.” Very conli- 
dently sbo propelled his trunk against 
bis chin and added, “Como in.” 

" You ean bear it quite plainly,” I 
said ipiickly. 

“ It doesn’t re - rover- reverberate - 
is that Iho word ’■* ” said Celia, “ but 
it’s quite a distinctive noise. 1 ’m sure 
you ’ll hear it.” 

“ I ’ill sure I should, fjct’s try.” 

"Not now. 1 ’ll try laloron, when you 
aren't expecting it. Ilcsides, you must 
begin your work, (lood-byo. Work 
hard.” She pushed mo in and shut 
the door. 

1 began to work. 

1 work best on the sofa; I think 
most clearly in what appeal's to tbo 
hasty observer to be an attitude of 
rest. Hut I am nut sure that Celia 
really understands this yet. Accord¬ 
ingly, when a knock comes at the door 
I jump to my feet, riifllo my hair, and 
stride up and dow n the room with one 
band on my brow. “Como in,” I 
call iiiqiatiently, and Celia finds me 
absolutely in the tbro.'’s. If there 
should clianco to bo a second knock 
later on, 1 make a sprint fur the writing 
desk, sci/.o pen and pajicr, upset the ink 
or not as it happens, and present to 
anyone coming in at the door tbo most 
thoroughly engrossed back in fjondon. 

Ibit that was in the good old days 
of knucklc-knockiiig. On this parti¬ 
cular morning I bad hardly written 
iiiore than a couple of thousand words 
- -1 moan I had hardly got the cushions 
at tbo back of my hciul comfui'tKbly 
scttleil when Celia came in. 

" Well” she said eagerly. 

1 struggled out of the sofa. 

“ What is it ? ” I asked sfornly. 

“Did you hear it all right?” 

“ I didn’t hear anything.” 

“ Oh 1 ” she said in great disappoint¬ 
ment. " Hut perhaps you worn asleep,” 
she went on hi>)K>fully. 

“Certainly not. I was working.” 

“Did 1 interrupt you’?” 

" You did ratlier; but it doesn’t 
matter.” 

“ Oh, well, I won’t do it again - 
unless 1 really have to. (lood-bye, 
and good luck.” 

She went out and I returned to my 
sofa. After an hour or so my mind 
began to got to work, and 1 got up and 
walked slowly up and down the room. 
The gentle exercise seemed to stimulate 
mo. Seeing my new patter in the 


corner of the room, I took it up (my 
brain full of other things) and, drop¬ 
ping a golf ball on the carpet, began 
to practise. After flve or ten minutes, 
my ideas being now quite clear, I was 
just about to substitute the pen for the 
putter when Celia came in. 

“Ohl” she said. “Are—are you 
busy'? ” 

I turned round from a difficult putt 
with the club in my hand. 

“Very,” I said. “ What is'if?” 

" I don’t want to disturh you if you ’re 
working——” 

“ 1 am.” « 

“ Hut I just wondered if you—if you 
liked artichokes.” 

1 looked at her coldly. 

“ I will fill in your confession book 
another time,” I said stiffly, and I sat 
down with dignity at my desk and 
dipped the putter in the ink. 

“ It’s for dinner to-night,” said Celia 
psrauasively. “ Do say. Because I 
don’t want to eat them all by myself.” 

1 saw that I should have to humour 
her. 

“If it’s a Jerusalem artichoke you 
mean, jos,” I said; “the other sort, 
no. J. Arthur Choke I love.” 

“ Itight-o. Sorry for interrupting.” 
.■\iid then us she went to the door, 
“ You did hear Jumbo this time, didn’t 
you?” 

“ 1 believe that’s tbo only reason you 
came in for.” 

“ Well, one of them.” 

“ Are you coming in again ? ” 

“ Don’t know,” she smiled. “ Depends 
if 1 can think of an excuse.” 

“ bight,” 1 said. “In that case-” 

Tliei'c was nothing else for it; 1 took 
u]) my pen and begun to work. 

Hut 1 have a suggestion to make to 
Celia. At present, although Jumbo is 
really mine, she is having all tbo fun 
with him. And ns long as Jumbo is 
on the outside of the door thei'e can 
never rise an occasion when 1 should 
want to use him. kly idea is that 1 
should unscrew Jumbo and put him on 
tbo inside of tho door, so that I can 
knock when f come out. 

And when Celia wants to come in 
she will warn me in the old-fashioned 
way with her knuckles . . . and I 
shall have time to do something 
about it. A. A. M. 

“ Tho members of Uio various committees 
appuintod ycstcnbiy to administer the affairs 
01 the North of Ireland in the event of Homo 
Ruto cominf! into operation, found on arrival 
in tho hall that most business-like arrange¬ 
ments bad been inadeforlhoiracoommodation. 
To each of theso committees had been allotted 
a separate table, with writing materials and 
all facilities for preliminary work.” 

Liverpool Courier, 

Surely this wUl bring Mr. Asquith to 
his senses. 
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INVADERS OF DEBRETT. 

Bcknk -The ilnwiiuj-mnn nt Hercia Caslle, wltere the Duke and Duchess of ilercia have a large family inrty for the shooting, 

Timk • After dinner. 

The Du.'hfss (to her ilnujhiei). ‘‘Ifirtv Aim Mr. fioiN' to ami'br ouitsKLTKS to-!«oiit, ijf.arhat? ” 

hady KJeljleda. ‘■What h'vou bay io a rKiin.iiMASi’K or Tne (iini, most Non'itKim, Mamma? You'vr nkyik skkm it. 
YOU KNOW, ANii(H i/'t II ijlaiice round nt her numerous nnd beauteous sisters-in-lnw) wr 'vk thk (.raihnu i.ai)Y iikiik -and uai.f 
TIIK iTioiius! " 


IT'S TllOUOUCill AS noKS IT. 

An Anu'i'icsiii cal ik'^; rain Klatra tinil 
a wealthy citi/cn of .'\nl>urn, N.Y., lias 
just catoroil the State pcMiitontiary. 
“llo lias taken tliis mi'tliod of l)(‘coiiiiii;> 
a convict in oitIim' to learn from actual 
cxporionco just wliat fjoes on inside llie 
penitentiary, and will afterwards use 
Ilia oxporiencea in liis prosecution of 
reforina. In order to do tlie tliinji (piite 
reoulaily lie was committcil liy a ju Ifjn 
wiio is an intiniato friend of his. llo 
Mill remain thirty days in the prison, 
nnd on his niitranco to-day ho was 
shaved anil served out with the strija'd 
costume of a convict. Dnrino his 
sojourn he will farii pmdsely as the 
other prisoners do." 

A convict in the s.vmo prison, on 
hearing' of this experiment, exjireascd 
his desire to tost for a few weeks the 
social nnd dconoinic conditions of the 
life of a wealthy Auhifrn citiicen; hut 
so far ho Invi been unable to bojtiii. 


None the less his wish indicates how 
kcxin the American cinpii ical mind ciiu 
la*. 

Viix'd by the example, many of our 
own public men have been invcstifiating 
u]> to tlio hilt. Sir llnitnKKT IIkkh- 
noiiM Tiikk, wo learn, wishing to know 
exactly what were the feelings and 
aspirations of a limelight man, himself 
t(M)k a turn in tlio flies. The first time, 
by some curious chance, ho seems to 
have hold the lautcm in such a way 
that all the ra\s fell on his own person ; 
but, after some practice, he succeeded in 
occasionally illuminating part at least 
of the stage. Sir Hkiuikht, however, 
in spite of this progress is disposed to 
continue as actor-manager. 

With extraordinary self-abnegation 
one of our most widely-read novelists, 
whoso liooks do not exactly steal on 
tip-toe and with finger on lip into |bo 
light of day, has been cndoavourintf to 
discover what it fools like to Ira wih 
modest and unknown. Ho was dis¬ 


covered the oilier day by his publisher 
in the habit of a Carthusian monk 
I committing to memory the poem which 
begins— 

. l^iwii in a Bwoi't and Kkady lied 

! A modehl violet arew. 

‘Till) publisher, in his astonisliment, 
' could only exclaim, “ What is this that 
thou art giving us?'* 

{ Tho rumour that Mr. ]1 ockkfki:.t,i.'U 
was found' recently in a workhouse 
disguised as a very hairy old pauper 
still requires contirniation; but wo 
should not Ira suiqiriscd. 


Our Stylists. 

“liRiAvinf; the Millor'ii plantation, they 
found a litter of cubs, duiiling them wofl 
, nlumt, but did not hilt. They next moved on 
, the l)e.sii, nnd found a good show, rattling 
' them well about. One cub broke at the top 
lend, and made for 'J'imprim, which they killed 
: in a small plantation, from whii^ another fox 
' 0.11110 out, they hunted him. which wont into 
I a field of standing earn. Tho hounds being 
called off, then went home.”— Scotsman, 
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MR. CARRUTHERS. 

PiCKiHQ a paper a fortnight or so 
ago I read this: “ Never find fault with 
or criticise your husband directly. If 
you dislike his ways, criticise the same 
thing in another person, and your hus¬ 
band will bo likely to take the hint." 

Let ino say at once that this is not 
true. Ho is unlikely to tako tho hint, 
as I can prove. Nor is it wiso counsel 
either. On tho contrary, it is fraught 
with danger, and iny advico to all wives 
is to have notliing to do willi it, but, 
when theytliavn fault to find, to find it 
in the good old-fasliioncd stylo - riglit 
out. 

liistcn. 

For the moment I was taken with 
the idea, and decided to try it. Henry 
(iny liusband) has not a few vexatious 
ways that get on my nerves, ono of 
which is rising from the table directly 
he has finislicd Ids meal, no matter at 
what stage T, wlio am a slower eater, 
happen to bo. Having iirevioiisly said 
nothing aliont this 1 clioso it us my 
opening experiment. 

“ I lunched with Mrs. C.irruthei’s 
to-day,” I said casually at dinner. 

“Did you?" Henry replied, “Is it 
a nice house ? " 

" Quite,” 1 said. 

“ And what is Carruthci-s like ? ” ho 
asked. (I may say that Mrs. Curruthers 
is a new acquaintance.) 

Now, as a matter of fact, Mr. Car- 
rutbers was not there ut all; but 
obviously this kind of corrective treat¬ 
ment demands inventive power in the 
corrector or it cannot go on; for how 
is ono actually to find men with all 
one’s husband’s hmi habits? 

" Oh,” I said, as non-commillally as 
possible, “the ordiriaiy kind of man. 
JJut ho has ono detestable mannerism.” 

“ Only ono?” Henry answered easily. 

“Ono very noticeable ono lo-duy,” 1 
replied. “ 11c got up and left tho table 
directly bo had finished.” 

“ While you wero still eating? ” Henry 
asked with interest. 

“ Yes.” 

“Tho low swine! ”said Henry; and, 
oven as he said it, ho throw down his 
napkin and sauntered off, although I 
had but just begun a pear. 

What was 1 to do ? In tho ordinary 
way I should have di-awn attention to 
his own inconsistency, but tho paper 
so particularly said that direct means 
were to be avoided; and I theieforo 
sat on dumb and enraged. 

A day or so later 1 tried again, and 
again I employed Mr. Carruthers as 
my terrible example. 

Henry has a very annoying—more 
than annoying, exasperating—way of 
stealing my tunes. After a visit to tho 





Ihoatro or a revm 1 naturally find asr- 
tain memories of the music in my hcsul, 
and it amuses me to hum them over. 
'I'his I can <lo accurately. Now what-' 
over Henry may be doing when I begin, 
oven perhaps huinining something bim- 
sclf, ho at once takes up my tune; and 
what fun is there in continuing with it 
then ? 

Very well. I decided to make a 
second attempt to euro him in the 
newspaper’s way, and to attack this 
humming tendency. 

Mrs. Carruthers hsul been to tea, and 
I mcntionrtl this to Henry. 

“1 supposo you dissected your 
wretched husbands ? ” he said. 

“ She certainly talked a little about 
hors,” I replied, with a terrible glibness 
that nearly frightened me. As a matter 
of foot sho bad not mentioned bim. 

“Complained, I suppose?” said 
Henry. 

“ Oh no, sho's too loyal for that,” 1 


replied. “ Hut she said that thei'o is 
ono thing he does liarmleKS enough, 
no doubt, but irritating beyond words; 
no sooiuT does she begin to lium a tune 
than ho bums it too, although he has 
no car.” 

Henry whist lid. “Ho does that, 
docs ho?” bo exclaimed. “Tlu'n 1 nuite 
agi'ot) with bis wife. 'I'liat sort of thing 
vvoidd make mo just rabid. One’s own 
buiiiming is sacreil. ISy jingo, 'yes. 
This Carruthers scxsiis to Ix) no enil of 
a blighter," he added. 

Again 1 was foiled, and 1 determined 
to have no more to do with tho scheme, 
but in future to mako any effort towards 
correction openly and honestly and 
forcibly. And no doubt 1 should Ira 
doing BO but for an occurivnce only 
this afternoon. 

Henry, very unlike his custom, came 
in to tea, and u Mrs. Vyse was there, a 
now neighbour returning my call. 

Wo talked tho usual smipl talk, and 
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slio was jiisti goinf* when she remarked, 
*' You know niy friend Mrs. Carruthers, 
I think?" 

J said that I had rcc.!nlly made her 
ac()tiiiinlanco. 

“You’Jl love her,” said Mrs. Yyso. 
“Sill'll a dear! And such a sad life!' 
But she never mentions it - never cum- 
plains." 

I heiian to feel vafiiiely alarnii.d. 

“Yes,” Mrs. Vyse ri’|icaU'il, "\ nil’ll 
love licr.” 

“But not her liushaiul," Henry re¬ 
plied, with a laud'll. “ We sliall never 
love liini not with that deadly way he 
has of leavine I he tahle directly ho has 
linishisl /'ohhlin^ his fend and all his 
other little tricks. Oh no, not Car- 
riitliiu's! ” 

M rs. \\se looked suddonly holh }»ravo 
and perplexed. “ You needn't worry,” 
she said at last. “Von aie not likely 
to luiKit Mr. Carruthers. Mr.Carrutheis 
has 1)0011 separated from his wifu for 
two years.” 

And now what chaiine have 1 to take 
any lino at all about anything my 
husband does? 


WASTMl) TAIiMNT. 

Wn dwellers in a provincial town 
like BriHikmnuth lind imich to excite 
our wonder in the enter))riso of the 
Ixmdon halfpenny pa])ers. Every 
morning wo are confronteil with fresh 
ovidouce of it; every morning we are, 
so to speak, invited to take olT our hats 
to The Meijitphoiie, The Ihiily Snap, 
'The Wuitehimni, The Sloniiiiij Sjiont, 
'The liourcr and The Wnelehs. Only 
'The 'Trumpeter lags hehiiid in the eoin- 
])utition for our rus])ectfnl admiration. 

It is all very llattering to Brook- 
mouth. Cleat events are taking place 
in the busy world without. Day by 
day the prohlem of the Home Buie 
Bill grows more iusistent and more 
serious; airmen tly on their heads; 
dcs})orato battles are fought out on the 
football pitch; the investments of the 
fjiheral I’arty k’niids arc liercely dis-! 
cussed; new hooks are pulilislied and 
hannoil; new plays are ])roduced and i 
withdrawn; there are earthquakes, tires 
and fights in foieigii par's. Yet yester¬ 
day 'J he Meijaphone announced on its! 
placard, “Summer returns to Brook -1 
moulli "; 'The D,i//// Siuip said, “ Croat' 
Heart in Brookinoiitii 'J’hc Watchmuii, \ 
“ Bi'i'okmoutli Bevels in the Sun ";' 
The Mornimj SjHVil, “'riio Brookmoiith j 
Thei'inonieter Soars”; 'The Jlourer, 
“Aiitunin or Summer in Brook- 
nioittli ? ”; The ^yireless, “ Sol favoui's 
Biookinoeth." 'The Trumi}eter merely 
said, “ Home Buie C&nferenco Develop- 
niciit." 


And what a flair they have for items 
of local interest! Borne time ago there 
appeared in one of our Church maga- 
xines a jocose remark by the genial 
vicar of St. Aloysiiis with regard to 
the consumption of Inins at Sunday- 
school treats. “Tho Ban on the Bun," 
announced 'The Meijnphono next day. 



IIISTDRV IN THK IfAKINCr. 

Tiik i seiiiv.M.iiuL's Sin Ai.Mnoru ukny- 

ISlI HIS lUKSTl'I'V TO FAIll CAl.I.KIl AT FIIIK- 
l•KO^)^' JIKTllKir, WIlKlia JIK )S IIKSTI.NO 
Al-TKIl NKItVoeS KTllAIS OK WIIITINO 7'1/A' 

t vK.veriii,'.ifKn Cask aoaixst Temai.k tire- 
eiiAtiK, 

“ Buns in I’eril at Brookmoiith," crioil 
The Ihiilii Snap, “Tho Bun-bursting 
Vicar,” exclaimod The Walelman. “ To 
Bun or not to Bun?” asked 'The 
Mornimj Spout. “.V Hot and Cross 
Bun Outhiii-st," facetiously said 'The 
Uonrer. “ Vicar’s Maxim at Brook- 
mouth,” still more facetiously said 'The 
WirelexA. “Bonewed Eightmg iii the 
Balkans," said 'The Trumpeter. 

And 1 could multiply examples in¬ 
definitely. As 1 have remarked, it is 
vo'-y flattering to Brookmouth and it 


reveals extraordinary entermse on the 
pai-tof The Megaphone, The Daily Snap, 
'The Watchman, 'The Morning SjmuI, 
The Iloarer, and The Wireless. All the 
same, it is a little curious that those 
clover young sub-editors, or whoever 
they are, do not realise that wo should 
never dream of buying a Ixindon daily 
paper in onlcr to read about Brook- 
mouth, Wo can do that quite well in 
our local journals. 

That is why I, fur one, always take 
in 'The Trumpeter, 

THE J’fAINT OE I’ERGY 
Il.LINCWOimi, Esq., M.P. 

1 N a moment of expansion 
1 engaged a ducal mansion 

On a most romantic island on tho 
Clyde, 

Whore, remote from work and worry, 
And tho aftermath of ^Iuiikay, 

1 intended in seclusion to reside. 

But tho attitude of Clstcr 
And the leadoi's who ’vo convulsed her 
With incentives to tho wickedest of 
crimes. 

Has disiiclled the blissful vision 
Of a holiday Elysian, 

And prompted HouKituiiN’s letter to 
'The. Times. 

No more tho strains melodic 
Of tho pipes are heard at Brodick; 

No more 1 taste tho pleasures of tho 
chase; 

But in sequence swift and sinister 
Comes Minister on Minister 
To mar tho ancient magic of the place. 

It’s nuts for the snajishottci'S, 

And tho journalistic jotters 
Who desecrate tho glories of Goatfoll, 
.■\nd it’s worth a small Bonanza 
To the natives of i.oc!i Ban/a 
And tho people who the picture post¬ 
cards sell. 

But .Toiix Bkomoni) down in Kerry 
Has T)i«n anything but niorry% 

And his prophecies ara very far from 
smooth; 

And the culpable omission 
Erom our Island coalition 

Of Lakkis stirs the ire of lI.vNDun 
Booth. 

In tho Session 1 am rocly 
Bather fond of CiKoiMim and Serly 
.'V nd tho merits '>f young Wissro.v 
can applaud; 

But to have them here, all talking 
When I want to go out stalking. 

Turns my holiday into an Arrant fraud. 

Uixed Fanning. 

" About 1 tK) 3 , an Officer imrocd Mactirthiir 
stirtcii wheat-growing in Camden with a 
j couple of Spanish Merino sheep given him by 
I (lourge III.” 
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Molliff (to MiiM, tclw lurn fitllen uvi-r mnl). “Hit in»w niii vm- juNAtir. it, haiii.ish? “ 
Mabvt. "J—I c coju'.ii in ukfokk I c-comi:ii.’’ 


TIIH 111 ST U ION. 

Observe, froia .Jiispcr .loiios’ asciMit 
To l'’iiiius, liow art may cireuiuvcnt 
A naluLul iiiip(!<lim(.'iil. 

Dcsifriied in Naluru's finnsl mould, 
With oyes of hliii! and hair of fiold. 
With smile at once reliiied and holil, 

A liguro of compelling height, 

A size of waist oxaetly right, 

Ifo was a most attractive sight. 

And built to act tho leading part, 

Tho central Earl, tho lime-lit Hart., 
Who wins or breaks tho Prima’s heart. 

But mark the flaw: his twang was such 
As irked his hcaicrs very much. 
Having the strongest Cockney touch. 

In every lino ho hod to say 
His /a's always went astray 
And gave his origin away. 

It makes mo shiver oven now 
When I, who know, remember how 
lie spoke that dreadful diphthong 
“-ow.” 

But yet he got there all the same. 

So that the Stage's scroll of fame 
To-day is head^ with his name. 


, .And once a month, hid never loss, 

; His jiortraits lill tho picture press, 
j in every pose, in evei'y dress. 

{.And high-born flappers, taught to ban 
'The coarse or vulgar, think him an 
I ideal Mnglish genlleman ; 

'■ Nay, murmur pas-,ionately, " .Ah ! ” 

: When, taken hy a kind pajia, 

Thev See him act .... in cinema. 


B.S.V.P. 

There can be little doubt that in¬ 
struction in Knglish literature could be 
mado more interesting if presented in 
some fresh form, and the following 
examination paper is pul forward as 
an altem|)t to direct tho minds of 
;oxaminecs into now channels: 

! Qitkstio.n I. 

j " Old Caspar's work was done." 

I What was ohl Caspar’s work '? Is 
{there any reason other than the state- 
I mont that it was done, for suggesting 
that it was not that of a Panel Doctor? 

Question 11. 

“ Tears, idle tears.” 

Why were they unemployed ? Sug- 
i gest schemes for utilising their labour. 


Question Ml. 

; " / mns! Irani Spanish one of these 

: tlaifs." 

What particular Conversat ion Course 
had the speaker in mind when making 
this resolve? 

Qi'estion IV'. 

“ This is I hr. plare. Stand still, ini/ 
slrrd." 

. Did it? 

■ Question V. 

“ Oh, fur a lodijo in, ionir vast wildrr- 
'ivss!" 

By means of what newsjiaper Ajiart- 
ment Hist was the writer ultimately 
suited ? 

Qi estion VI. 

" Snrvnj mankind front, (’hina to 
I'rrn.” 

Was this instruction addressed to a 
pio)>erly qualiticd member of tho Insti¬ 
tute of Surveyors? If not, why not? 

“ All arlii-li; in tliu Krujinrerimj Siqtitiruiriil 
fxarniiics the iriKsibility uf u-.iii); cxisling teli'- 
liliuiio liiiC!)) for U-Icp]ioiiic imiiiovs.” Timrs. 

It is hoped that telephone subscribers 
will not 1)0 unduly elated hy’this possi- 
_bility. Tho thing will probably fall 
! through in tiio end. > 
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LAST WORDS ON THR 
CriOTHINO CONTltOVRRSY. 

(Art irresponsible 2 )rolesl.) 

WiiBrt Adam’s wifo was first uilviscfi 
To study fasliion, I should say 
Ilor incxlest waixlroho advertised 
That vanity had coiiio to stay; 
Anti vainer (generations wore, 

As time went on, a little iiioiv. 

(To overclolho the Inmian fonii 
Makes iiieii of inortils rage and storm.) 

Hut now, when nuMle.ni J'lvo aspires 
To alUtr this, and just to wear 
The niininiuiii our clime rctpiires. 

It .seems, to say the least, unfair 
That virtue's guardians sliould unite 
In hlaining her for doing right. 

Such steps towards a simpler sliite 
No moralist should deprecate. 

Not such am T. Rut 1 protest 
The world is hrighter since tlie b'all. 
And life would lose an intiu'est 
If [N^oplo wore no eluthes at all. 
But stalked about with nothing on - 
Their most delightful foible gone. 

How very dull to have a reign 
Uf [Xtrfecl innocence ag.iin! 


BUACTICAL IllNT.S ON (lORK 
(With fnll aclinoirleihjinenls to our 
illHiniiiatiiiij ronteuijuiruries.) 

I.— ^Tiik Art ok Loxo Diinixci. 

TliKliB is no douh!. that the player 
who cun drive a long hall from the tee 
gels further than liis less fortunate 
eonfri^re who is a short driver. Much 
has lioen, and will he, written on the 
art of long driving. How i-i this 
ilesiileratiim of all followers of the 
Royal and .\ncient (lame to hi- attained? 
That is what I am ahout to t-II you. 

Son)') men when going all out for a 
long one from the tee |)lay their hall 
witli a little ))tdl on it ; others inei'ely 
drive a straight hall down the iniddfe 
of the course. Anyway, as 1 have said, 
the player who hits a long hall g.-ls 
furthor than the one who hits a short 
hall, and consoijiiontly he needs a 
shorter shot to ix-ach the green with 
his second. 

Speaking of reaching the given 
reminds mu of two of the most reniai'k- 
ablo shots 1 ever wi'.no^swl. I was 
playing for the Ghampi.inship of Texas, 
U.S.A., in It) -. My paitner was 
Mr. “Slick" Samson, tho coluhratod 
professional amateur. .At tho 11th ho 
pulled his drivu into tho rough. When 
Avo'camo up to tho hall it was neatly 
cupped in a lai'k's nest which contained 
four eggs. Now 1 »Im botr.aying no 
socrot whci\. I say that, on the throe 


previous greens, Samson had been put 
olT by tho incessant singing of a sky¬ 
lark, and had ini.ssed holing three 25 feet 
putts in succession; a most unusual 
thing for him. I thoivfure expected to 
SCO him take his rovongo by lifting nest, 
eggs, and hall all on to tho given 
together with his niblick. But 1 was 
disappnintcil. Instead, ho took his 
mashio and played tho ball with such 
nicety that it landud dead within 2 feet 
of tho pin, and tho eggs remained in 
the nest unbi'okon ; not even cr<ackcd. 

Strange to say, the other ivmarkahlo 
shot was made by tho same player on 
tho same course. The game was all 
srjuai'u at tho 17th. We both had good 
drives at tho IBth; hut Bamson had 
tho inisforluno to find a rahhit-holo, his 
hall lying about inches inside the 
front entrance. 1 loro was a quandary! 
It was the only rabhit-holn on the 
course, and luul been coiisti'uclcd sub¬ 
sequent to tho drafting uf tho local 
rules, HO that no pi’ovision was made 
for this contingency. If ho picked up, 
it meant losing tho match. Ho walkucl 
forwai'd, towai'ds the greon, with a 
woi'ried look on his face. Then, return¬ 
ing, 1)0 took his niblick and hit with 
tronicndous force. Tho hall disapiieaivd 
down the I'abhit-holo. Imagine, if you 
cun.our undisguised amazeinont when it 
bolted out of Bror Rabbit’s back-door, 
iihnut a yards from tho green, and caiiio 
to ivst within 2 feet of tho pin. (If I 
ivcoi'dod tho exact distimee - (> inches 

many golfers might ho tempted to 
doubt my Aoiacity.) Needless to say, 
I lost tho hole and the match. 

I Rut I am digressing. I merely 
I mention these two shots because I am 
I trying to got a good length with my 
I article, which ivminds ino that “Tho 
art of -long driving” is tho subject 
under discussion. Well, 1 hope tjiat, 
after a careful jiorusal of Iheso few 
practical hints, you will find that you 
I are consistently getting a lunger ball 
i from tho too t ban you did formerly. 
If you succeed in doing this you will 
1 exj’orience it feeling of true satisfaction. 

Next week 1 hope to publish |irt 
another journal. -Rn.] a fow' hints on 
“ The art of approaching.’’ 

“ Pnon.-t.-rs of all kinds of public inoctinf(.s 
and cntcrtiiiiinicnts should iiHsiiiiitito tliu 
lesson rontiiini'd in tin- aiiiK-ndisl cxtr.)ct fconi 
nil nppro.'inlivc U-tti-r iiddr<'ssed to tho KdiUir 
of this Jiiumiil The writer, a consintvnt and 
|H>rsistont advertiser, evidently known n f;ond 
lliiiiK when fonn l, and, quite unsolicited by 
U.S, has written ns follows:— 

* I write because I find that a good 
innke a diffocenco to tho size of tho 
iintico in your cxcollont paper DOKS 
nuJionco.' ”— Knfteld Oatetle. 

Another time ho should bo asked not 
to write. 


THE COMMON ROUND. 

John looked important and mys¬ 
terious. “ The fact is," he announced, 
“ Rva and I are going to get married." 

“Ah!” said 1, “so that is why you 
got engaged, is it ? ’’ ! 

“ Yes. Three weeks to-morrow. We 
shall want a parson, a bridesmaid or 
two and a best man. There is woi'k 
for all. Will you help?” 

“What will it cost mo?”"I asked. 

“ You know, you have omitted to men¬ 
tion tlie other things you want and, I 
havo no douht, mean to hdve. Ijook 
here—will you take five shillings in 
cash and tho ivst by monthly instal- 
mcnis?” 

John protested that he would ho 
quite content with my meiv blessing, 
so fine a fellow was 1 (as 1 am). 

“ dood,” 1 said. “ But tlion there is 
always Rva’s (x)inl of view. Hadn’t 
wo hotter got straight to business? 
W’lial uliout a sugar-sifter? ” 

“ It’s awfully kind of you, old boy, 
and there is nothing wo should have 
liked hotter. But Rra and I intend to 
livo iptito sim 2 )ly, and avo feel that tho 
six sugar-sifters avo havo already re- 
coiA'cd Avill SCO us through.’’ 

“ Has anybody suggested giving you 
tlie Avcdiling-iing? You’ll probably 
find you Avant one Avhen you get 
to the church ... Or Avhnt about 
half-a-dozcii noAvls, Avilli Riiksknta- 
Tiox Ooi’V neatly stanqicd on tlio 
inside cover ? ’’ 

“ Wouldn’t the ])uhlishcrs Ikj hurt if 
they found out? " lie asked. “ GIav us 
any old tiling, if you insist. AYc don’t 
mind Avhat.’’ 

“ 1 simply don’t helioAO you,” I said. 
“ I am quite certain that yon havo put 
your two heads logotlie;* and m.ido out 
a list. IVoduco it.” 

Ho 2 U'oduced it and began to read 
aloud. “ We sliall Avant a house and 
somuiurnitmv to ]>ut inside it. Clieques 
AvlIl ho accepted in iiayuiont or part- 
l>aymeiit. 'I'antaliarestrictlyprohibited, 
but AVO am open to salvers, cutlery, 
cnlrf-o dishes ...” 

“ Start at tho other end,” I suggested. 

"Asli-lray, blottiiig-^iad, Bradshaw 
coA'cr, ink-fiot . . 

“Times are bid, but not quite so 
bad as all Hint. Try tbo middle.” 

“ Breakfast-service, toa-semee, din- 
nor-sorA’ice.” 

“Don’t you intend taking lunch?” 
I asked. 

“Apparently not, but aav make up 
Avith an extra dinner-service, called tho 
dessert-service. Tho nut-crackers, nut- 
pickers, nut-scrapers huAV already been 
supplied.” 

“Then,” I declared, “ I will give 
you the nuts.” 
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"Or,*’ said John, “what about tho 
Jubiloo port ? '* 

« • » » » 

The function was a complete success, 
and I filled my part to tho last item. 
I can never ho too grateful to Kva 
for choosing so ehariniug a Chief 
Bridesmaid as Gladys, for I take it 
that, whatever sIm had been like, it 
was my duty (as Beat Man) to fall in 
love with her. I opencil tho subject 
by complimenting her on her choice 
of a I’irst-Thing-in-lho-Morning Tea- 
service, wliich 1 consideml much 
superior id tho other three suniples of 
tlie same convenience appearing among 
tho numerous and costly presents. 

“ r<ot's go and look for yours," she 
said, but 1 felt that what I had to say 
could best bo said in a more private 
corner. 

“ Probably tliey couldn’t hold back 
and drank it last night," 1 said, as 1 
led her ajiart. . . . The I'osult of our 
convocation was such that 1 foresaw 
that a schcdtilo of our own would bo* 
come necessary at a later stage. Ho 1 
felt I could not do hotter than make a 
list of the presents that John and Kva 
had roceivcil. 

When .Tolm had iccovercd from his 
wedding, I thouglit that it was higli 
time to l>o getting on with my own. 
So T called upon him. 

•• 1 have here," 1 said, " a list . . .” 

“ Splendid,” ho answered, witli a 
gre.at show of inthusiasiii. "if you 
will forgive an e.xperienccd man ad¬ 
vising you, 1 may say that the whole 
question of conjugal happiness diqiciids 
entirely upon what you drink and 
when. Have you, for instance, a Finst- 
Thing-in-lhe-Morning Tea-service on 
your list’? ’ 

“ Wo have," said 1 . 

John was inclined to ho jubilant, but 
Eva, who was standing by and has a 
better memory for detail, chocked him. 
“ Wo have never ceased to ho grateful 
for Gladys’s delightful gift,” said she. 
“I don’t know what wo should do 
without it." 

I think that perhaps John did know, 
but ho had learnt wisdom in this short 
timo and said nothing. 

“Have you a sugar-sifter on tho 
list ? " asked Eva, tentatively. 

“ Six," said I. “ But pcrhaiis 1 
ought to toll you that it is in somo 
ways a peculiar list and contains only 
the things we can do without." 

"Docs it even include," asked Eva 
in desperation, “ tho handsome marble 
timepiece John’s Uncle Frank gave 
us?” 

“Underlined in rod ink," I stated, 
“ and marked with an asterisk by way 
of special caution." 


THE ART OF SELF-DEFENCE. 




lil.u Stvi.k. 






Nuw S'I'ylk: insi-iiu::i) nr AusniCAS TAirxsiiNU. 


John tumbled to it at last. “It 
looks to me,” ho said, “ as if wo shall 
have to buy you something." 

I deprecated this extreme measure. 
“ No, no. Our list doesn’t iticluilu 
everything you had given you." 

Kva brightened visibly. I think she | 
hod tho foolish hopo of getting rid of; 
the antimacassars of tho faithful 
retainer. ! 

“ Wo haven’t included tho cheques," I 
I explained. “If you’ro prcsswl for; 
room, we could tako over a couple or 
so of those." 

From a list of wedding presents in 
The Oxford Chronicle: -- 

“ Mr. and Mrs. Ashixic, • rroincthi'us' (un- 
liound).” 

I low’ mean! 


•• Dorothy KomU-r’s New Song : DKAiiKS-r, I 
iiiUNu TiiKK DAKniuit.s (ill thu iirosM.)" 

Aiirt. 

Pres.sod flowora aro all very well, but 
wo fancy Doarest would prefer thoin 
fr«5sh. 


" ,\lwii\s iiso ritiM-w.tli;r for llin facn if you 
Wiiiit t'> k.i-ji yiiiir complexion. If you live in 
!i touii. >.lr.iin the r.iin-watcr through tho leg 
of an old st>x-king. This roinoves tho bhuik." 

thmie Chet. 

Fiom the stocking. 


Directions for uso of-’s Tonic 

liotion- 

“ Unxerow tho cap on top, and apply to’*thu 
roots of tho Hair, and then well hrush." 

Wo always brush' our cup before putting 
it on tho hair. , 
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THE SORCERESS. 

Thkrk arc two outsido doors to our 
oflicoH, ono to tlio waiting-rootii for our 
clients, and tho otiier to our sanctum 
(marked “ PniVATE ”) to lot my partner 
or myself out by when tlio typist 
announces tho arrival of a tnulesinun’s 
emissary on a matter of an “ Account 
rendered.” 

On Tuesday last my partner and I 
wore earnestly discussing the latest 
phases of tho Insunuiee Act when there 
occurred a gentle tapping at tho door 
marked “ 1 *uivatk." My partner went 
deathly pale, hut having paid my tailor 
the ]>revious week and sent a post-dated 
cheipie to the Oas Company, 1 rose 
with an easy grace, ojMine.d tho door 
and closed it holiind mo. 1 found my¬ 
self in tho passage—1 usually do on 
these occasions, so was not [)arlicularly 
surprised at tho scenery and facing 
a cliarming girl of about twenty-two, 
as near as 1 could judge. She smiled 
sweetly; 1 bowed. In her hand was 
one of tiioso small yellow leather cases 
that people of cither sex so often carry, 
big enough to hold night-gear and a 
tooth-brush, or possibly a cou]>lo of 
small bombs. 

As my fair visitor continueil to smile 
and say nothing, 1 mentally ran over 
the list of pooplo 1 ought to know and 
don’t always recognise, hut 1 couldn’t 
place her. 

“ It’s no goisl,” T said. “ 1 ’m sorry, 
r ought to ronicinl)er you, hut frunkly 
1 don’t!” 

Still she smiled, 

“ 1 say, you know,” I said, “ you 
might lot mu into tho secret.” 

At hist she made an ellort to speak 
but failed; so, fearing that she was 
very nervous, J said cheerfully - 

“ Do you mind coming round to the 
outer ollic«!; there’s no one there, and 
wo can have a heart to heart talk about 
this little matter? 

“ Now,” I saiil, when she was scaled, 
"are you a niece who has grown out 
of all recognition? If so, I will fall 
on your neck. 1 adore my relations, 
especially those who are strangers to 
me. ( 3 an I saj more ? ” 

At lust her voice niunaged to force 
its way through tho pearly portals, and 
she Biioke. 

“ Do you wear--er— net'kties ? ” 

As I happoiusl to ho wc'aring niy 
lennis-cUib tie- and the Dating Ihini- 
blora’ tie is universally exocratotl by 
jealous outsiders for its ohtrusiveness— 
the question sci'iued unnecessary. 

“ Well, yes,” I said, “ funnily enough 
I dto.’when I don’t forgot to put ono on.” 

Almost unconsciously 1 put my band 
to the tie enciosure. ' 

"I bavei^t forgotten it to-day, you 


see,” I said with one of my most 
brilliant smiles. 

Her eyes followed the direction of 
my hand and she smiled again, rather 
broadly I thought. 

Then she began to fumble with the 
clasp of tho leather case. Her hand 
shook. Clearly she was a lieginnor. 

“Allow mo,” I said. “If you have 
a tie to pit against mine 1 will accept 
the challenge.” 

“ What 1 want to show you,” she 
said, “ is not so er—striking, but much 
more wonderful.” 

She opened tho case, exposing two or 
three dozen neatly-folded neckties, and, 
running her finger lightly over an 
octavo or so, selected a black silk one 
with a purple leil motif. 

“ There,” she said, liolding it poised 
lightly in her left hand. 

“ Well, what about it ? ” I said. 
“ Very nice design, certainly, but-” 

“ Wait,” she said, making a swift 
movement with her left hand and gently 
stroking tho tio with her right. 

1 thought 1 must 1)0 sulToring from 
myo])ia; in place of the purple spots 
were white triangles, jiarallelograms 
and other geometric shapes dotted' 
about on the black silk, ilciforo I bad 
time to express my astonishment tho 
sorceress executed two more feats of 
legerdemain, the colour and shape of 
tho pattern changing with each feat. 

“ fjook hero,” I said, trying to 
supjiress my exciteincnt, “if you can 
teach mo to perfonn these mysteries 
and your terms are not too high, I will 
have ono of your conjuring outfits.” 

“ Kighteenpence,” sho said briefly, 
laying the tio on tho table. 

1 turned it over and over. Each end 
ha<l a different pattern on each side or 
face of it—four neckties for eightocn- 
j)enee! 

“ This,” 1 said, “ is the greatest thing 
that has happened. 1 ’ll have two ties, 
that is to say eight, making ono for 
each day of tho week and one over for 
Saturday matiuees. “ I can seo myself,” 
1 said, weighing out my thrtx) shillings, 
“ being soon spoken of as the best 
dn'ssed man in J'laling.” 

“Thank you so much,” sho saul. 
“This is my first attempt at soiling 
things. Wouldn’t your partner like to 
have some? ’ 

1 had no intention of letting William 
into this gi'od thing. 1 brook no rivals, 
“Como, come.” J said; “you are a 
woman. I Ait me appeal to your sense 
of human nature. Do you give away 
tho name of your dressmaker to your 
Ijost friend ? ” 

“ No,” sho said, with a sigh. “ i 
suppose you ait) right.” 

I wishoil her good luck and good 
morning and, after studiously seeing 


her oft the premises, re-entered tho 
sanctum. 

“There, my lad-,”'! said, spreading 
out my purchases. “ A complete neck¬ 
tie outfit, except for evening wear and 
funerals,” 

William tiumcd them over contem¬ 
platively. “ You ass,” he said, “ what 
about the part that goes round your 
silly neck? There will ho a different 
pattern showing on each side. You 
can only wear these baubles with 
double collars.” 

1 siiuply loatho double collai s. 


LITTLE COW HAY. 

Stephen Culpepper 
(Jf Little Cow Hay 
Farmed four liiindrcd acres — 

As Audit-book say; 

An’ ho rodo on a flea-bitten 
Fiddle-faced grey; 

There’s the house—in tho hollow. 
With gable an’ cave, 

Eut they ’vo altered it so 
That you wouldn't believe: 
Wouldn’t know tho old iilace 
Jf he saw it—old Steve; 

His dads an’ his gran'dads 
Had lived there before ;• - 
Eorii, married an’ died there -- 
At least half a score; 

Big men tho Culpeppers — 

As liigh as tho door! 

His wife was a Makepeace-- 
An’ none likelier, 

J''or she’d five luindrod pounds 
When ho married o’ her; 

An’ a grey eye as kindly 
As grey lavender; 

Ho’d sweetest o’ roses. 

Ho’d soundest o’ wheat; 

Six sons—an’ a daughter 
To make ’em com|>lctc. 

An’ ho always said Graco 
. When they sat down to meat I 

He’d tho Blcssin’ o’ Heaien 
On barnyard an’ byre. 

For he mode tho best prices 
Of all in the shire; 

An’ ho always shook hands 
With tho Parson an’ Squire! 

An’ whether his markets 
Hod downs or had ups. 

Ho walked ’em threo couple 
0 ’ bluc-iuottlo pups — 

As clumsy as ducklings — 

;\s crazy as tups! 

But that must be nigh 
Sixty seasons away. 

When things was all diff’rent 
D ’ye see—an’ to-day 
There ain’t no Culpeppei-s 
At Little Cow Ilay! 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

If I am nol mistaken a good many ])co])lo besides old 
Anglo-Indians will delight in Miss H. Macnal'ohtan's Show 
upon the Desert (UonoKit and Stou«!Hton). At the end 
of tho story tlio young married woman who is its chief 
character— 

T.ikc i'liow iiptiii the desert 'm dn<-ky fare, 
l.ighting a little hour or two- is gone. 

] 3 ut before she goes to meet old Charon, in spite of her 
occasionally sharp or nvther nssklcss tongue, in spite of her 
carelessness about public opinion and tlie damning fact that 
a brilliant young V.C. had lirst sent in his papers and then 
shot himself because his lovo for her had broken his cai'ccr 
and his heart, she had done far mom than ninety-and-nine 
just persons to mako life happier and smoother and more 
amusing for her fellow countrymen and counirywomen. 
“ She came out here," says the author, “ when she was very 
youthful, very full of courage, and with her beauty and her 
great charm to refresh us, and wo loved her and blamed 
her, found fault with her, and could not do without her. 
We were not always merciful to her, but perhaps that need 
not bo i-oinemlKsred now. At one time she was perhaps one 
of tho most prominent figures in India, and certainly tho 
most admired.” And yet licr life was a tragc«ly. To ino she 
stands as a typo of I'lnglish womanhood in India, of tho 
courage and sadne.ss and self-sacrilico that so often accom¬ 
pany the apparently selfish pursuit of pleasure of that 
glittering exile. 1 speak of her as if she were a real pei'son, 
which perhaps is the cose. That, at any rate, is the effect 
that Miss MAONAUotiTAM has produced upon my mind. All 


her characters aro wonderfully alive, as if indeed they wero 
not only typos hut realities. Homo of them am very lovable, 
some, like their author, aro distinctly humorous, and thoir 
j story makes a clean, wliolcsoine ami mfroshing hook. 

I I used fo revel in a tale 

Of mcdiieval schemes and plottings, 

Uaggei's averted by chain-mail, 

liovu philtres, ]ioisoiiH and garrottings; 

So when The. House of Byes turned up, 

.\ yarn of Milan in its gloiy 
(Hancock and (Iay) I ruslnsl to ku)i 
(I nce more on horrors weird and gory. 

Hut no such luck! I'm hound to stale 
' This hook of Vfr. AuTiiiJit (Inomin’s 

liecalled hut did not recreate 
' My old-time litiu'ary orgies. 

I Hither he lacks the vivid touch, 

! The skill, and olber points that niaUo!', 

Or else, grown old, I ask too much ; 

And 1 'ill afraid it's not the latter. 

Mr. (jKomin Am;, in one of his Kahles in Klang, giving 
a list of the various types of novels of the present day, 
mentions tho “careful study of American life,” in which 
nothing happens till tho last chapter, when the hero decides 
to sell his cow. With tho dilfemnce that, insltuid of selling 
tho cow, tho hero resolves to commit suicide. The. Bankrupt 
(Mahtin Skckkh) may Im3 said to Ixi tiio Hnglish crjuivalont 
of this kind of hook. Mr. lIonAOF. JIokhnki.i. has given us, 
! in his story of tho life of Oliver Clay, as grey and depressing 
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a novel as I have evor road. Oliver “ dosired a permanent I have just enjoyed a most pleasant and very inexpensive 
Imso on whicii to build his life,” and, after several un- holiday in Venice and St. Putersburgh with Mr. Bothat 
successful attempts to find it, gave up the struggle and, Brykolds as my guide, and only wish the story of The 
following the advice of Maucus Aurrmus, *' walked gravely Gondola (Miles and Boon) were as fascinating as its 
and handsomely into the other w'orld.” Nothing of any atmosphere. The author of My llussian Year has used 
moment brightened his life, and nothing of any inoinent his knowledge to such good purpose that the sotting of his 
brightens the story of it. lie is so constituted that women tale is quite excellent, and I fear to seem a little insensible 
do not interest him, nor religion, nor art, nor even the' of beneiits bestowed if 1 suggest that the only reason 1 
intcllcclual atmosphere of Hampstead. lie tries them all lean find for the laying of the opening scones in Venice is 
in turn and they fail to grip him. The o.xperimcnt of that Mr. Bin'Nor.DS wanted some excuse for his title. He 
thinking for an instant of anybody except himself ho omits would hav.i done bettor for the construction of his book if 
to try. It is a pity, for it might have made all the diil'er- ho hod laid them in 8t. Petorsburgh. But, even so. The 
ence. The question whether it was worth while to writo a 6'ondofa remains an attractive love-story of the old-fashioned 
three hundred and sixteen ])!iga novel about this extra- type. For one thing it has done me the rare service of an 
ordinarily futile young man, is one that need not bo dis- introduction to a charming Polish countess, for whoso 
cussed. Mr. UousnklIj has done it, and done it so well acquaintance I arn peculiarly grateful. So accustomed 
that it is only occasionally that ho allows the reader to bo have T grown to the abnormally wicked Polish countesses 
irritated. The irritation comes in the retrospect, when of modern Action that it was dilHcult at first to believe in 


one wonders why the author 
should have concentrated | 
his attention upon Oliver'. 
when, with his gift for 
character and his minute | 
ebservation, ho could have! 
dealt equally well with some 
more stimulating hero. 


Snp])OSO wo wore playing 
a game in which 1 told you 
the clinractors and setting | 
of a hook, and you guessed 
tlij author. Well, with re¬ 
gard to Waterepriiiys 
(Smith, Hluru), 1 should; 
say that the scene was | 
partly laid in a country | 
village and partly in Cam- 
bridg?, and that the chief 
character was a don, a man ' 
cha;ming, cultured, verging 
upon middle ago, but still, 
full of lively Hym])uthios, i 
surveying the world us from ! 

a college window, who-j 

But before 1 got any! 




Wanda's goodness ; but as 
soon as 1 was convinced 
that she meditatc<l no ap¬ 
palling crimes I fell quietly 
in love with her. The 
Gondola is a “ firet ’’ novel, 
and its freshness and un- 
! pretentiousnesB ought to 
I assure it a mcsl cordial 
I welcome. 


Those who would really 
like to have their wholo- 
! some flesh made to creep— 
' a form of occasional exercise 
which has much to com¬ 
mend it — should plunge 
I f^rjhwjth into 

still, jhi^i 'nono too ca^y genre, 

rom I (“Ituy one of our slwi>iiiB-bags and have a good night’s rest when f uilod. Matter - of - fact 
- ■ travelling.”— Ai>vt.] 1 •.««//, engineer in charge 

'‘"y! van ” co'»l»l0tion of a 




a colleijo window, who-i ai>vt.j | ciminoor in chamo 

But before 1 got Just mavr. it m f completion of a 

furthor you would pro- -- ' ’ —‘ ' - —.- - --'reservoir dam in a wild 

bahly exclaim, “A. C. Bknsos,” and win. If, however, Welsh valley, finds unaccountable sinister influences at 
I had not Ikkui interrupted 1 might have gone on to toll work; strange accidents hap[>eu to men and machines, 
you much more about the honk: for example, that it is and a despairing depression of spirits settles over him. 
not a volume of meditations, but a real story, with several The mountains, the river, and the trees seem to him to 
uilmirably studied characters, and a hero and heroine have a threatening life, and the visionary Welsh shepherd, 
who marry. To bo sure the action is loss physical than .Vorf/<m, “of the blood of Morgan Ap Owaine,” quite simply 
emotional, hut that you would expect; and I suppose there accepting the fact that they have, drives homo the stark 
are few writers who can convoy thoughts with a surer and reality to the terrified consciousness of this pi-osaio Glasgow 
more delicate touch than Mr. A. C. Bksson. Throughout man. Ho finds the diary of his predecessor, who, more in 
1 was fascinated hy two things his seme of at mos]»hcre,! harmony with the spirit that moves in the undergrowth, 
and the skill with which ho has presented the point of view’ has found the peace of death. With Forsyth the thing 
of “forty and a bittock” when confronted with youth, brings a decline to intemperance and despair. Destiny’, like 
Howard Kennedy, the central figure, is drawn with an «pon .SWef)OX, choosing to act in this arbitrary way. 

extraordinary sympathy and ininutcnoss; in his amiable Perhaps the authors luul no strict right, as story-tellers, to 
but lonely college existence, his courtship, and the sorrow leave suspended and unexplained the episode of wild 
and consolations of his married life, the man is wonderfully Meredith's sacrifice of a sheep in the circle of stones on Pen 
human. There are other charactere, too, which 1 should Bavaddan. But they have woven a convincing tissue of 
like to praise in detail—a mo 4 actual undergraduate for one, ocriness with the plausible suggestion of an esoteric know* 
aiuMiis father, whose loquacious enthusiasm on every possi- ledge which an unlcanied reader may not challenge. 


aiuMiis father, whose loquacious enthusiasm on every possi¬ 
ble topic (s a thing of pure joy. Walerspringx, in short, is 
exactly the story’, tender, introspective and lovable, that 
klr. A. 0 . Bensu.n's countless admirers will most thank 
him for haVing written. I do so now. 


ledge which an unlcanied reader may not challenge. 

I .. .. I - 

From an account of a wedding i n TkeB. E. AfrieaLeader :— 
“ Tho parentK wore many and varied, there being 98 in all." 

A motley collection, well repaying inspoition. 
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rkUABiMABi* Lmtghitui BtuhandWaij to nonnoed at ono of onr einematograpli I 

wriARIVAniA. pay?” asked an invostor• before its theatres. Posith’ely The Last Days. 

' It is iaid that there are now twenty- prMuotion. "There’s Potnnn in it," Hurry up I ^ 
tonr candidates for the throne of came the answer. * 

Albania, and it is proposed shortly to “ Saints have a bad ttseord as states- 

hold a J^iew of them. Tlie author of Mary Goes Firs! has mon,” says Dean IIbnson. This is 

been getting into troublo because.the evidently realised hy some of onr poli- 
AreomitnamodljESPAONor,, weighing name Wliiohello, which occurs in the tieians. who are palpably steering dear 
eighteen stone, and over seven feet in play is in actual use off the stage. In of the danger. ^ ! 

height, has been enrolled at Tours, and spite of this the author of the now 

a fui-thea increase in the Gorman army play at the Strand Theatre plnokily A new Insect House was opened at 


may become nocossaiy. 

The 2n4 Battalion of the Oxfonl- 
shiro and Bnokinghamshiro Light 

Infantry has boon camping- 

on the playing fields of Eton, j 
Someone has evidently just I 
remembered that it w.is ther' I 
that the Battle of Waterloo' 
was won. . I 


play at the Strand Theatre plnokily A new Insect House was opened at 
persists in calling his comidy The the Zoo last nook. A visit to the 
Joneses. . Monkey House, however, proves that 

not all the insects have yet been 
The musical play, low There? segregated. 


The interest taken in to-1 
day’s royal marriage is so' 
great that it is thought 
that it may I'ocoine neces¬ 
sary to restrict the muniier 
of reportois ulio wish to 
accomp.vny the royal couple, 
on their honeymoon to ono 
hundred. 

It is not surprising that 
Mr. Ghkstkuton should 
always ho ready to scoff at 
Eugenics. Mr. Chkstertob, 
we understand, was born 
under the old-fashioned con¬ 
ditions and brought up in 
the old-fashioned way, and 
yet he has developed into 
ono of the finest children in 
t!io country. 


SI 


m 






SUIT 


THE BADGER. 
fAsrof the night’squaintclan 
Ho goes his way-^ 

A simple gontlomaii 
In sober grey; 

I To match lone paths of his 
In woodlands dim, 

Tlio moons of centuries 
Ha\o silvered him. 

Deep in the damp, fresh earth 
Ho roots and rolls. 

And builds his winter girth 
Of sylvan tolls: 

Wlien seek the husbandmen 
The furrow brown. 

He hies him to his don 
And lays him down. 

There may he rest for me. 
Nor over stir 
Fur clamorous obloquy 
Of terrier; 

Last of tho night’squaint elan 
Ho curls in peace— 

A friendly gentleman 
In gray pelisse I 


tho country. , MODES KOK MRX. In groy potisso I 

' ' ‘ From a weekly cansme by “A Bath Club Cliap” wo g,itbcr tlial E=sssassss3a 

The road to odvancomont! nro not alone in b.'ing catered for in tho matter of "Tango” 

Signalman Kerbt, who was All tho amort men's ta.Iow are busy iwdvmg^ Serpent, I say I 

diaTniaoA,! Kw fho ftrAAf tbo boll-room. No bolter could bo approached thin W.E.Sptmn, "Tt we were to taka Mr. 
(usmiss^ oy tno trreai! of Conduit Street, whoM" Tango" suits (ton guineas, with Ojctra waist- McKeiuia's speech as representing 
J'jastcrn xiailway t/ompany coat in whits, cream or mole) are a joy to the modem doiicing-man. (ho oonsidetM resolvo of his ool- 

after tho Cromer express'---- leagues wo should be obligod to 

collision at Golchoster, has been adopted I which will shortly roako its appearance eoncludo that tho Oovernment are marehing 
as a Labour candidate for tho Golchostor at tho Princo of Wales' Theatre, will, ‘ ^ ptat ventre ’ to civil war."—TA* Otoia. 
Town Council. u j, we are told, consist in part of a satire Our sportive eontoniporary must not 

on tho London telrahone system. If soy these haid tilings of tho Govem- 
Attontion lias boon drawn to the tho General Post Oflico possosSes an inent, or tlie worm may turn. 

exceptionally largo number of marriages ounce of spirit there will, wo should - _ 

which, according to recent announce-' say, bo some little difficulty in booking .. ,„fl„giHts who are to bo chaigod 

ments, will not take place. It would | seats by telephone. at next High Court m Glasgow with having 

bo well if people recognised at an earlier' *puiposod setting fire to a house in the West 

stage that the great danger of engage- In the first number of The Thespian, Endrefusod to plead at tho prelimhiwdiet.’’ 
ments is that they may lea,'! to iiiatri- Mr. F. R. Bbnbok tirites upon actors . , _, Beotsman. 


" Tlie two suHrngist'i who are to bo ehai^ 
at next High Court in Glasgow with having 
puiposod setting fire to a house in the West 
Endrefusod to plead at tho preliminary diet." I 

Beouman, | 


ments is that they may lea,'! to iiiatri- Mr. F. R. Bbnbok urges upon actors . , ___ 

mony. 'the importance of athloScs. Wo Another hunger-strike. 

* believe it to be n fact that, owing - 

_ It is ramonrel that Mm M.\RtK to tlioir neglect of athletics, many of "Rmponsions. Mr.Madum,M.A., Author 


ingly interesting. ^ ^ 

A tbsatrical forscost has come true. 


o^ue, and are consequently faced by A committee of public senool boys is to , 
uin. f ^ meet without delay to decidb upon tbo 

fate of the self-confessed inventor of I 
The Last Days of Pompeii is an- these horrors. • 


voi,^9U.v. 
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liailiff. “On NO, YOtin t.VI>VSHII>, I don't mind TKK aAn'L,K I’lCtUIlKii-'TJEV don't D> MIH'K dimaue, iict it's these coma 

ONES THAI MKSS THH FLACK UF THE WAV YOU BEK IT.'' 

[“ Sovoral owners of largo eatates are allowing the use of Utoir grounds for Iho production of cinema piclur.'s.''] 


“ You’d bo tho first to rosont having to pay for it." 

“ Not I," I said, “'riiink of her vegotablos." 

“I admit,” said Francosca, “tliat hor vegotablos aro 


“I admit,” said Francosca, “tliat hor vegotablos aro 
good.” 

“ And her soup,” I continued. “ Have you over tastotl 
better?” 

“ Her soup is excellent, but-” 

“Thera must be no ‘buts,’” I said. “We cannot let 
such vegetables and such soup leave us for ever without a 
struggle. Did you try to persuade her ? ” 

“ Well, I didn’t fall on my knees, you know. You 
wouldn’t have liked mo to do that.” 

“ Oh yes, I should,” I said. “ Surely it was tho one 
thing to do. Your high spirit and your pride are admirable 
qualities, Francesca, but 1 have noticed, with regret, that 
they sometimes load you astray. They make you do things 
you aro afterwards soroy for.” 

“ Well, this time, you see, I did nothing. I just said, ‘ Oh, 
very well,’ and asked her what she had to complain of.” 

“ Then 1 suppose she broke into tears and you mocked 

her grief ? ” 

“ Net«-bit of it. She wont off into a long rigmarole, and, 
amonmk dthenthings, she complained very much of you.” 

“ Of^ V’ 1.safd. “ Impossible.” 

“Yes, of you. She said Mr. Carlyon didn’t seem to 
fancy her way of cooking, and sometimes tho dishes wasn’t 


more Ilian tasted, and sukkastic incssagi s come out of tho 
dining-room, and that led to disngronahlo back-talk from 
tlio otiior servants. Altogether, she didn't seem to approve 
of you.” 

“ You ought not to have listened to lior, Francosca,” I 
said. 

“ I couldn’t help listening to her. llosidos, she’s entitled 
to give her reasons.” 

“ I consider it,” 1 said, “ a gimt importinonco in her to 
talk like that of me before you.” 

“ Yes, and the kitchonmaid was listening, too.” 

“ Indeed. And how did it strike tiie kitchonmaid ?” 

“ The kitchonmaid,” said Francosca, “ seotnod to think it 
was a joke. She sniggered.” 

“ Francesca,” I said, “ 1 have licen tliinking this matter 
over. I am afraid there is nothing for it. Mrs. liaxtor 
must go.” ’ . 

“ I WHS sure you would agree with mo,” she said. 

“ And tho kitchonmaid ? ” 

“ Oh, she’s young,” said Francosca. 

“ She must be warned not to repeat her behaviour. It 
was not respectful to you. You ought to have displayed a 
proper spirit.” . * 

“ Oh, no,” said Francesca. “ I have too much pride for 
that. Proper spirits make all tho.mischief iA the world.” 

. B. 0. L. 
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-Aii'ru/\oe nierMiee **'®y taken to China instead of Was this economy necessary? Was 

^^TMORS discuss china. Indian tea the cause of Homo Rule it not rather an insult to the 460 
Turks Discuss Authors' IiiLUMIH- hod progressed by leaps and bounds, millions of patient Orientals now ruled 
ATiMO Utterances. Again, Ireland was famous for its by Yuan Shih-Kai ? He was no scare- 

As a result of the clarifying effect on ginger-ale, the raw material for which monger, but if ever we wore confronted 
public opinion of tiie recent discussion was principally imported from Canton, by a Yellow Peril it would be largely 
of the ethos of the Turk at the Authors' Speaking for himself, it was one of the due to such acts as these. 


By way of supplement to 


Club, a debate of authors on tiie China- greatest disappointments of his journal- By way of supplement to this 
man was held at Caxton Hall last istio life when the late Dowager Eu- interesting debate wo may give a brief 
Friday, Mr. Chart.es Garvice again i’ress of China declined to contribute summary of the speeches mode at a 
prcsi(1ing. In his introductory remarks an account of her early life to tljo meeting held in Constautinoplo last 
the Chairman observed that although columns of P.A.P. week to discuss the tone and tendencies 

ho hail never pereonally visited China, The Mayor of Westminster paid a of British authors, with Taiaat Bey 
ho hod attended a perfurniance of 'I’hs handsome tribute to the efheiency of in the chair. 

Yelloto Jacket and pi-ufcrrod Mandarin the municipal administration of Pekin. TaTjAAT said that the time had come 
to Sevillo oranges. Mon of letters, ho That city was far ahead of Kensington, to decide whether the importation of 
continu^, would always ragard China where tho pavements in High Street English novels should be allowed to 
with sympathy in view of the stimu- were often so congested with perambu- continue. For his own part, ho had 
lating effect of opium on tho genius of lators that foot-passengers were driven no hesitation in declaring his conviction 
Dk QuBiCEY 'and Coueridge, though into the ixiadway, to tho imminent peril that a wholesale prohibition would be 

personally ho preferred barley-. .— .. . .. —in the best interests of the 

----- Ottoman Empire. 

Aiimeo Riea said that what 
was wrong with tho British 
authorswastheirlackofidcalisui. 
There wore exceptions, of course, 
but the worst of it was that the 
few idealists wore pessimists to 
tho core. Take Gausworthy, 
for instance, wlio had given 
such a And picture of the 
English aristocracy in The Patri¬ 
cian, but whose later works 
gave him (Aiimed Riza) tho 
pure pip. 

Enver Bey, while admitting 
his indebtedness to IIei^eut 
Spencer, deplored tho decadent 
spirit winch animated most 
English novelists, with tho ox- 

viiu ^^iiiuvinu asa naa «iaav me ^ '‘ii flTiA^^**** coption of the Brothers Hocking 

of life. _ '- _and tho Baroness Ohi^zy. 

Mr. Banister Fi.ktchbr, „_.. Hienio Pasha followed on 


personally ho preferred barley- .— . . .. —rin the best interests of the 

water. - --- -* 

Mr. John Galsworthy was ' || 

not present,' but ho wrote a M/// 

letter, which the Chairman road, t [Sfy 

to the effect that, if it could bo 
authoritatively ascertained that jU ^ | 

most Chinamen married the « yv 11 iili 

wrong woman first, ho would W jw. 11 

extend his patronage to tho race. H 
Otherwise China was no place H H 
for a conscientious English j 

Mr. Arnold Benneit also I w 

wrote stating that ho had not as I | 7 Zv ,/ 

yet gone very deeply into the ni I ,1 jl l/mmijm 

matter of China, but when next I mil'! fc ffi H 'll' J I 

ho had haif-an-hour to spare he rS' ^ 1 

would devote it to the compo- 
sition of an article instructing 

the Chinese in all tho duties 1 a^a/^vaaraa a.ra vaav jL^avAUI JOAO J XWnt^U 

of life. _ '- _and tho Baroness Ohi^zy. 

D*T IJ Fletcher, gtmvhry 0/village Kiitertainment. "Now, Boti’TOiVK-nmu . *0*lo"'ed on 

J'.R.I.ll.A., wlio apologised for aj^jxiiinu too iiu'iU-tT.Ass; they won’t undkkstano it." similar linos. Hie censoiship 

the lateness of his arrival, ex-' ---- --— in Turkey was purely {loliticul; i 

plaining that ho had been detained by of motorists. Such a thing would not from tlie moral point of view Turkish 
a dresH-rchvai'sai at the Gas Congress,. bo toleratcil in Pekin. * romances were above reproach, whereas 

delivered an exhaustive address on the | Mr. \V. B. Maxwell said that China in England the great majority of 
arcliitecturo of the Chinese Wall, a was tho ideal country for a novelist novelists wore engaged in a carnival of 
knowleilgo of which, he maintained, because thera was no library censor- competitive impropriety, 
was absolutclyossentialtoall journalists ship. You could publish just what you Djavid Pasha noted the extraordinaiy 

and novelists. Whether ono looked at liked thcro; but tho melancholy result inconsistency of British authors, who, 
its length, its height or its bi’cmlth, it was that very little was published, while criticising tho domestic morals of 
iinpi'cssed tho imagination and furnished; Why this should bo so ho could not tho Turks, yet encouraged them in their 
food for thought. jimagine. writings.. Ho undorsto^ that one of 

klr. Silas li. Hocking, who follow’cil, | lilr. Filkon Young observed that ho tho most popular works recently pub- 
said that it was a commonplace of | was glad that Mr. T. P. O'Connor hod lislied in England was entitled, Some 
European criticism to speak of the im- raised tho question of the hygienic Experiences of an Irish Harem. 
mobility of China. Yet they had aban-; quality of China tea, as it enabled him Ultimately a resolution was unani- 
doned the pig-tail, and the Deputies at to call attention to an extraordinary mously passed, exprossing sympathy 
their now Parliament all wore top-hats, lack of consideration shown by English with the Libraries Association in Lon- 
Tho revival of the silk-hat trade in. clidtelaines for their guests. Quite re- don in their noble effort to restrict the 
England was a dh-ect result of this en- J cently, while staying in a well-appointed circulation of poisonous novels, 
lightened policy. country house, ho was brought his early 

Mr. T. P. O’Connor, M.P., in an morning tea, which turned out to be of * 1 ,^ p ■» irnn«M-T‘nff 
eloquent speech, oxprossed the indebteil-. the most inferior Indian quality. At has begun^applyin^for sick Icaw, ^owi^ 
ness of the Irish people to China. Tho breakfast the tea provided was the best that internal m&idtica afb ram^t." 

Irish wero notoriously the “ tea-drink- Soochong. But his appetite hod been Dauy Telegraph. 

ingest” race in existence, and since entirely destroyed. (Cncs of ” Shame 1”) IA good doctor would soon cure them. 







OCTOBEB 16. 1913.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CIIARIVARL 


DEFINITIONS. 

As soon as xto had joined the ladies 
after dinner Gerald took np a position 
iq front of the fire. 

" Now that the long winter evenings 
aro upon us,” ho began- 

" Anyhow, it ’a.always dark at half- 
past nine,” said Nomh. 

“ Not in the morning,” said Dennis, 
who h^s to bo excuse for anything 
fooligh ho says since he became obsessed 
with golf. . 

” Please don't intomipt,” I begged. 
“ Geral(f is making a speech.” 

“I was only going to say that wo 
might have a little game of some sort. 
Norah, what's £lie latest parlour game 
from London? ” 

. V Tell your uncle,” I urged, “ how 
you amuse yourselves at the Lyceum.” 

“Do you know ‘.Hunt the Pencil’?” 

" No. What do yoii do ... 

“You collect five pencils; when 
you’ve got them. I’ll toll you another 
game.” ^ ...... - • 

“Dothor these pencil games,” said 
Dennis, taking an imaginary swing 
with a paper-knife. “I hope it isn’t 
too brainy.”. 

“ You ’ll want to know how to spell,” 
said Norah Mverely, and she wont to 
the writing desk'for some paper. ■ 

In a little while—8aj\ half-an-honr— 
we had each a sheet of paper and a 
pencil,' and 'Norah was wady to explain. 

“It’s called Definitions. I expect 
you all know it.” . - 

We assured her wo didn’t. 

“ Welli you begin by writing down 
fire or six letters, one underneath the. 
other. We might each suggest one. 
‘E.’”. 

Wo weighed in with ours, and the 
result was K P A D U. 

“ Now you write them backwards.” 

There was a moment’s consternation. 

“Like ‘bath-mat’?” said Dennis. 
“ An 'e’ backwards looks so silly.”, 

“ Stupid—^like this,”explained Norah. 
She showed us her paper. 



“ This is thrilling,” said Mrs. Gerald, 
pencilling hard. 

“Then everybody has to fill in 
words all the way down, your firat 
word beginning with 'o’ and ending 
with ' u/ and so on. Bee ? ” 

Gerald leant over Dennis and ex¬ 
plained oarefnlly to him, and in a little 
while we all saw. 

“Then, when everj'body’s finished, 
we define our words in turn, aj^r^e 
person w’ho guesses the word fi 
a ihark. That’s all.” 


“And a vcry.goo<l game too,” I said, 
and I rubbed my head and began to 
think. 

“Of course,” said Norah, after a 
quarter of an hour’s silence, “you 
want to make the words difficult and 
define them as subtly as possible.” 

“ Of course,” I said, wrestling with 
‘E—U.’ I could only think of one 
word, and it was the one ovoryl>ody 
else was certain to have. 

“ Are wo all ready? Then somolmdv 
begin.” 

“ You’d better begin, Norah, as you 
know' the game,” 'said .Mrs. Gerald. 

We prepared to begin. 

V Mine,” said Norali, “ is a bird.” 

“ Emu,” wo all shouted; but I swear 
I was first. I 

“Yes.” I 


“ 1 don't think that's a very subtle 
definition,” said Dennis. “You pro¬ 
mised to bo as subtle as possible.” • 

“ Go on, dear,” said Gerald to his wife. 
“ Well, this is rather awkward. 

Mine is-” 

“ Emu,” I suggested. 

“ You must wait till she has defined 
it,” said Norah sternly. 

“ Mine it a sort of feathered animal,” 
“Emu,” I said again. In fact, wo 
all said it. 

Gerald coughed. “Mine,” ho said, 

“ isn’t exactly a—a fish, because it-” 

.“ Emu,” said everybody. 

“Tlrat was subtler,” said Xipnnis, 
“ but it' didn’t deceive us.” 

.“Your turq,” said Nbrah to mo. 
And they all leant forward ready to 
say “ Emu.” • 
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“Mine,” I saiti, “is--all liglit, 
Dennis, you needn’t look jjo oxeited— 
is a word [ once heard a man say at 
the Zoo.’’ 

There was a shriek of “ Emu! ” 

“ Wrong," I said. 

Everybotly was silent. 

“ Whore did ho say it? ’’ asked Nora 
at last. " What was ho doing? ’’ 

“Ho was standing outside ilio Emu’s 
cage." 

“ It must have been Emu.” 

“ It wasn’t.’’ 

“ I’erliaps tbero’s another animal 
beginning with ‘o’ and ending with 
‘u’,’’ suggested Dennis. “Ho might 
liavo said, ‘ ix)uk hero, I’m tired of 
tins old Emu, let’s go and boo tho 
E-<loosirt-niu,’ or whatever it’s called." 

“ Wo shall have to givo it up," said 
Nnr.ih at last. “ What is it ? ’’ 

“ Ebu,” I announced. “ My man lia<l 
a bad cold, and ho said, * Ts)ok, Haria, 
there’s ad Ebu.’ Er-'What<lo I get 
for that?” 

“ Nothing,” said Norah coldly. “ It 
isn’t fair. Now, Mr. Dennis." 

“ Mine is ml Emu, and it couldn’t 
bo mistaken for Emu; not even if you 
had a sore throat aud a spraino<l ankle. 
And it has nothing to do svith tho Zoo, 
and-’’ 

“ Well, what is it ? ’’ 

“It’s what you say at golf when 
you miss a short ]nd.t.’’ 

“ I doubt it,” 1 said. 

“Not what Gerald says,” said his wife. 

“ Well, it’s what you might say. 
What lloiiA<']i: would have said.” 

“ ‘ Elicu ’—gooil,” said Gerald, while 
his wife was asking “Horace who?” 

Wo moved on to the next word, 
P I). 

“ Mine,” said Norah, “ is what you 
might do to a man whom you didn't 
like, but it’s a delightful thing to have 
and at tho samo timo you woidd hato 
to 1)6 in it.” 

“ Are you sure you know what you 
are talking about, dear?” said Mrs. 
Gerald gently. 

“Quite,” said Norah with the con- 
lidence of extreme youth. 

“ Could you say it again very slowly ? ” 
asked Dennis, “ indicating by changes 
in the voice which character is 
speaking ? ” 

She said it again. 

" * Pound,’ ” said Gerald. “ Good - 
one to me.” 

Airs. Gerald hod “ potl,” Gerald had 
“pond;” but they didn’t define them 
very cleverly and they were soon 
guessed. Mine, unfortunately, was also 
guessed at once. 

“ It is what Dennis’s golf is,” I said. 

“ ‘ Putrid,’ ” said Gerald conroctly. 

“ Mine,” said Dennis, “ is what every¬ 
body has two' of.” 


“ Then it’s not ‘ pound,’ ” I said, 

“ because 1 ’vo onlv got one-and-nine- 
pcnco,” 

“At least, it’s best to have two. 
Bometimes you lose one. They 'to very 
useful at golf. In fact, absolutely 
necessary.” 

“ Have you got two ? ” 

“Yes.” 

I looked at Dennis’s enormous hands 
spread out on his knees. 

“is it ‘pud’?” 1 asked. “It is? 
Are those tho two? Good heavens!” 
and I gave myself a mark. 

A- A was the next, and wo had the 
old Enni trouble. 

“ M ino,” said Norah- mine is I'ather 
a meaningless woixl.” 

“ ‘.Abracadabni,’ ’’shouted everybotly. 
“ Mine,” said Miss Gerald, “ is a very 

strange word, which-” 

“ ‘ Abracoflabra,’ "shouted everybody. 
“ Mine,” said Gerald, “ is a word 

which )iscd to be-” 

“ ‘ Abnicadabra,’ ’’shouted everybody. 
“ Mine,” 1 said to save trouble, “ is 
‘ Abraciwlabra.’ ” 

“Mine,” said Dennis, “isn’t. It’s 

wbat you say at golf when-” 

“ Ob lor I ” I groaned. “ Not again.” 
“ When you liole a long putt for a 
half.” 

“ You’d probably say, ‘ Wbat about 
that for a good putt, old thing? Thirty 
yanis at least,’ ” suggesto<l Gerald. 
“No.” 

“Is it—is it ‘,\llcluia’?”suggestoil 
Ml'S. Gerald timidly. 

“ Yes.” 

“ Dennis,” I said, “ you ’re an ass.” 

“ And now,” said Norah at tho end 
of the game, “ who’s won ? ” 

They counted up their marks. 

“Ten,” said Norah. 

“ Fifteen,” said Gerald, 

“Throe,” said bis wife. 

“ Fourteen,” saul Dennis. 

They looked at mo. 

“ I’m afraid I forgot*to put all mine 
down,” I said, “ but I can easily work 
it out. There were five wonls, and live 
definitions of each word. Twenty-five 
marks to lie gained altogether. You 
four have got -or—lot’s see—forty-two 

bctwoc'ii you. That leaves me-” 

“ That leaves you ininna soventoon,” 
said Dennis. “ I ’in afraid you ’vo lost, 
old man.” Ho took up the shovel and 
practised a few approach shots. “ It’s 
rather a good game.” 

I think so too. It’s a good game, 
but, like all paper games, its scoring 
wants watching. A. A. M. 

“He, in brief, was a fine example of tbo 
■laying, ‘ Suartcr in modo soo forthcr in re.'" 

Clonmel Ckronkle. 
Gaelic always loaves us cold. 


NIGHT AND MORNING 
THOUGHTS. 

Think, when you sleep 
And slip alone into a world of dream. 

That fairies creep 

Up to the darkling house by glow¬ 
worm glean); 

And then kind-eyed 
They cast delicious spells at your bed¬ 
side. 

And take you in their keeping 
When you are sleeping. 

In and out and round about, while 
moonshine is peeping 
Through the dimity curtains on tho 
floor and counterpane. 

Puck with his fairy broom is furbishing 
and sweeping. 

And all tho rest in the dimpscy.light 
aro dancing, ring and chain. 
Cross hands and down tho middle 
and cross hands again. 

Think, when you xvako 
Aud blink your eyelids at the morning's 
blue. 

That fairies slake 

Their dainty thii'st upon tiio garden dew, 

And toll the flowers 
To dress and givo them biieakfast in 
their bowers. 

And set the Kunbeams shaking 
^Vhcn you aro waking. 

Hero and there and overywboro, when 
broad day is breaking 
They troop into the garden, very 
eager to be fed. 

If tho dew is not delivered, wbat a fuss 
they will be making I 
But at last they wander back into 
tho wood and go to bed. 

With yawns of gapy gOssamer, oachi 
fairy sleepy-head. 


Mr. Biriielt,, in acknowledging tho 
receipt of tbo freedom of Glasgow,' 
spoko^in praiso of great cities, and is 
reported to have referred to the “ magicj 
names of Romo, Athens, .Terusalon),j 
Paris, Ix)ndon, Glasgow and Edin-I 
burgh.” Dublin seems for the moiueut. 
to have escaped his memory. ; 

“TIio great catkedrni of Glonccster was^ 
filled to overfiowing, bo that tbo oeoaBtic! 
pjxipci ties were cxcullcnt. Tlio nave is usually; 
too snurous.”—A'lviiiiiy Slandanl, 

Of course it depends to a largo extent^ 
on tho preacher. i 

“ Having confessed to stealing ton motor! 
cycles from dificront owners by tiding off on: 
a proteiico of testing the machines, a carpenter' 
wiu sentenced to threo months’ hard labour 
at the Old Bailey yesterday, fudge Itontoul 
stotittg that ho snould use extraordinai^. 
leniency in order to give him another chance.”. 

Standard; 

Making the eleventh. 
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SPEEDING THE LINGERING 
GUEST. 

Some remarks which apijcai-cd in a 
leading provincifd newspaper the other 
day upon tho “concentrated essence 
of liospitality ” which is extended at 
modern week-end shooting parties may 
|)crliaps have been ixxjcivcd witJi rosont- 
mont by certain society hostesses con- 
1 cerned. “ Modern hospitality,” it was 
i explained, “ is quite shameless in lixing 
tho hour of arrival and departure for 
guests; in some country houses tho 
hint is conveyed by the tiny cake 
of “visitor’s soap” in tho bedrooms, 
symbolical of the brief time guests arc 
expected to stay.” One has always 
hod a feeling that that is tho sort of 
thing that ought not to be given away 
in tho press, but as our contemporary 
boa made a start in this direction we 
may perhaps take tho opportunity of 
discussing tho subject more fully. 

Tho system of tho s;^mbolical soap 
does not always work quite so smoothly 
os one might think. There is a story 
now going the rounds of an old gentle¬ 
man, quite incapable of consciously 
committing a faiu who neverthe¬ 
less made himself extromcly unpopular 
at a well-known country house in tho 
Midlands by grossly outstaying his wel¬ 
come. It is omy fair to add that, as soon 


as tho wliolo truth was known, ho was 
compldtclyexonerated, llhapponedthat 
tho housemaid, in preparing his room, 
had carelessly loft behind her a largo 
slab of household soap, on which tlie 
old gentleman worked away for several 
weeks, never dimming tliat ho would 
bo exi>eclo<l to leave before ho reached 
tho end of it. One cannot, however, so 
Otisily excuse a certain Army oflicer, 
who now finds all doors in society 
closed to him. For it is said that ho had 
commilkd tho unpardonable gauolicrie 
of ringing for more soap. 

Rut symbolical soap as a means of 
getting rid of one’s friends is rapidly 
going out. Involving as it docs tho 
personal habits and tastes of tho various 
guests it has bexm found altogether too 
rigid i n its operations. Some I lostesses, 
too, prefer a more direct hint and sim¬ 
ply cut oil tho food supply; but this 
IS not done at tho liost houses. It is 
considcml more delicate to disturb the 
oven tenor of tho guest’s tranquillity 
by a soHls of slight liut cumulative 
impediments. 

Thus ho will And that his morning 
tea is stone cold; that tho fire in his 
bedroom is allowcil to go out at 9 f.m. ; 
that only one of his boots has lx;on 
blacked. If thoso fail there are other 
and moro drastic means, for tho modern 
hostess is a marvel of ingenuity when. 


it is a question of speeding the linger¬ 
ing guest. lie will find a Jiradshnw 
liencath his pillow, or, if ho has brought 
hismotor,hischnuir(!ur will bo instructed 
to hang about in unexpected places 
waiting foi* orders. Sometimes tho car 
is oven brought round and kept waiting 
at tho front door. 

In tho case of extreme ohtusenoss, 
further steps may sometimes have to 
bo taken. Tho delinqitcnt will find 
that he has to unpack his bag sovoral 
tipics a day and to l )0 continually 
retrieving his golf-chihs from tho front 
hall, where they arolying in conspicuous 
readiness* for his <leparturo. And at 
last, when he goes up to his room to 
make roiuly for luncheon, he will Imj 
shocked to discover that tho blinds are 
down and tho carpet up, while a couple 
of worknusi are busy with tho electric 
light. Then it will come home to him. 
Tho game is up and he must go. 

Rut it must not l>o supposed that ho 
will ho made to sufTor any embarrass¬ 
ment in his farewells. Tho modern 
hostess is tho very impersonation of 
tact. 

“ Tho curtsiin rises on a spIcnTliflly-set 
hunting scene. Nothing is 1^'ft out at all. ' 
Even tho setters iwrc! there.’’ 

Hijdtiey Morning IteraU, 

And, of course, tho landiflg net. 






Itosamund (at the viorda, '• J’his iafor tJte aecond time ofasJeittjf "). “ Oh, Mothkh, thkh ekb 'b a wioowi '* 


WHY YOU YELL. 


{Written, for the benefit of the- neighbourhood in general,' 
to a •phenomenon who is still loo yoitthjul to make \ 
coherent explanations for himself.) 

I DO not think yon hnvo n pain inside; 

Not liunRor nor a sad satiety 
Makes you scrow up your faco liko that, and hido 
Thoao optics where celestial still's abide, 

And licllow like the D. 

Some there may bo ot Culvinistic view, . j 

Niii'sin;' the notion of primeval sins, | 

Would say old Adam's still alive in you; ! 

Others would hoist you to a postiwo new j 

And readjust your pins. 

These are in error. So is your mamma. 

Who seeks to soothe you down with wordy sham 
And dooms you weary from your long to ta. I 

{Hilitor : “ What on earth is thatV ” I’apa: 

“ Why, driving in his piam.”) 

That could not cause such poignancy ot woo. 

Jhit sorrow for a place where sordid jielf 
And liin rule everything -this spectre show 
Where all is hollowness. Poor child 1 I kno'.;; 

I felt the same myself. 

. J howled, they loll me, also: T could make 
Sudicient noise for two when I was hurled 
Into this vale of jnourniiig: “ Life’s a fake ’’ 

(X^t was the line which 1 proposed to take); 

Crikey I Is this your world ? " 


1 came, like you, from'Pahidise; I slid 
D.iwn by.the rainbow staiis, and, when 1 saw 
The meanness that .enshrouds a mortal kid, 

1 told them what 1 tlieught ot it—1 did. 

I nearly burst my jaw. 

Well, you '11 get useil to it. You ’ll learn to veil 
The heartfelt anguish underneath a smile. 

Accept life's tinsel, and foiget to wail 
Por that dim land beyond terrestrial hail 
Whoi’if things are done in stylo. 

Meantime, what wonder that your days are flat ? 

Contemptuous o^the women’s idle talk. 

What wonder that you spurn the dorsal pat ? 

Your father’s sympathy’s too deep for that; 

Ho’s going for a walk. ■ Evok. 

•‘PAT-BABY MTSTAKKS. 

Bthapwko Infants on Whokci Diut.” 

Daily Mail. 

It i.s very wrong to strap them whatever you may havo 
been eating. 

A S'annjrard Imitation P 

“ Tl was tirerd under excellent conditions. Miss Bdyth Walker and 
Mr. John (lontcs were obviously at home and in complete sympathy 
with their {wrts, the mooing duet being sung with the deepest fueling 
and dramatic fjrvour .”—Yarkahirt Kvening Kern. 

*.* Amrng the wedding presents to Prince Arthur o{'Connau|ht are a 
pair of soclu, knitted by an octogenarian shepherd and a coUio." 

Standard. 

Probably tihey did « sock each. 
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TUi-J NKW WAY OF ADVJ3B. 

TISING PLAYS. 

The observer of conlompurary journ¬ 
alism can liurdly fail to have been 
struck with tho cbaniiro that is coiniri;' 
over tlioutrical advertising. Hliould tliu 
present Iciidoncy continue, this is wliat 
wo are coining to:—■ 

Why sull'er from Autumnal Depression 
wlien for a price witliin tlio roach of 
all you can forgot your woes by wit¬ 
nessing the enormously successful 
farcical comedy 

“ WeLFi, Bl-UUitiY, I ME\N-’’ 

Every evening at 9. Duvtkahian Tukatb.-. 

Just Uin thing for tho ehilly weather. 

Try it before you go to bud to-night. 

The Descriptive Touch. 

How glorious is tho crisp morning 
air up on this mountain sidol How 
the waters of tho burn sing with glad¬ 
ness as they go splashing and flashing 
towanls tho tarn in tho valloy bolow. 
Tho cottagers sing also, for blitheness 
of heart, as they stand at their doors 
to watch the passing of tho Duke of 
Shaftcsbury-Aveiiue and his high-born 
house-party on their way to stalk tho 
stag. Heol There goes a golden eagle; 
it has carried off a little child to its 
eyrie amongst the mountains, but no 


one seems to mind. Tho day is too 
sparkling and flush for i-o])iniiig. Now 
the stag runs away, and all the house- 
party follow. "Tally-bo I Tally-ho!” 
they cry, tumbling over one another in 
their light-hearted eagerness to secure 
tho quaiTy. Hut, swift us tlioy are, 
thoi'o is one amongst them, u tali and 
beautiful English maid, who is faster 
than any. Her name is- 

Ah I For that you must witness 
.\ct I. of 

“The Twmr, Oiui,.” 

Arcaoian Tjikathk. Evury cvuiiing at 8.30. 

More Testimony prom the 

MiDIiANUS. 

Perhaps you mnember what the 
critics said about Tlic Pomler Vnff'! 
(Anyhow, we are not going to repeat 
it.) Now lot us hear what tho Public, 
thoBO who really know, think. 

Mrs. Harris, Charwoman, of 22''>, 
Bath Brick Cottages, Kugby, writes: - 

“In tho summer of this year my 
i health had become very low. My 
husband and all my friends noticed it. 
I was unablo to rouse myself, and even 
the exoiiion of attending u picture- 
palace was frequently too much for 
me. One day a friend, who hod seen 
your advertisement, advised me to try 
a visit to tho Woild Theatre. At first 


I rosistod the suggestion, but ultimate ly 
allowed myself to bo persuaded to lake 
iulvantage of a cheap excursion to 
attend your Saturday matiiiAe. Tho 
lusult was wrU-niijh incredible. After 
tlio First .'Vet 1 was able to sit up and 
tako noiirishiiK'iit. Mefore tho end of 
tlio Hccond iny liLssiliide and general 
ajiathy hod enlii-cly disappcuml; and 
I loft tlio tbeulro a dilTerent woman. 

I consider your piece is nothing short 
of marvellous, and 1 am directing all 
similar sull'ercrs to at once visit ^ 

• The Fowukb Puff.’ ” 

Wonr.i) TiieATni?. EvniiiiRs, 9. 
Wednesday and Knturdny, ‘i.30. 


“ Hraid was only a eoiiido of yards from tlio 
tee in two, but lii.s iiutl wi-nl tlio liolo." 

7'/ic (SMie. 

“ Nonsen.TO,” said Braio to his caddie, 
who offered him a biassic, “1 always 
iiKo a putter for my third shot,’’ and 
proceeded to make tho longest putt on 
record. 

“ Navy lilno pram, yvliito, washable, kid 
lined; Rood coiidiUon, .4o.i. or near oiler.'’ 
Aih't. ta '* Voi t'iiiumlh Evenitig Ncies.V • 

Wo don’t know what tho kid ^as lined 
with (“ good capon*,” perhaps), but wo 
hope ho will bo taken out before tho 
piamisBold. 
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PROPER PRIDE. 

Geoi'f'o Fallon ran into rao as 1 
turnoil tlie corner. 

■ “ You ’re iiist the man I want to soo,” 
lio said. "1 want your advice." 


“ You won’t take it," I replied. “ No hero, am I ? 


“’Woll,”l8aid,‘‘that’89impleenouf»h. “Oh, well," ho said, “noTor mind; I 
Of courae you replied that jrou would?" but l*d like you to see it. 1 could 
“ No,” said George, “ I didn’t.” have sworn I put it in my pocket after j 

“ Why not ? ” I asked. lunch. Still, I’ve given you the sub- | 

“ Well," he said, “ there were reasons, stance right enough. The point now is. 
You know I'm not exactly a nobody should I be fair to myself—and, after i 


all, that’s of some importance in tho 


one over does. But come in here any I assured him ho was not—T 017 much world, isn’t it? " 

way.” I drew him into a doorway. somolKwly, in faef. “ Most certainly,” I said. 

“ It’s like this,” ho said. “ 1 want “ And you would havo said that my “ Should 1 bo just to myself if at my 
to know how to reply to a letter I 'vo name would occur as quickly as any time of life I overlooked the deliberate 
had from tho Karl of Frocoster." one's to the mind of a. person getting passing ovor of me by this committee 

“An earl I" 1 exclaimed, “Tilings up a concert ?’’he continued. until tlioy had had a lot of refusals? j 

are looking up.” “ 1 should think so,” 1 said. For that’s what it comes to.” 

“ Well, it’s not exactly quite so good “ Well,” ho said, “ other poopTo hod “ Do you really feel as strongly as 
as you think," ho said. “ But I’ve got had letters' of invitation like this a full that ? ” 1 said. { 

it Here.. I’ll show it to you," week before mine.” His look challenged “ I do,” he replied. 

George, I may say, is a baritone— me to counter that. “But think of tho muddle there 


one of tho best wo havo in- 

our town. An ainatour 
strictly. By day ho is en¬ 
gaged in land agency x>ur- 
suits.. 

Ho brought out packet 
after packet of envelopes and 
wont tlirough them. From 
their appearance 1 guessed 
that they represented tho 
mails of some weeks. 

“ I know it’s hero somo- 
whero,” he said. 

Ho went through them 
again and opened otic or 
two without success. 

“ I’m sure I put it' in my 
pocket," he said. “Well, 
never mind, I can toll you 
what it said.” He put tho 
bundles bock. ' 

“ As far as I can rouiem- 
bor,” ho said, “ it wont like 
this: ‘Dear Sir’—either 
•Dear Sir’ or ‘Dear Mr. 



THE CAMERA IN THE FOOTBALL FIELD. 

Fallon,’I’m not sure which. (F-iw bo a bod start. He did call 

‘ Dear Mr. Fallon,’ 1 think. ItemVing from left 

^)8 ,1 feel suro it was Deai Ai.r Boors, Jm Bickub and Chius MontoomhbiI!. tool- 

Mr. Fallon.’ That made it - --“ I wonder if he did,” 

the more interesting, of coui'sc. How “ Are you sure? ’’ I asked. said George. “ 1 wish I had the letter 

I wish you could i-cad it! I’ll look for “ Quite,” ho said. “ I’vo scon them." hero. I’ll look again. I’d so like you 
it ag.iin. It must bo here sunicwhoi'c.” “But perhaps London people were to see it.” 


always is in this kind of I 
thing,” 1 said. “ It may 
have boon his lordship's ] 
fault. Ho may have for¬ 
gotten to write to you for a 
week.” I 

“ 1 wish I could think 
so,” bo said. j 

“And the object,” I con-1 
tinued, “ tho charity. Surely 
you would like to do some¬ 
thing for that?” 

“ Why don’t they want; 
moro than one song ? ” 
George asked evasively. 

“It’s a very full pro¬ 
gramme,” X suggested, “ and 
you ’re sure to get an en¬ 
core. You ’ll lake more than 
one with you, of course.” 

“ If I go," he said. j 
“ Oh, you ’ll go,” I replied. 
“His lordship has never 
asked you for anything 
before, and to refuse would 
bo a bad start. He did call 


He was again extracting his bundles asked fii-st,” I suggested. 


when I stopped him. 

“It doesn’t matter,” I said. "You mo,” he said. “No,” ho replied; “I may ns well 

havo tho sense of it." “Then what are you going to do?” loo.^ once moro. I must havo it some- 

“ But 1 ’d like you to mid it," lie I asked him. where.” 

said. “ Do lot mo look again.” “That’s what I want to know,” ho Again ho wont through his bundles, 

“ No,” I said. said. “ Of courae I should like to oblige and this time the lottor actually ap- 

“ Very well,” ho roxilied, “ It went his gract'.” peared. 

on like this:—‘ As chairman of tho “ His lordship,” I corrected, but he Ho was overjoyed, 
committco who are arranging the missed it. “Now," he said, “you shall see for 

benefit perforinauco on the 19th for the “ I should like to oblige his grace,” yourself,” and he spread it out. 

Cottage Hospital, it gives ino much he repeated, “ wdio, after all, does call As he did so his faoo fell. It began, 
pleasure to ask if you will bo so very mo‘Dear Mr. Fallon’—at least, I believe “Dear Sir.” 

gooil as to figura in our xirogramme so. I wish I had the letter hero to “Well, I’m hanged I” he said. “To 
arid favour the audience with one of show you. But I have got it, I’m think I should have got that wrong I 
your charming solos? An early answer certain; I’ll look again.” But that settles it,” ho added, as he 

will oblige. Youhi faithfully’—I’m Again he went right throuj^h his drew himsdf up proudly and replaced 
sure it v^us ‘ faithfully,’” Qeoige inter- bundles of correspondence, again he the packets. “Nothing shall induce 

poluted—“' Fbocbsthu.’ ” nearly had it, but had it not. me to sing there now.” 


“No, these wore local artists--like right.” 


Oh no,” I said quickly. “That’s all 


“ No,” ho replied; “ I may as well 
[i.( once moro. I must havo it some- 


have got it, I’m think I should have got that wrong I 
lin.” But that settles it,” ho added, as he 
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TUB IMPERIAL LYONS. 

The Kaiher becomes iiioi-o and more 
like Sir Josei'h Lyons ov^ry day. We 
all know Uiat ho paints pictures; so 
does Sir Joskph. TIio Kaiser can do 
deadly work with tho i)on; and Sir 
Joseph also is a writer. Tho Kaiser 

E roaches; and even Sir Joseph has 
con known to hold forth. Now wo 
are informed by The Daily News that 
the Kaiser (^wns a caf^; and still more 
so does Sir Joseph Lyons. llis 
IhperiaIi Majesty, we understand, 
occasionally drops into his own 
restaurant for a little liglit refroshment; 
and hero again, if our information is 
correct, he follows tho great English 
restaurateur’s oxauiplo. 

'.*If Kaiser Wilhelm is going 
seriously into the business, however,” 
^ir jfosEPH is alleged to have said to a 
liapicsentativo of the Press tho other 
day, “ I aip Borjy for him. Forty to 
fifty per ce'hlu ^Krofit is not so easy to 
miuA in these days.*)' 

“But supposing he employed good 
musicians and gave orders for his own 
com^^itions to be played ? ” 


“No,” said Sir Joseph, looking 
thoughtfully out of tho window, as if 
the pools of memory had been stirred, 
—“ no, oven then ho miglit fail.” And 
he sighed. Wo did not know before 
that Bir Joseph was a composer also. 

Whilst on llis tour of enquiry, tho 
repr(»ciitativo of tho Press was aulhori- 
tativoly informed that thoro was no 
truth in the rumour that Appenrodt was 
only an aliatt of tho German Emperor. 

An incident which might have lioen 
attended by alarming results took place 
in tho Imperial establishment a few 
days ago (writes our Berlin Oori'cs- 
pondent). A gentleman entered and 
sat at a table. Tho waitresses wore 
gathered together by the coiFco-urn 
busily putting each other's brooches 
straight. After waiting ten or fifteen 
minutes, tho customer rang tho boll on 
his table, wherou^ion a young waitress, 
who hod only recently joined the stall, 
approached him slowly. Bho stood by 
his table looking at the rofioction of 
herself in a mirror. “ A small cup of 
coffee and some biscuits, please,” said 
the customer. Without a word she 
returned to tho coffee um, convulsed 


her colleagues with some playful re¬ 
mark, and ptesontly came back to the 
customer to iling lioforo him half a 
pork pie and a glass of ginger beer. 
“ No, my child,” he said kindly, “ 1 
want colToo and biscuits.” “Then 
why couldn't you say so'/ ” asked tho 
waitress crossly. At this juncture a 
young cavalry officer sitting at another 
table, who hod with difficulty le- 
strained his feelings during tho iiicidonl, 
sprang to his feet, diew his sword, ami 
would have felled tho unhappy at¬ 
tendant to tho linoleum. But tho 
neglected customer rose and with an 
imperious gesture staycil him. “Bhoath 
your sword, my gallant one,” ho said; 
“you mean wcll,imt wo must not have 
bloodshed hero. This is a respectable 
ostablishinont. Do you hoar, Bir? Put 
up your sword—I, your Emperor, 
command you 1 ” 

For it was he t 

“Before that thin^ happens blooil wohW 
flow, and onco blood had flown that thing 
would never h.appen.’’-j-OtJ«‘r<>r. i 

Funny how this craze for aviation gets 
info the blood. •. 
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PRE-NATAL INFLUENCE. 

The publioily given by The Daily 
Express to the lifo-bistory oC KuaEN- 
KTTR, the Bupor>baby of Hampstead, 
whoso parents prepared for lier arrival 
by undergoing a careful course of mental 
and spiritual exercise, has brought us 
a host of letters from' correspondents 
wIk) - giyd the results of their own 
essays in' this branch of Eugenics. Wo 
select a few of the most interesting 
cases that hare been brought under 
our notice:— 

Iturhle Collage, Bilgewater. 

Bib,— Before our darling Egregia 
was i)orn my wife and I m^o a 
complete study of the works of Mr. 
IlAr.T, Caine. TIio result is that now, 
at the ago of eleyon months, Egregia has 
begun to express her thoughts witli 
fluency and distinction, while her sense 
of morality is wonderfully developed. 
Her favourite plaything is a pen, and, 
while displaying a liealthy contempt 
for teddy-bears and dolls, she invariably 
refuses to go to bed unless accompanied 
by tlio bust of Khakhpeare, which 

i during the, daytime reposes on the 
principal bookcase. 1 may mention 
that she has converted the lil)mry into 
her nursery, and it is a significant 
fact that on entoi'ing that apartment 
yesteiilay I found her aluorlicd in 
The Woman Thou (Sarest Me, over 

’ parts of which slio was busily engaged 
^ in pouring the contents of the inkpot. 

I 'Tours faithfully, 

TiiEOpHUAaTrs Knihiis. 

The Aronis, Flowery Way, 
Crankley Garileti Suburb. 

Dear Sir, —Believing as I do that 
; the ]ierfoct life is only atiainable by a 
! strict adherence to vegetarian principles, 

I 1 spent the months prccA^ding iny son's 
' birth in daily communion with the 
I products of Mr. Eustace Miles, Mr. 

;{ G. B. Bhaw, and other leadere of the 

ii same school of thought. Carrots (as 
! we * call him, though his baptismal 

name is Bernani) is now seven months 
. old, and whenever he has been put to' 
the test he has refused moat in the 
I most uncompromising fashion. He is 
a strong, healthy lad, and takes an 
I unaffected delight in tlio physical and 
! breathing exorcises which ho is set to 
j perform every morning. Intellectually 
he shows the grc.vtost promise, and 
from certain expressions, ns yet in¬ 
distinct, which 1 have hoard him let 
fall, I believe he will develop into an 
accomplished linguist. This 1 attribute 
'to my own customary diet of French 
beans, Ilrussels sprouts, and Spanish 
nuts. Yours sihcerely. 

Semolina Simpkins. 


3C5, Contango Terrace, 

West HampsticA. 

Sir, —I am willing to wager that my 
firstborn, Montagu,is tbemost business¬ 
like baby in the kingdom. His mother 
and I took care of that. Before he 
arrived she used to come down to my 
olfico every day and go through the 
books, and when I mention that I am 
a financial agent in the West-end- of 
London you will appreciate what this 
means. Monti^ already knows what's 
what. I recently gave him some coins 
to play with, in order that early in life 
ho should become familiar with the 
value of money. The other day I 
handed him a shilling and asked him 
to change it for me. Ho solemnly 
counted out eleven pennies and pushed 
them towards mo; the other penny, of 
course, bo liad kept for himself as 
commission. Ho can already do sums 
in simple interest (from sixty percent.). 
I enclose my business card in case you 
or any of your friends should wish to 
consult mo, and remain. 

Yours obediently, 

Ephraim Montmokexct. 

Belfast. 

Dear Sir, —^Tho wife and I are both 
staunch Unionists, and have thrown 
ourselves heart and soul into the Anti- 
Home Hulo movement. A fow weeks 
after the opening of tlio present 
campaign, during which wo attended 
scores of meetings, our bahy girl, whom 
wo have named Eflio Carsonia, mado hor 
appearance. She is of a fierce fight¬ 
ing disposition, and from the moment 
of lier birth has never ceased to declaim 
day and night. The light that comes 
into hor eyes when she is shown a 
Union Jack is beautiful to see. I regret 
to say, iiowover, that she is now suffer¬ 
ing from an ulsterated throat. 

Yours faithfully. 

Pater and Patriot. 

Portland. 

Sib, —Unfortunately for myself, I 
happened to lie bom shortly after the 
discovery of the groat Bank Swindle 
of '64. Doubtless my parents, who 
took a deep interest in current affairs, 
were full of it at the time, and this 
explains certain defects in my character 
which have always caused me great 
pain, and which I have never been 
able to eradicate. Perhaps now that 
attention has boon drawn to^ this 
important subject my case will be 
investigated scientifically, and steps 
will be taken to have me removed from 
my prerent uncongenial surroundings. 
Thanking you in anticipation, 

Yours hopefully, 

A. CaobK. 


MUSICAL OmiENS. 

Miss Liuan GbanfeziT, interviewed 
by The Pall Mall Gazette on the subject 
of her for'thebming'appearance in Mr. 
Batm'omo 'BAze's Joan vf Are, tells 
an interesting 'Story of an incident 
which befell her in her student days at 
Paris:— ■ • 

“ One day I was riding on horseback 
with some Scandinavian students when 
my horse shied and-^ bolted.* My hat 
flew off, my hair came undone and fell 
round me in streams, but still I held 
fast and would not lot go.The people 
who saw me shouted, * Bravo, Jeanne 
d’Arc I ’ and it was, I think, a sort of 
sign that I should one day be the creator 
of the Maid of Orleans in this opera." 

Inquiries mode of 'various, luminaries 
of the musical world show .that those 
premonitions are of comparatively 
frequent occurrence. 

Mr. Boldero-Bamborough (nd Bam¬ 
berger), the famous Bcoto-Scmitic 
violinist, writes from Boldero Towers 
to point out that in his early infancy 
the nursery rhyme to which lie was 
always lulled to sleep by Madame Bam¬ 
berger was “ Hi dicklle diddle, the cat 
and the fiddle.” 11 should bo mentioned 
that Mr. Boldero-Bamboroiigh possesses 
a very fine Persian cat called Beethoven, 
because of its addiction to Moonlight 
Sonatas. 

M. Jean de Reszke, in a recent inter¬ 
view with a Polish journalist, describes 
the curious omen which liefcll him when 
attending a public elementary school in 
Podolia. “ One day," remarked the 
great tenor, “I was playing tipcat 
with some of my schoolmates on the 
banks of a small lake, 'when, in the 
ardour of the game, I lost my balance, 
fell into the'water, and being unable 
to swim would probably have been 
drownoil but for the timely assistnuco of 
an old swan, which seized my waist¬ 
band with its bill and brought me' to 
the shore. The schoolmaster, who hod 
been summoned by the cries of the boys, 
shouted out, 'Buck up, Lohengrin 1' 
and for the rest of my schooldays I 
wont by the name of the rdle in wnich 
I was subsequently destined to win 
some of my most resounding triumphs." 

Madame Melba is fond of telling a 
curious story of hor schooldays at the 
High School at Mazawattee, which 
foreshadowed her success on the lyric 
stage. On her arrival at the school with 
several other new - eomersL the head¬ 
mistress asked, “ Which of you is Nellie 
Mitchell?" and the futureprt'ma donna 
replied with ungramma'ticw‘'emphasis, 
“ Me, me.”' As'a redttlii'tfhe was at once 
nickn^ed *' Mfmi,” in accurate ahtici- 
pdioh of her ultimate identification 
with the heroine of PdccinTs opera. 




OOXOBKB 15, 1918.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAKI. 


LAMENT FOR THE BUTLER. 

pt boa recently been stated that, owing principally to the Increasing 
clioiges on land, the ballet is vanishing li^ the social system.] 

Attehd, ^0 poors, to this my paintul coil; 

Ye squires and high manorial lords, attend, 

Whom the harsh taxes on your native soil 
Compel to stint, and rudely recommend 
A stem frugality that sees no end. 

While 1, with dirges due and measures low. 

Deplore your butler, who has got to go. 

For he was wonderful. His matchless mien. 

So calm, ineffable and full of rest, 

Would have done honour to the purest dean. 
Unsmiling, at the board the noblest jest 
Awoke no echo in that stoic breast; 

Nay, froquoiitly ‘twas not without a qualm 
Of daring that one tipped his ample pahti. 

Add in that rite how well ho would compare 
With the awed donor. Not for him the spell 
Of fluttering coyness, but a wavy air 
Of one who, from his loftier height, would quell 
All doubts with '* Peace upon you, it is well.” 

Gold only was his metal; tliat full port 
Forbad all coinage of the baser sort. 

He was a thing of ornament, a sun 
Witli satellites in his rellcctcd ray; 

These worked that he niiglit see tliat it was done; 
Only with pious hands ho would convoy 
The wine from the deep cellar where it lay. 

And tend, and serve it witli full care, and beam 
Forth on the board, immobile and supremo. 

A sun. And whence ho rose none over knew’. 

Wo think ho was not made of common caitli; 
Surely that classic presence never grow 
(Save to its full convexity of girth); 

Fully equipped, he must have sprung at birtli 
liike Pullus; for in truth ’twould half destroy 
Ilis wonders had ho been a human boy. 

Haply -we may not know—ho did but come 
From some dim far isle in mysterious seas 
Where dwell the favoured race of butlerdoni. 

And little baby butlers bloom at ease. 

Austere, groy-whiskered, with small collar-keys; 
Till in a faery bark they seek the shora 
Of gilded Mammon and return no more. 

But times wax hanl. And ho, the stay and prop 
Of many a proud demesne, must disappear. 
Hisdonl will mourn him; guests who come to stop 
Will to his memory drop a kindly tear. 

Pert maids, of undeniably trim cheer, 

Will ply his gentle task and save expense. 

Yet never reach his storied eminence. 

Then, butler, pass; tho' not without rogret. 

Thy nest, no doubt, is feathered, and 1 see 
Those chambers in tho West, which thou wilt let, 
And prosper, and from every care be fiuo 
Save one, which may ho safely left to mo: 

Thou shall not be forgotten, for all time 
Being made famous by this deathless rhyme. 

Dum-Dcu. 

“ They started side by side at tho fill of a flig, and flow nock and ncc-k 
to York, whora tho TiancaHh ire pilot (Mr. F. K. Itaynham) arrived boiiil* 
thing like forty minutoi in front of his opponent .”—Daily Netrs, 

Either ho bad a very long neck, or they flow very slowly. 





The Mother. “Now, vovno Lr.K\vKi.i.vN, I 'vk osuv qot a FEsar 
M^KT, so YOU 'on ’AVK to BUK ALOSU of tub ’bis as' 1 'U. UEEX 
XEH AT TUB OTUEB BSO.” 


SPABING OUR FEKLINGS. 

Tint recent softening action of Sir Jamkh Barbie has 
led to still more developments of tho now ” Drama with¬ 
out Feai-s.” A now Act is to bo addod to tho enormously 
successful drama Sealed Orders, in which it will lit) 
explained that all tho horrid happenings of battle and 
bloodshed, airships and assassination, are in reality but the 
disordered imaginings of tho (supposed) burglar who drinks 
tho drugged wine (not poisoned) in Act 1. What actu¬ 
ally took placo was that a party of high-spirited young 
people had arranged a mock burglary, with no felonious 
intent whatever, through the roof. One of them, overcome 
by huskinoss, drinks the wine that has been treated with 
a soporific but quito innocuous powder, and dreams tho 
rest of the play. It is to bo hopc<l that tho now Act, 
which shows him wakening nono tho worse, and^ the 
restoration of tho dismissed clerk, will go far to dissipate 
any doubts that might have been formed concerning tho 
perfect niceness of everybody concenicd. 

Actuated by a kindly anxiety lest tho feelings of tho 
audience should lie unduly harrowed by tho spectacle of a 
too-rcalisticlion, tho management of the Bt. James's Thoatro 
have now made arrangements by which the beast shall 
appear before tho curtain and address tho spectators, saying 
that ho is no such thing, but a man ns other men aro,'iChd 
indeed telling thorn plainly that ho is Mr. BiLTiWAnD, the 
actor. It is reported that Mr. BEiufAHD Biiaw has been 
induce! to take this suggestion from a fellow, dramatist 
(the author of A Midsummer Night's Dream and other plays). 
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AT THE PI AY heart, should by all the should change garments with her. After 

^' I nt ruAT. easily broken down the a very improbable scone, in which he 

“ The Gbaed Skwneoh.” villain himself who overheard it. On affects to mistake her for Odette, the 
One has had the opportunity of tho contrary, he took it unmoved, and Duckesse is compelled to dance a minuet 
admiring on many a stage the lofty it was only when tho mob got wind of with him in this alleged costume of 
and contemptuous detachment of tlio his identity, and ho saw his game was Phryne. 

French aristocrat in face of tho Rovo- up, that ho assumed ropentance and 1 have so seldom had tho experience 
lotion; the heroism, too, of his devo- made admission of his evil life in a of seeing Miss Mabie LOiib in a play 
tion and self-sooriiico. But about the spooch of studied rhetoric. where sho has not been asked to appear 

Marquis de la Vallidre's indifference to Duocrodit mustbegiventothoauthora in pyjamas or other undress that 1 suf- 
death there was something original, of the play for its unpretentiousnoss. for^ no appi'eciablo shock. ‘And any- 
With the guillotine waiting for him But there was one very pretentious how tho i>erformanco was of the most 
round tlie corner ho could still find scene where promise far outran per- perfunctory and respectable. The Mar- 
time to he a private villain. Indeed, formanco. A certain dancer, Odette, quis, who was justified m expecting 
thougli faithful to his easto and pro- of tho Parisian stage, had ronounced something a little more froaklaNt, didn't 
parctl to die gamely with the best of frivolity in exchange for tho love of a attempt to conceal his boredom, but 
them, ho has tho effrontery to adopt good honest fellow, tho Vicomte de St. just walked through the dance, keeping 
tho insignia of tho common enemy in Croijt. An accident to her coach—sho up a continuous flow of con vernation, 
order to compass a personal ^ Habby Iuvinq was con- 


sily broken down the a very improbable scone, in which he 
who overheard it. On affects to mistake her for Odette, the 


tion and self-sacrifice. But about the: 
Marquis de la VallUre's indifference to 
death thero was something original. 


rorengo against a member of his 
own class. During tho process 
ho finds himself in a position to 
oiTect several gallant rescues, 
and altogether his villainy has 
a rather attractive flavour. His 
very name, Desiri, though for 
some mason it had discanlcd its 
first accent and anyhow was 
singidarly inappropriate to his 
character, tended to dispose one 
in Ins favour, and his graceful 
cynicism always found a foil in 
tho brutality of tho sansculottes 
who might at any moment have 
his blood. His candour, too, 
was very disarming; ho was 
not satisfied that his villainous 
designs should bo known to tho 
audience; his victim must share 
them. “ 1 have decoyed you to 
my bedroom on a false report," 
ho tells the innocent Addle, in 
his gentle voice, “ in onlor that 






St. just walked through the dance, keeping I 
shot up a continuous flow of con vernation. 

Mr. Habby luviNo was con- 
tent to play his villainy in a low 
key, and made no very strong 
bid for unpopularity. Ho acted 
with an easy skill worthy of 
a much bettor sotting. Sliss 
Mahib Ijuhb, in the distressful 
])art of tho Duchessc, which 
allowed littlo scope for her light- 
^ touch, was most moving 

lin\i scene with the tiny 

will ^nnelle, prettily played hy Miss 
jw// Bvijii, Josi5. The rest of tho 
H fill I a revolutionary 

i % Ijjl with a strong Cockney accent, 
do not call for much remark, 
M . though Miss May Wiiitty 
^ . played well as a Comtesse who 
■f could talk scandal or step to tho 

w guillotine with equal aplomb, 

r Mr. Ben Fieui affoi'ded a little 

relief as a Muiro in liquor; and 
Miss Gladys yranMOTT, im¬ 
personally described as " A 
onversalion). Virago," showed great spirit. 
>e?’* It was not her fault that she 


ho tells tho innocent Addle, in \y ^" personally described as “ A 

his gentle voice, “ in onlor that The Orand Seigneur (oreaUy bored and making conversation). Virago," showed great spirit, 
you may be compramised, and “Itaon to many Minuet Teas this season, Duchesso?” It was not her fault that sho 

then you will have to marry Marquis de la ValU/re . Mr. H. B. Inyisa. suddenly decided to have no 

mo." You can’t expect the Muchesse de llennes . Miss Mabik Xjohb. ujojg taste for blood on the 

gallery to hiss a villain like that. is on her way to Paris—brings her to strength of a remark made by the 

It was just a simple melodrama of the Chittoau of Sonnes, occupied by a Duchesse de Jtennes about a lady who 
action witii no play of character and few intoxicated Sons of Literty. A hfid just lost her head on tho guillotine: 
frankly free of all intellectual subtlety, miniature trunk that accompanies her “ 1 pray God sho had no children 1 ” 
From the moment in tho First Act when is understood to contain her repertoire I thought these tricoteuses were made 
tho Marquis says, in effect, to his of dancing apparel; and she is invited of sterner stuff. 

menial. Captain Taherteau, “You may to perform before those ruffians in tho Mr. Uabby Ibving is very wekomo < 
have forgotten a certain detail in your costume of Phryne, a pai-t in which sho back amongst us, and I wish his new 
past career which it is convenient that has won much esteem in tho metropolis, enterprise a great success. But ho 
tho audienco should know; I will there- 1 have my own ideas as to the costume must not mind if I also wish that he 
fore 1 ‘ecall it to you ’’—wo saw that we appropriate to this historical character, would ho a shade more ambitious, and 
were not to be worried by any defiance and tho one assumed by Odette, though allow his fine gifts a better cbanco than 
of dramatic tradition, blor could the sketchy, boro no resemblance to it in they can find in a play which offers so 
ingenuous remark, “Let’shave no more t>oint of impropriety. Nevertheless, little exereiso for the intelligence of 
of your histrionics’’—un oil ruse, this, and though it was concealed by a actors and audience. 1 would very’ 
by which an actor is mode to refer to voluminous oloak, she chose, by an gladly share the strain. O. S. 

tho stivge as if he 'veren’t on it—ileceivo incredible kink of modesty, to risk »——— ■' ■■■■ 

us into supposing that wo had to do her husband’s life rather than cscaiio „ ,^,,0 was obviously a great 

with anything else but histrionics all with him in a costume in which he improvement. It Contains 35‘A pages, besides 
through. . But thero was a momentary must have seen her a hundred times on 58 pages of Introdnotion ; say 600 pages in 
lapse at tho end. ‘A pathetic scone tho stage. So she insists that the round numbers.’’—^VeefWn/ter. 

Iratweon tlio villain’s victim and her young Duckesse de ilennes (object of tho Of course, if they ask us to, we will 
little sister, which very nearly touched wick^ Marquis’s loathsome addresses) say it, but we don't believe it. 






Dimjiisteil SiMrtsman , “Mikoki) acainI I oas’t hit a thiso. 1 ’i.r. havk to oivf, it vrl" 
Stalker. "Oir, I wadna uak that. Yia canna hit thkm, but tk hab a kink btvi.k, wiiatkvkii.’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I HAVK long suspecicil that thero aro two Miss Maky 
CiiuiiMONDELRVs, aiitl tlio publication of hoc now novel, 
Notirithslamliiuj (MvitBAy), confirms iiiy suspicion. One 
Miss CHOLMONOKiiKY is uu entirely delightful person. Bhe 
rejoices in country scones - sumo village with its parson, its 
old maids, its rectory and its rooks, its school and green, its 
manor liouso with tlio squire, and its inn with the gossips. 
Such scones she descrilies supremely well, and I enjoy im¬ 
mensely her own enjoyment in the doing of it. There is 
in her now novel a chapter that contains the very best 
description of a village choir-practice that 1 havo over read, 
and indeed all the homely humorous scones in Notwith¬ 
standing aro pictures of quiet English life that neither Miss 
Mitfoiid nor Mrs. Gaskbli. have excelled. But, alas, there 
is also the other Miss CHOT,MOND«t,KY. This is the lady 
who gave us the melodrama of lied Pottage and of Prisoners. 
In those books she had herself to some extent under control, 
but in NotwithstatuUng she revels gloriousl}’. Her story 
depends upon at least a doxon most clahorato coincidences; 
upon conversations either just overheard or just missed; 
upon four characters who aro either paralytic or insane; 
upon a wicked nurse who marries tho idiot son in order to 
obtain tho property; upon a will which is lost and found 
with a quite bewildering iteration; and finally upon the 
most convenient fire in all fiction—a lire that burns, with 
great precision, the exact corner of tho will that tho hero 
and heroine desire it to burn. How hojielessly are the quiet 
realistic scenes of countiy life upset by these extravagances I 


Why is Miss CiiOLMONDKiiKY HO determined upon a manu¬ 
factured and incrodible plot? No one wishes for melo¬ 
drama when so many real and convincing delights are 
ollorcd. I bog of her to dismiss once and for over her 
Surrey-side collaborator. 

It was happily inovitahlo that Mr. G. F. Bkaduy (whoso 
Hick contained one of tho most delightful studies of hoy hood 
in modern fiction) should sooner or later write an exclusively 
school story. 'I'he Lanchester Tradition (Smith, EniiKH) is 
however unexpected in that its protagonists are not school- 
lioys but schoolmasters. I must say that tho relative 
novelty of this is welcome; and it may at once he addtxl 
that it proves Mr. Braddy well qualified to deal shrawdly 
with his own kind. One feels on every page that the hook 
is tho work of one who knows thoroughly what ho is writing 
about -not to say one who has taken an unholy and iinpisli 
joy in a good deal of it. Certainly tho peculiar atmosphere 
of a public school community, that strango hicnd of idealism 
and pettiness, courage and futility, could not have boon 
convoyed with inora truth than in this story of the now head¬ 
master of Chiltorn and his ilifiicultios. Many of the 
characters are clearly portraits, though, I suspect, composito 
ones; they aro certainly all very much alivo, fioin 
Mr. Flaggon, tho heiul, down to Tipliam, whom ho imports 
as the latest product of Cambridge cultuie—with results 
somewhat devastating to tho senior staff. Mr. BRAfiifv, 
has a gift of phrase that I havo admired bofnm (tlicro is, for 
example, a definition of English orator^ that is alone worth 
■ tho sum charged for the book) and an ironic Inynour none 
' the less biting for its placidity. Ho has in short written a 
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book that, though its chief appeal will be to the specialist, book, which goes on to narrate the happy ending of the love j 
provides the general public with a sufficiently entertaining affair between his daughter and the rather ingenuous young 
story, and some valuable instraction. The expert will reid man who has been chosen to chronicle his me, tny enthu* 
it with emotion—of various kinds. . siasm, 1 fear, gradually dwindled, since none of these people 

- evoked in me sufficient interest to drive away the over- 

I hehove that the worth of a novel could be at once dis- shadowing memory of the dead man. This is pwhajps what 
covered from a glance at the handwriting in which it was the authoress intended, and yet I cannot help feelmg that 
originally composed. I do not, however, anticipate that the a dead sinner, even though ho is expiating his evilnoss in 
publishers, oven for the purpose of testing my theory, will another world, does not make a wholly satisfactory character 
take to reproilucing authore’ works in facsimile, for what is for romance. As with all books that I have read written 
most readable in print would probably prove least legible in by Roman Catholics the trail of the tract is everywhere 
manusciipt. Jfr. A. Scott Cuavhm writes, I suspect, in a clear in this one; but in faimras it must be added that, like 
diminutive ami scholarly hand, giving a pleasing effect from nearly all novels that arerthe work of Roman Catholics, it 
a distance but proving undecipherable on closer inspection, is written exceedingly well. " 

IHirther, his w’litton page must, I think, bo noticeably - 

J-..1_.. fil- t. _ t ____J 1_•_V - -r. •_ _ _ *1 w •* , M * ■ . • « 


rhappenings; the theme of 
I the book is a reconstitution 


an impatient and bullying stenographer, insistent on spo.'^, conscious of it just now when reading Ths JResette of Martha 
roganfless of diction and intolerant of any later revision ; in (Hutchinson). Everybody knows what good rousing 
wiiicb case a meticulous sense of stjle would not have been romances Mr. F. Frankfort Moobk can make up out ch 
allowed to interfere with the flow of a ready inspiration, j his own head. Here, however, he has gone to actual 

He has a fine type of fool, —-happenings; the theme of 

the brillintit thiuker, the | <■ > - - ^^ the book is a reconstitution 

restless, sparkling theorist. ( 4 oxp’anation of the 

detached from and incapa- ' ' ^ ^ aF shooting of Martha Reay 

bio of all worldly considera-' j t * by .Iambs Hackman. It is 

tions, and the tmgcfly is' . I a sufficiently sotdid story; 

developed in the most — reader, who will 

cogent eiicuinstanecs, those 9 ^ rejoice to find Mr. Moose 

politojyknownas‘'re<lucod." " t V. again in that oightoenth- 

The situation is acutely felt J^r centuryperiodthatheknows 

and acutely iinprossul, and c*". ~ ^ 5 ^ and handles so well, may be 

the relations of tho magnifi- ^ , . excused for wishing that he 

cent pauper with the world A ~ had chosen a more fragrant 

in {^n^l and his wife in episode. Of its three chief 

real. All that is wanting fiorsolf, ^the elderly Lord 

to make tho book gieat is Sandwich, whose light o’ 

the spontaneity wliich 1 nyw' TO OVKUCOWR THE DIFFICULTY OP tRe SHOBTAOE love she was, and Ilark- 
feol' has bo'm suppressed. OP HORSES IN THE ARMY. maw, who intrigue J with Inr 

Over-elaborate descriptions ^ nfw nnr.Fn os thk linus op tiiu Dachfhvnd. under tho roof of her noble 

I could forgive as an amia- - - —-protector—there is none for 

I ble diveraion, but it is a more serious flaw that the I whom very much sympathy oan be claimed. 1 am not sure 
dialogue shonhl lie stiltisl. One conversation, ns a result that I didn’t find my lord tho best of the trio—he was at 


<■ ' -J , ■ '—N r tho book is n reconstitution 

HOW TO OVERCOME THE DIFFICULTY OP tRe SHORTAGE love she was, and Uach- 
OP HORSES IN THE ARMY. OTa», who intrigue J with Inr 

A nfw nnr.Fn os thk tiMis op mn Dachfhvnd. under tho roof of her noble 


man, who intrigued with hir 
under the roof of ber noble 
— protector—there is none for 
oan be claimed. 1 am not sure 


task happily su^fluous. So I will let it go at that. 

<■' Air. CIsude Qtabame-Whito is now making a flight with a pas- 

BAMMAHi * aVAn4'A^ f.l«A wviA<fa.nlt/mA ma.n a.a * rilttiiillA * hanlrAsI svailv 


ble diveraion, but it is a more serious flaw that the whom very much sympathy oan be claimed. 1 am not sure 
dialogue shonhl lio stiltisl. Ono conversation, ns a result that I didn’t find iny lord tho best of the trio—he was at 
of which tho chief speaker incnmxl suspicion of practical least free f«om cant. Still, such as it is, the story is told 
immorality, was so much edited that it was rendered and with an engaging bustle; and the eightcenlli-centniy atmo- 
still remains (to me, at any rate) meaningless. sphere is excellently preserved. The scones move before one 

[ - like a series of conteiflpbrary prints—more delicate in treat- 

I Mr. Blake of The Bab Ballads was, as no doubt you ment than in subject. But, after all, this is only another 
remember, a regular out-and-out hardened sioner. and way of praising Mr. Moore’s mastery of hie mediuin, a 
■' quite iDdiflcnnt as to the particular kinds of dresses tasK happily superfluous. So I will let it go at that. 

That tho clerg} man wore at tho church whore ho used to go to pray.” . —. . 

Ills latiludinarianism, however, obtained n measure of <" Mr. CIsude Qtabame-Whito ia now making a flight with a paa- 
toleration from his biographer which is not extended to Bon^r,| ^ut^ the m^aphono man as‘ Claudio ’ banked gaHyovor- 
Horace Blake (Hutchinson) by Mre. Wilfrid Ward. W with a rather stout yonng man wearing a monoole behind him.” 

That gentleman, a dramatist of unsurpassed genius, but a always wear ours in Trent. _ ^ 

militant atheist and by all standards a thorough bad lot, is ■* ViNNirA, Thursday, 

introduced to ns when under sentence of death from an Tl«o King of Greepe h^ intend^ to \’wit tho Emperw on hU wy 
incuialde disei^, and at the xenith of his cawr.as a,n 

iconoclastic but popular playwright. Leaving at home his ho sent a telegram to the Emperor expressing hie great regret at 
wife, who worships his intellect though she understands his the fact that his intended visit comd not take plaoe.—itoufer. 
character, he goes to St. Joan des Pluies in Brittany with [King Gustavo V. was bom in 1858, and Moend^ the throne of 
his daughter in onlor to take what must be his Iwt holiday. &e^r Tto 

ana falls under the spell of the religion which had been his heir to the thione, Gustaf Adolf, was bom in 1883, and 

m childhood, so that he dies shnven and m the arms of the miuiM in 1906 Frinoese Uaii^t of Connao^t, by whom he has 
Ghureh of Romo. He had previously given orders that the four children.]’’^Daiip Netfs. 

last act of his cleverest and most provocative play ehoold " Good I ” said the Editor. “I'm glad you've been able to 
.be destroyed. From the beginning of the second part of the get rid of that stuff about Kmo GnmAVS at last." 
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Suffragottoa to know that it is not only 

CHARIVARIA. women who aro treated as cliattols. TIIH PROGRESS OP 

Atii attempts to secure Mr. Lt.oyd The management of tlio Now York CIYIIjIZATION. 

Geobge for the forthcoming Welsh Ilippodi-omo have agreed to lend tlieir . , , „ . ' 

comody at the Strand Theatre have liltioclown.MAur^LiNK,toMr.CuAHr.Es 
failed. ^ CociiBAN for his Christmas season. hmguago.] 


With reference to the CiiAKCKLr.oR’8 Tho kfayor of Guii.ni»:.iii>, it is 
promise of a Pill to settle the Land announced, is departing fi-oin tho usual 
Question, a correspondent writes from custom of inviting onl/ male guests 
Gotham jiointing out that wo already to tho Mayoral banquet. Tho ladies 
Imre a Settled Land .Act, and protesting protest that they have never had any 


against more legislation. 

* u* 

“Father^’ asked tho boy, "did Mr. 
Lt.ovd Geoboe make the Panama 
Canal? Pecause 1 read somowhore 
tlmt ho had g.one in for land-bursting.” 

* 

Tho desire for local self-government 


is spreading in I roland. 
Ulster wish to ho ruled 
by Sir E. Caiison, hut 
in Dublin tiierc is now 
a largo ])arly in favour 
of tlmt city being con¬ 
trolled by Mr. Laukin, 
and Mr. Redmond is 
asking what will there 
ho left for him. 

It really is astonish¬ 
ing tho nunihor of 
people who lakeLAiiKiN 
seriously.... 


desire to shirk such functions. 

* 4 

••DUKSS AND TDK MAN 
COELABS AND SlllltTS EDU THE 
EVENINII.” 

Jireniny Stnnilard . 

There is no doubt that they smarten 


Not only does' a man up. Try them. 






Mr. UiiE has been _^ 

made 1 iuril I’lvsidont of ( ^HlflUlJ l iJlimiiiiiMii 
tlio Court of Session. 

Wliat a eliange from „ 
political life to a sphere ,.j yj,..^y 

whero tho truth, the- 

whole truth, and notliing hut the truth 
must bo toldl „ 




I’ASTIMKS OK Tin-’, (illKAT. 

I’niMA noNNv cimmso voice bo as to nKt.v entiiiki.y on dbamatic aiiSTuiii-: 
N view ok J-K.NUINU U^llUT IN ClNEMATOilUAl-ll I'l.AV. 


I i*oi,KD my punt on Thames* silver 

title. 

Anti tliero, by dint of faulty navi¬ 
gation, 

[ struck a barge, and gave her shabby 
side 

A liarcly palpable excoriation; 

Tlio bargee’s words were positively lank: 
“ Dash blanky dash,” be yelled, “ blank 
dasliy blank!" 

On Keiitisli Swale I met a like mishap. 
And, iiiolur-liumehcd and furiously 
driving, 

II luiule till) bargeman execute, poor chap, 
-... An unrolioar.sod anti 

Rudflon feat of 
diving. 

When, grampus - like,' 
ho rose from that 
assault, 

^ Ilesinilcd uutlsau1,‘‘l!to 

^ sorrif. Sir; my 

fault!" 


Legal Intelligence. 

On Monday, October 
II, the M iulianlinas 
Law Sittings were 
opencfl. Having at- 
It-ntlctl tho service at 
tho Ahliey and snug, 
without hesitation, tlie 
iiiitliom (“ liolioltl, how 


whero tho truth, the'- - - — - • - - ' good uiitl jtiyful a tiling 

whole truth, and notliing hut tho truth Drink, it is evident, still retains some it is for hivthren to dwell together in 

must bo toldl ,j, ^ of its old attractive power. Mnssi-s. unity ”), tlio Jiencli and Pur ])roceeded 

* .Aiii.soi'i’ AND Sons olTerod two vacaii- to the Law Courts to start on tlio 

Tho conversion of the building behind cies on their stall to University men. 1,817 actions awaiting trial, 

tlie Victoria ^Memorial, St. James’s They received seventy applications. 

Park, into a palace is now rapidly "llor wlu.le .isjHyt w.is «lu-re.l bI.o w.an 

’ • - * . .. ta • I*’* 11 i •< 1 1 slariiiif round iti ultcr KururiHo, liko w 8l)op> 

It la annotincod that it ]»aa buoti wulkiir huddcmlv —Tftc PuiurcH, 


Mr. Lloyd (Ieoiujk as reported in 


I . 1 j* Ta. • ^ 11 i *1. 1 1 ttubiiiiu rifiiijit 111 ubbi'L mil III inir. iinii aii<iii> 

approaching comiiletion. It is announced that it has hcon „,ilk.T hiuM.-nlv aw.ikcii.<l.”-77K-f'leDirev. 

V= tlio iiow liattieship pro- ..HI,o|,walker’* would api^^^^^ 

Mine. Lydia Yavouska, who, m //oi’rt vi-sionally ordered of Messrs. Yickkhk misprint for “ Post OHico Clerk.” 

you, played the part of a duck, has IjTD. is to he named Jtf.rnnji, and nut ' ^ .. 

clianged her bill at Tho Ambassadn.s. limotrn. Tho Mad Mullah declares, ^fr. Lloyd (Iedbok as reported in 

however, that ho is not to bo inlimi- 2 ’/ie Liuerjinol ('ourier: - 
Satisfaction is being freely expressed dated. 4 , -jf that if fair fi>r u pn.jKrty which i’« tho 

in juvenile circles at the settlement of * creatiou of a iiiiin’s i>raiii, why hhuuld it ho 

the trouble in tho spinning trade which Tho huge building Olympia is now unfair for another lil-jnopoly, not created by 

threatened to intcrfcra seriously with labelled:— vital to the whoi.-eonditioni of life?” 

tho peg-top season. ^ » This is a question which ovory thought- 

, , . 1 . -i » ful citizen should answer for himself. 

There is no pleasing some people. A countryman gazed up at it. "A _ 

Tho Suffragettes disliked the Cat and size too big for me,” ho remarked. ^ now book lias boon announced in 

Mouse Act, yet no sooner does the , , ,, , America as follows 

Home Secretaby agreo to suspend it in Two women fought a duel at Naples ,. hjkjsevklt. ThccKlero Kooscvclt. An 

favour of two of their number convicted last week, and one of them was antohiography.' Dy Thewlore UoiyqyoU. 

of arson than thoso ladies aro more wounded. We trust that tliis may Col. Koosevcii’s own Hlory of liis lifn.” 

annoyed than ever. prove a salutary lesson to them as to Thoso who aro in tho know*tcU us that 

tho danger of this method of settling a there will lie a lot about ex-Presidont 

It may afford some poor solace to dispute. Roosevelt in it. , 


irclos at tho scttloment of * creation of a iiiiin’K brain, why hhuuld it ho 

1 the spinning trade which Tho huge building Olympia is now unfair for another lil-inonoly, not created by 

o intcrfcra seriously with labelled vvh'.i.- eonditioni of lifo?•• 

icason. ^ invAr homk ** ^ quostion which ovory thou;;ht- 
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rUNCir, OR THE I.ONDON CHARIVARI. 


[OcTODKB 22, 1913. 


TO THE CURSE OF MY COUNTRY. 

{After rending Mr. Li.oyd Gnoittm’s views on the 
lircdiilt ry linhits of Ike ylicasant.) 

Cav fowl that in iny inoro nthcnal moods 
I count loo fair, too innocent, to perish! 

When men Itavc talked about llio j)la{{uo tliat 
broods 

Over tlio ruslio lives wo ought to cherish, 
rjitllu I dreamt that joii were at ifs root, 
Voracious brute 1 

Under tlto«o radiant phiiiKiS T hear you hide 
A constitution which would shamo a vulture; 
The ruin ol our ravaged countryside. 

Our blighted homesteads, and our ngriculturo 
iteduced to pulp all this, I’m told, is duo 
Uargely to you. 

Like to a monstrous army oti the sack 

You plunge our teeming tilths in desolation; 
iiiko to a swarm of locusts, in your track 
You sproad iho germs of rural emigration; 

The scene rominds one of the Halls of Tara, 

Or, say, Sahara. 

Your natural fond is worms and fallen grain; 

You have no fancy for the inangold-wurKel; 

And yet your wanton beak, for joy of bane. 

When in a leisure hour the chance occura, 'll 
I’uncture the last-namcil, causing moro distress 
Than one would guo-ss. 

Vor now the truth comes out: a searching light 
Thrown on our blasted land reveals my error 
Who thought of you as aoniuthing quite all right. 
Not as a bird of prey, a ravening toiTor, 

That makes the bowers where once the turnip smiled 
Porfeclly wild. 

Well have you kept your scemt till to-day; 

Hut Li.ovi> has prol>cd it with his Land Enquiry; 
lielentlessly he plucks the veil away, 

I’romising vengeance and a Dies Irw, 

When you and other things that ho has cursed 
Are to ho hurst. 

Jfor Hodge and England I Yes, your day is dead; 

And I, for ono, shall do my best endeavour 
To take, when next you rocket o'er iny head, 

A jleadlicr aim (if possible) than over. 

As though hohind mo (iKoiuaVs voice 1 heard 
I Sav, “ Kii.r, that Ihnn!” 

1 ‘ O. S. 


HOW CAN THEY AT THE PRICE? 

IIavb you tried the shilling tnhle d'hote luncheons? 
r only discovered them lust week. .\nd ever sinco 1 have 
boon wmidering whether it’s some kind of philanthntpic 
institution or a husiness move. 

This morning I Ironted my friend (Irumpson to a shillings- 
worlh, and 1 liclicvo ho has como very near to solving the 
problem for mo. 

I will briefly describe the luiudi and its effeet on Grumpson. 
Picture him sitting there contentedly after demolishing the 
lirst_ coum!. I watch him fuiiively, and marvel at the 
cheapness of it all. I know Grumpson of old. Ho is an 
epicure oFthe hrat Avater. Nothing but the best satisfies 
him. I myself have not quite sunk to the inclusion of 
gastronomy amongst the fino arts, but 1 can at least 


appreciate good cooking and edible food. The management 
is most considerate, and rcfiiuns from blazoning the absurd 
price of this feast upon its menu cards. I do nothing to 
defeat this tactful loticcnce, for I think that a knowledge 
of the facts might tend to mar Grumpson's enjoyment. 
Hcsidcs, ho is rather fond of twilling me about what he 
politely terras my excessive economy. 

1 sit, ns 1 said, furtively watching him, wondering the 
while how on earth they can «lo it at the price. Mind you, 
this is an anxious timo for me. The whole adventure is 
an experiment on my part, for I owe Grumpson a luncheon, 
and a restaurant of tliis kind may be rather a handy thing 
(. 1 ) have up one’s sh'cvo for these occasions. Yet apparently 
1 need have no fear. The fish proves just as oxcq)lent ns the 
hors d'wuerc, and the entrfe is simply delicious. Grumpson 
usually talks through an indilTerent meal, treating the act 
of mastication ns a mere bodily necessity'. Now ho says 
nothing, but his facial mirror rotlccts tho satisfaction 
within. 

Tho service, again, is nothing short of perfection. Our 
waiter is tho essence of competence, and though tho 
place is full wo sulTor no inconvenimt delay between the 
coui-ses. Wo arrive at the cheese and biscuits after a sweet 
that I know happens to be one of Grumpson's particular 
weaknesses. He attacks his Stilton with undiininished gusto. 
Finally colTce is servwi—of so fino a quality that the aroma 
of it might well cause tho mouth of a Sultan to water. 

It really is a wonderful meal. 

Carelessly, yet with a note of triumph in my voice, I 
remark: “ Well, what do you think of it, Gnimpson?” Jlo 
drains his cup and beams upon me, “E.xcollont,old chap! 
\iy Jovol They must pay their chef a pretty |jenny. It’s 
ono of the best lunches I’vo ever tasted.” Ho glances 
at his watch. “Yes. We’ve just time. Have another 
with mo! ” 


THE SINGLE BLOT. 

Lilac Collaije, lUlherry Green. 

Sin,- In an ago when tho sotting aside of convention 
and timo-honouixd British custom is nil too popular (duo, 
in my opinion, in great mo.ASure to tho present sn-c.illoii 
Government), it has been delightful to read of tho incidents 
attending tho wedding of I’rince and Princess Aiihur of 
Connauglit last week. 1 was so glad to see in the pictures 
that (all unknown to tho happy pair, I am given to under¬ 
stand) a slipper was fasicned to tho back of the motor in 
which they started for their honeymoon. This is as it 
should be. It has giyeu equal pleasure to road that both 
rice and confetti were thrown over the royal bride and 
bridegroom. Even tho King himself, they toll me, threw 
some rice; and wo may ho sure that ono who heare the 
reputation of being among tho best shots in Europe did 
good service in that direction. 

But, Sir, it was with something akin to pain that 1 dis¬ 
covered tho absence from this occasion of a detail which, 
to my miml, custom has made a hallowed necessity to a 
truly British marriage. Let mo say at once that in no way 
can blame bo attaclied to the newly-married pair for the 
omission to which I refer; their domestic happiness must 
siitTor, alas, through no fault of their own. Upon their 
friends must lie tho responsibility for the fact that, among 
tho multitude of wedding gifts, not one single silver cruet 
for the centre of tho table was included. My own dear 
parents bad no fewer than seven, several of which I 
still possess. Still, I do hope that tho dear Prince and 
Princess may be tiuly happy. 

Yours, etc., 

LaVIXIA IjAVEKDKn. 





























































































































OoTo:i£B 22, 1913.] 


PUNCH, OR TUB LON^IJf CHARIVARI. 


CHAMBER MUSIC. 

[At tho Ideal Home Exhibition a room 
vrhoM colour schomo “interpret!)” Bekt- 
novKrr's Moonlight Sonata.] 

My dear, when yoar cliaaibcr I duly 
admired 

As a marvel of up-to-dat3 art, 

You told mo its colouring scheme was 
inspired 

By a choice little bit of Moz.vitr; 
And, humjdy supposing that you would 
know best, 

No word of <lorision I said, 

] Although £|}ich a notion, it must bo 
confessed. 

Is totally over my head. 

But now that you carp at this study of 
mine, 

Its newspapers hoarded for weeks, 
Its knick-knacks devoid of coherent 
design. 

The way that its wall-papor shrieks, 
The bats and the clubs in disordered 
array, 

Tiio litter on table and cliair, 

I think of your words, and, rebuking 
you, say 

“ This room is a ragtime affair.” 


TUE PREVENTION OF OIUMB. 

Tlie lloloj)hole, Sidcup. 

Dkab Mr. Punch, —Convinced by 
long experience that prevention is 
always better than euro, I venture to 
lay before you the following simple but 
absolutely efficacious schomo for check¬ 
ing the mamifacturo of criminals. 

it is based on tho evidence invariably 
given by tho police as to tho articles 
found on offenders when being searched 
after their arrest. 

Those articles are always as under — 

(1) A silver English half-hunter 

with Albert. 

(2) Two ]).).wntickets. 

(3) 4Jd. in hionxo. 

The fact that timso articles are 
always discovered in tho pockets of| 
law-hreakers points irresistibly to the 
conclusion that they exercise a malign 
influence on the possessor. I'lliminato 
them and you will eliminate crime. 

I accordingly suggest that a short 
Bill be introduced into Parliament 
tendering it a penal offence for any 
jeweller to sell a silver English half¬ 
hunter together with an Allmrt. A gun- 
motal watch with a gold chain, if you 
like, or a half-hunter with a leather 
strap, or any other combination of 
metals and design than the one pro¬ 
scribed. 

Secondly, the Bill should forbid 
pawnbrokers over to issue two tickets 
to the same client—one or three or 
more; but never two. 



Mabel {reetting hymn at bed-time). “Bet mv rnissns iik am. foiioivks ; 

lll.KSS THE SINS I LOVK t'U WKJ.I..” 


Thirdly, it should either suppress tho 
bronze i>onny and halfpenny, or substi¬ 
tute soino other amalgam or metal. 

If Mr. iiiiOYD (iKoitaB had only, 
arranged to give ninepenco for four-' 
ponce-halfpenny, instead of fourpcncc,' 
this clause might have been unnccos-| 
sary, hut as matters stand it is in -1 
dispensable to tho efficacy of the Bill. 

I have other schemes for tho amelio¬ 
ration of humanity which I hope to lay 
hafore you on a future occasion. For 
tho moment I confine myself to the 
suggestion outlined above, and am 
Yours faithfully, Evandbb Kmibbb. 


" B inking liiird, tho flying dotvctiviiwliirlod 
Iho nernpliino round. Ansivoring to its rudder 
like a well-tRiinrd Htoerl, it iseoincd to rovotvo 
upon an inviHiblo axis in niid-uir.”— Chips. 

Well'-trainod steeds are generally steered 
from tho other end. 

"At tlio ilouthrrn I’olico Court, OInsgow, 

yesterday, 3 -8— was eharged with 

having wrongfully uad without propnr cauHO 
xct on and urgod a dog to attack and kill a 
cat and put it in a atato of fear.” 

JJaily SkeUht 

Of fear, that is, for its other qjght lives. 
Still, there was nd “ proper cause ” for 
such conduct. 































































































































































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[OCTOBEB 22, 1913. 


THE VILE CORPUS. 


HOW TO APPEASE ULSTER we Relieve him to be a good rider and THE VILE CORPUS, 
nuw tsj #\rrc«oc uu9icn. jjjq possessor of a venomous tongue. ,, • • , i. , ■ j 

Bib, --May I, through you, bring He is an iron embocliuiont of unalter- 
licforo your fiadical contemporaries of able devotion to principle, and, when house for several hours weekly to enable W 
tlie daily and weekly press a perfectly lighting begins, ho is sure to bo found to give practical lessons in the washing and 
infallible method of making Ulster and wherever the bullets are thickest. The dressing ol infants. It is to be hoped, how- 
Ulstermen happy and roctinciling them presence of such a leader in the field is iMgodyX^wib^^^n^he fo^owIngUn^^ 

toHomoRul^o? worth 10,000 men. i He was only a workhouse baby, 

I have noticed that no Iruo U stcr- •• Yesterday thero was another review ^ ^ 

man has tl.o least objection to being of militant ti-aitors befom KinoCabson. ,, Railway cloak-room, or, may bo, 
called a traitor, a bigot, a sedition-, It is said that there were 12,000 men 
monger a potential rebel, or anything (including Mr. 1. h. Smith) on parade, 

of that kind. Indeed, he wenis to revel i’his is obviously an undeivstatement 

m It lJut If you laugh at him or ridi- put forth with tho view ol lulling the 

cule his plans, his armies or his loaders GovoiTiment of tho country into a false ._ 

ho lieconies purple and alt but inarticu- security. Our own information is that ^ 

late with passion, and any attempt at as many as 50,000 men in tho fiower On Monday to school he was taken 

argunient is thcncoforlh wasted on him. of strength and manhood marched post And shameloasly stripped of his 




That being so—you . — -—i clothes— 

must have iioticcsl it — iv\w,^'svc: -3tk _ ■ , An insult designed to 

yourself— I suggest ^ ^ awaken 

that Radicals should A fury of infantile 

changn their tactics. i '■ Sv' - . v oaths. 

In future, when Sir pk ^ Sl jl SsUm CnTuesday,withhoart- 

Rdward Cakson, witli I I ^ loss exertion, 

F. K. Smith in attend-, V |f They plied him with 

aiico, reviews his forces, j water and soap, 

instead of belittling the iJ ||V|||b K|l||| tom * i ^1^^ eleventh 

attitude of tho Icadei" | |p|||?ol| |\ I S immei-siou 

and depreciating the ||j|ijfj|||g La lie ceded his remnant 

|1^nptjon. ^ Tlj^y | WHh^^wandoring “Kafo- 

light to the very lust GAUDKN SUBUKB IPVLLS. on the Friday, 

gasp); they have an Thk nitRAuaiNNuit's oooubyb to ms cnir.DUKN. With physio next 

inexhaustible store of • - - -- - — day ho was dosed, 

arms and ammunition; they have ap- the saluting point. We have'reason And, looking a littlo untidy, 
pointed their leaders. Their chieftain to believe tliat throughout Ulster Bir On Sunday ho gave up the ghost. 

IS Sir EuwAiin Cahson, and none has EnwAuncan reckon on the support of , , . ■ # . , • , 

greater skill than ho in appealing to no fewer than half a million warlike There are tears for hia fate, which was 
the liosost and most seditious passions men. rotten, 

of mankind. Their lighting comniandor, “ Wo have stated tho facta as calmly , *** order to save, 

General Richaudson, a scarred veteran as we can. The danger is overwhelm- And babies as yet unMgottcn 
of a hundred campaigns, is noted not ing. Why does the Government give With garlands shall honour his grave; 

iiiorely for his genius as a strategist no sign ? Lot them look to it before there s exemption for others 

and a tactician, but also for tho iien it is too late. Their plain duty is to „n^?n**i.**j”** i tomient of limb, 
discipline which lie rnthlossly enforces arrest and imprison tho rebellious Twill M due to the fact that their 
upon his men. Ho is, perhaps, the leaders of this dreadful movement. ^ mothers 
greatest soldier who has over worn tho Otlierwise wo see no alternative except Unco experunonted on him. 

British uniform. We shudder to think a prompt submission to traitors who «=== ' '■ -la 

what the issue of tlio war will bo when are prepared to drench the land with An esteemed contemporary publishes 

such a captain coininands tho hosts of blood. _ photograph of a gentleman smoking 

tlio zealots and bigots who have rallied Thoro, Sir, what do yon think of the g, pipe “outside the Hieh Court 


'll 


GABLKN SUBUKB IPVLLS. 

Thk nitRAuaiNNeit's oooubyb to ms cnir.DUKN. 


I clothes— I 

An insult designed to 
awaken 

A fury of infantile 
oaths. 

OnTuesday, withhoart- 
loss exertion, 

They plied him with 
water and soap. 

And at tho eleventh 
iinmei-siou 
Ho ceded his remnant 
ol hope. 

On Wednesday and 
Thursday the 
victim 

By amateur fingers 
was clad; 

With wandering “safe¬ 
ties” they prickcil 
him 

And drove him in¬ 
curably mad. 

They put him to bed 
on the Friday, 
With physio next 
day ho was dosed. 


mothers 

Once experimented on him. 


bored that Mr. F. E. Smith is on tho that at last a ray of light has begun to attempted fire raising.” The 

side of Ulster. Wo have never agreed pierce the miasma of Radical blind- ___ 

with those who are inclined to make noss. . Yours, etc., “THE PIPE OF PEACE" 

light of this man, Ob the contrary, Amti-Democbixub. seems to lack the finer sense of chivalry. 





Fatlifr (angrt/). “That appoistmunt you wonnoT to krep to-day was tub chakcb op a i-ipbtimb, aj)d would ruoBADLY 
BAVB UADB VOUU CABREB. 13LT you PUBVEll TO WASTE YOUR TlllB PLAYIHa OOLP -’’ 

Son {hurt). “ Nor waste, Fatiieb— I wos this cburt.'' 


FICTION ON THE FILM. 

(A reflection on the enormous educational value of the 
cinematograph, suggested by a lutppy hour at one of 
our suburban palaces.) 

1 HWK soon tlio pick and llower of tho world’s roiimncoa, 
Not mirrored in mental iiiia^os faint and slow ; 

Too long I had movod in tho midst of boyhood's fancios, 
lint now I know; 

I have soon how tho bioscopo stages tho story of Ivanhoe. 

I have seen the Tomplor^ himself, tho great Jiois Guilbert, 
With a waxed inoustacho on his lip like the Kaiser's own, 
And Front de Batuf, who was also a hit of a filbert 
And crowned with a cono. 

Half-drunk in aNorman castlo with arches of Gothic stone. 

I have seen the scutchoonloss knight opposo Sir Brian 
To tho sound of an old tin toa-tray Ixiaton “ ofT ”; 

I have soon tho charger that carried liichard the Lion ; 

I have marked tho trough 

That stared between every rib—I could almost hear him 
cough. 

I have seen tho rout of the mail-clad Norman troopers 
By liobin Hood’s mon with never a bow to hand. 

All running about like musical comedy supers 
In time with tho band; 

I have seen the mysterious Palmer returned from tho 
Wholy* Land. 

A podgy young man, the Palmer, and soft tho quilting 
Of tavern beds, 1 wis, on his homeward way. 

* Sic (in the explanatory notes projootod on tho screen). 


Ah, well I ho was never obliged to do any tilting; 

The champion’s fray 

Was a duel, it seems, on foot, and no (lotihl it was 
cheaper in hay. 

Thoso things havo I scon. I have seen old Isaac chivied, 
liebecca a-top of a ruinous ciistlo stair, 
llor hands to hor lluttoring breast, her faco all livid : 

“ Young man, you dam I 

Hands oft! or 1 fling myself down on tho courtyard 
stones, so thoro! ” 

What need to toll you tho rost? How, lifting his visor, 
Tho Disinherited Knight confronts his foe 
With a huge sardonic wink; I say 1 am wiser 
Than long ago. 

I have learnt moro things than I droanied of the drama 
of Ivanhoe. 

But why stop thoro? Shall only adventurous novels 
And stories of doughty d teds with an old-titno plot 
Bo lilmed for the sake of a mind that halts and grovels, 

And The Fgoist not? 

I want GKOiuiR Mkiiki>itu “cinod 1 "as well as Sir 
Walter Scott. 

I want to soo Itirhard Fcverel mado immortal 

With pearls from the rilgrim’s scrip in a print of 
flames; 

I want Jane Austen starred on tho cinema’s portal, * * 
And, naiiio of all names, • 

I want to BOO Albert and 'Li/.a on’joying their 'Knery 
James. , Evok. 

f American. 
























































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[OOTOBBB 22, 1913. 


**UNDER ENTIRELY NEW 
MANAGEMENT.” 

T KNOW a fool of a dog who pretends 
that lie is a Cocker Spaniel, and is 
convinced that tho world revolves 
round him wonderingly, Tlio sun rises 
so it may shino on his glossy morning 
coat; it sets so his master may know 
that it is time for tho evening biscuit; 
it tho rain falls it is that a fool of a dog 
may wipe on his mistress’s skirt his 
muddy hoots. II is day is always 
exciting, always full of tho same good 
things; his night a ro)X!lition of his 
day, more gloriously developed, if 
l.hero Ihi a saercfl moment heforo tho 
dawn when ho lies awako and pomlors 
on life, ho tells himself conlidontly that 
it will go on for ever like this—a life 
jdanned nobly fur himself, hut one in 
which tho master and mistress whom 
ho protects must always find a place. 
And I think perhaps ho would want a 
place for mo too in that lifo, who am 
not his real master hut yet one of the 
house. I hope ho would. 

What Chum dix'sn't know is this: 
his master and luistross aro leaving 
him. They am going to a part of the 
world where a fool of a dog with no 
mannors is a nuisance, if Chum could 
S 03 uU tho good littlo Tjondon dogs, 
who at homo sit languidly on their 
niistross's lap, and abroiul take their 
view of life through a inulT much higgor 
than themselves; if he coukl see the 
hig uliedicnt dogs, who walk solemnly 
through tho Ihirk carrying their 
master's stick, never pausing in their 
impressive nini'ch unless it ho to 
pltingo into tho Serpentine and rescue 
a drowning child, ho would know what 
I mean, lie would admit that a dug 
who cannot answer to his own name 
and pays hut little more attention to 
“ Down, idiot," and " Como hero, fool," 
is not every place’s dog. He would 
admit it, if ho had time. Hut before I 
could have called his attention to half 
tho good dogs I hail marked out he 
would have sat down beaming in front 
of a motor-car . . . and then ho would 
never havo known what now ho will 
know so soon—that his master and 
mistress are leaving him. 

It has Ixien my business to find a 
now home for him. It is harder than 
you think. I c.an make him sound 
lovable, hut I cannot make him sound 
good. Of course I might leave out his 
doubtful (jualities, and duscriho him 
merely as boautiful and alTectionato; 
I might .... but I couldn't. 1 think 
Chum's habitual smile would got larger, 
he would wriggle tho end of himself 
mom ecstatically than ever if ho hoard 
himself summed up as boautiful and 
all'ojlionatb. Anyway, [ couldn't do 


it, for I get can-iod away when I 
speak of him and I reveal ml his bad 
qualities. 

" I am afraid ho is a snob,” I con- 
fcsscfl to one woman of whom I had 
hopes. “He doesn’t much caro for 
what he calls the lower classes.” 

“ Oh'i* ” she said. 

" Yea, ho hates badly dressed people. 
Corduroy trouscre tied up at tho knee 
always excite him. I don’t know if 
any of your family - no, I suppose not. 
Hut if he ever sees a man with his 
trousers tic<I up at tlio kneo ho goes 
for him. And ho can’t bear tradoa- 
pco|)lo; at least not tho men. Washer¬ 
women ho loves. He rather likes tho 
washing-basket too. Once, when ho 
was left alone with it for a moment, 
ho a))]i>carcd shortly afterwards on the 
lawn with a pair of well, I moan 
ho had no business with them at all. 
Wo got them away after a bit of a 
chase, and then they had to go to tho 
wash again. It seemed rather a pity 
when they’d only just come back. Of 
course, I smocked his head for him; 
but ho looks so surprised and reproach¬ 
ful when he’s done wrong that you 
never feel it’s quite his fault.” 

“ I doubt if 1 shall lie able to' take 
him after all,” she said. “I’ve just 
romomberod-” 

I forget what it was she rememliemd, 
hut it meant that I was still without 
a now house for Chum. 

“ What does ho eat’?” somehoily else 
.asked me. It seemed hopeful; I could 
sec Chum already installed. 

“Oflicially,” I said, “ho lives on 
puppy biscuits; he also has tho toast- 
crusts after breakfast and an ocoiisional 
bone. Privately, ho is fond of bees, 
r have scon him eat as many os six 
bees in an afternoon. Somotimos he 
wanders down to tho kitchen-garden 
and picks tho gooseberries; he likes 
all fruit, hut goosolierries are tho 
things ho can reach best. When 
them aren’t any gonsoben'ics about, 
he has to be content with tho hips 
and haws from tho rose-trees. But 
really you needn’t hothcr, ho can eat 
anything. Tho only thing ho doesn’t 
like is whitening. Wo were just going 
to mark tho lawn one day, and while 
wo were busy pegging it out ho 
wandered up and drank tho whitening 
out of tho marker. It is practically the 
only di<-a]ipointn'.eut ho has over hod. 
He looked at us, and yoir could see that 
his opinion of us had gone down. 
• What did you put it thero for, if you 
didn’t moan me to drink it ? ’ ho said 
reiiroachfully. Then he turned and 
walked slowly and thoughtfully back to 
his kennel. * He never came out till 
next morning.” 

“ Really'? ” said my man. “ Well, I 


shidl have to think about it. I 'U let 
you know.” 

Of course I know what that meant. 

With a third dog-lover to whom I 
spoke the negotiations came to grief, 
not apparently because of any faults 
of Churn’s, but because, if you will 
believe it, of my own shortcomings. 
At least I can suppose nothing else. 
For this man had been enthusiastic 
about him. He had I'ovelled in the tale 
of Chum’s wickedness; ho had adored 
him for being so conceited. He had 
practically said that ho would take him. 

“Do,” 1 liegged. “I’m sure he’d 
bo happy with you. You see, he’s not 
everybody’s dog; I mean, I don’t want 
any odd man whom I don’t know to 
take him. It must be a friend of mine, 
so that I shall often bo able to see 
Chum afterwanls.” 

“So that—what ? " ho asked anxiously. 

“ So that I shall often bo able to see 
Chum afterwards. Week-ends, you 
know, and so on. I couldn’t bear to 
lose the silly old ass altogether.” 

Ho looked thoughtful; and, when I 
wont on to speak about Chum’s fond¬ 
ness for chickens, and his other lovable 
ways, he changed tho subject alto¬ 
gether. Ho wrote afterwards that he 
was sorry ho couldn’t manage with a 
thii'd dog. And I like to think ho was 
not afraid of Chum—but only of mo. 

But I have found tho right man at 
last. A day will come soon when I shall 
take Chum from his present home to 
his new one. That will be a great day 
for him. 1 can see him in the train, 
wiping his boots effusively on every now 
passenger, wriggling under the seat and 
out again from sheer joy of life; 1 
can SCO him in tho taxi, taking his one 
brief impression of a world that means 
nothing to him; I can see him in 
another train, joyous, eager, patting 
his paws on my collar from time to 
time and saying excitedly, “ What a 
day this is! ” And if ho survives the 
journey; if I cau keep him on tho way 
from all tho delightful deaths he longs 
to try; if I can get him safely to his 
new house, then I can see him- 

Well, I wonder. What will they do 
to him ? When I so3 him again, will 
ho lie a sober littlo dog, answering to 
his name, careful to keep his muddy 
feet off tho visitor’s trousers, grown up, 
obedient, following to heel round the 
garden, tho faithful servant of his 
master? Or will he be the same old 
silly ass, no use to anybody, always 
dirty, always smiling, always in the 
way, a clumsy, blundering fool of a dog 
who knows you can’t help loving him ? 
I wonder . . . 

Between ourselves, I don't think they 
can alter him now . . . Oh, 1 hope 
they can’t. A. A. M. 
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RESOURCE. 

tMor Cyclist. *• Quick 1 Bvakoblink— piscji B-tUT; the booh wos’t wobkI” 


TJIH rUOFESSOll. 

Im ono of llie Gro.ik manuscripts 
wliicli roccntly came to li^'ht in tho 
collai* of tlio Ai'inoniiin inonustery of 
San ruz/aro, and aru now liuin;' 
patiently decipliorcd and translutud by 
Iho loarnod Fatlior Mi-;(’1iii>A8, tlioro is 
a story of Diooknks wliicli has not yet 
soon tho lif*ht. Tlio vonorahlo scholar 
(who I'ocuntly rolaU'd it to a visitor to 
Venice) permits Mr. Vunch to print this 
interesting legend. 

On ono of tho Cynic’s infroquont 
visits to Athens curiosity induced him 
to inako tho round of tho theatres to 
SCO how public taste was tending and to 
what lengths tho lenioucy of audiences 
(which had long hoon on tho stretch) 
could go. llo passed silently and 
grimly from ono play to another, in 
each Jinding more triviality and folly 
than tho lust. How many theatres 
thero wero the chronicler does not 
say, but oirtainly no fewer than fivc- 
and-lwonty, in not ono of which, 
at that uniortunato ^oriod, was any 
sign of puro tragcily. Nothing hut 
farce, comedy and tho iertium quid 


niolodrama. In not one thoatro was a 
classical author boing played. 

Dioiiknbs passed on to tho very 
numorons singing and acrobatic houses, 
and there ho found chiefly porforniors 
from other countries in truiqpery 
niedloys of dialogue, music and dancing 
which purported to be satirical com* 
mentaries on tho times but woro 
nothing of tho kind, ilo was prepared 
for a certain amount of second-rate 
foolishness hero and thore; but what 
struck him ns tho niO'it curious change 
that had come over tho city was tho 
fact that not only was every place of 
ontorlainmcnt ci-owdcd, hut overyono 
seemed duligided with the faro that 
was olTcred. No murmur of surprise 
was he.ird; no dissontient voice. Tho 
Athenians, in short, had relinquished, 
under tho inllnenco of some strango 
passion for beguileinout, their ancient 
right of criticism. 

Tho next day Diookse.s was observed 
walking slowly through tho streets of 
Athens leading a gooso. Hither and 
thither ho wandercil, through all the 
principal thoroughfares, and oven up 
tho sloop rock to tho rarthenon itsolf. 


attended always by his grotesque com¬ 
panion. For a while no ono dared ven¬ 
ture to question tho illustrious cur¬ 
mudgeon. At last ono bolder than the 
rest put the question. “ What is the 
gooso for ? ” ho asked. “ He is an es- 
cellent and most useful follow,” replied 
tho Cynic, "and I want to find him 
some pupils. Ho gives lessons in 
hissing.” 

IN OCTOBIHI. 

In Hichmond Park 
■ Tho leaf was thinned. 

The dusk grew dark, 

Ijoud piped tho wind; 

Tho blown West yellowed 
A cloud’s torn cloak. 

An old stag bellowed 
Beneath an oak. 

Now here’s delight 
To think I 'vo stood 
And mot the night 
In a lono wom. 

Where great stags thunder 
And antlers toss. 

Eight miles—or under— 
hVom Charing Cross. 











THE MAN OP THE MOMENT. 


UODOE IN TUB LIMELIGHT. 
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"LABBY." 

Bt Tobt, M.r. 

Ih uniting tho Life of bis unclei 
Hebbt lii^oucnBRB, Mr. Aooar 
Thorobd enjoyed the lulvantago of 
Iiaving for his subject ono of the most 
interesting men of the nineteenth cen¬ 
tury. Ho has lived up to rare oppor¬ 
tunity. The portiv volume presents a 
vivid portrait of the man and an en¬ 
lightening lucord of his work. In dis¬ 
criminating study of tho character and 
genius ofihis old chief, Mr. Bennett, 
who in succession keeps the sacred 
lamp of TrtUh burning in Gartarct 
Street, arrives at the conclusion that 
“ tho best work of Lahouchere’h 
life was done as a journalist.’’ That 
life was so varied in its com'se, so 
starred by conspicuous success in 
divers walks, that it is difficult to 
decide wherein it reached its highest 
excellence. A scholar at Eton, a 
student at Cambridge, a gambler, a 
rou4 ; contemplating avoidance of 
starvation by accepting a proffered 
place as croupier at a Monte bank in 
Mexico; doorkeeper in a circus; pro¬ 
moted to a line in the bill in tho 
character of “The Bounding Buck of 
Babylon,” wearing pink tights witli a 
filet round his he^, extorting admira¬ 
tion by the springiness of his standing 
jimips; companion of Chippeway In¬ 
dians hunting buffalo; attachd at several 
Embassies in both hemispheres; editor, 
newspaper proprietor, lessee of a 
theatre, friend of Bismarck, Member 
of the House of Commons, on conversa¬ 
tional terms with Paddy Green in tho 
palmy days of Evans’s, later admitted 
to tho intimacy of Mr. Gladstone— 
hero is a career more nearly recalling 
chapters of Monte Crinfo than the annals 
of a rate-paying resident in Old Palace 
Yard, Westminster. 

The universality of Labouchehe’s 
character was testified to by the range 
of his correspondents. Tlio bursting 
over political parties of the thunder¬ 
bolt of Home Rule, directed by the hand 
of Mr. Gladstone in 188(>, cioated pro¬ 
found, in many places irreparable, rents 
in ancient friendships. Absolutely 
devoid of feeling of resentment (save 
in ono case) “ Lahry ” preserved all his 
old intimacies. Not tho least interest¬ 
ing chaptei-s of a book of high historical 
viuue ore those dovote<l to reproduction 
of his correspondence in 1885-6. Ho 
was a sort of friendly, convenient, 
pillar-box into which men taking a 
hand in a critical game of politics 
dropped their missives. A strange 
conglomeration it was. Amongst the 
contributors were Lord Rosebery, 
Randolph Churchill, Herbert 
Gladstone (on behalf of his father). 



ANOTHER TRIUMPH FOR THE SEX. 


respectability have been totally ignored by the police, comforting herself tcith a itarting shot). 
“Mind tkr pcose, Bill!" 


Charles Dilke, John Mori.ey, Par¬ 
nell, Tim Healy, Davitt, and, above 
all, :^fr. Ghamrerlain. 

The only notable exception to the 
confidencas bestowed upon LAiiouoiiEKE 
througliout the manmuvring that ended 
in the rejection of tho Homo Rulo Ilill, 
tho rout of Mr. Gladstone and tho 
rending in pieces of the party ho had 
long liecn accustomed to loail to 
triumph, was Ixirrl Hahtinoton. Ho 
did not seem to take to “ Lahhv’h ” 
playful way of dealing with Imperial 
politics. 

Up to the Spring of 1886 tho rela¬ 
tions between Lahouchere and Mr. 
Chamberlain were of the closest in¬ 
timacy. Confidential letters daily passed 
between them, sometimes twice a day. 


; liAiioucHERK sot hiiiisclf tho task of 
' avoiding disaster to the Liberal Party, 
'to his clear political insight a njsult 
inovitublo if Mr. Cha.mi<krlain were 
permitted to withdraw from its councils. 
Ho was within an acn of succeeding. 
Through the medium of letters chiefly 
' passing between IjAhouciierk and Mr. 
CiiAMREiiLAiN, Mr. Thorold Bots forth 
, tho story up to tho fateful day appointocl 
for tho Second Reading of tho Homo 
I Kiilc Bill. Possibly hecausn tho nar- 
I rativo was earlier continued elsewhere 
ho stops there. It was liAiiouciiERE 
himself who completed it in a letter 
addressed to mo dated froimOld I’alaco 
Yard. 6tli April, 

Mr. Ciia.mi<erl.ain’h mi|||n objection 
to tho Bill of 1HK6 was the pro[)osed 
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exclusion of Trish Members from West- contributed to tbo end brought about grapher, “as simply as a child tired 
minster. Ilad this boon dropped he by the General Kloction of 1892. The with play ho took to his bed on the 
would have lefrainod from joining the spoils to tlio victor. It was antici- 11th January and did not get up again. 
Conservativo party and tlio history of puted, by nono more surely than by lie' died peacefully at midnight on 
I'lngland fur the next thirty years would liABOuciiKim, that ho would receive at January 15th, 1912.” 
have been written in altered characters. Mr. Gr.AUSTO.Nu's hands Cabinet oflico. “Laubt” never fussed about any- 
On the Saturday niglit preceding For personal reasons in high quarters, thing, not even about dying. 
Gbaustonu's speech winding up debate about which" Laiibv's” own testimony, b=s===s=» 

on the Second Heading, “ fjABBY,” a cited by Mr. THOHonn, leaves no doubt, dcddcd d/ato 

little fatigued by his patriotic nlTorts, his claims wore overlooked. Another THE PEPPER POTS, 

withdrew for a brief peiicd of well- disappointmcntnotlessbittorbcfellhim, Onr of the most ingenious of the 
earned rest, comforted by assurance a few years later, when, a vacancy occur- many labour-saving appliances which 
that Monday night would see hisl.ihours ring in Ministerial post at Washington, are now on the market is the little set of 
crowned with success. When Monday ho turned his eyes wistfully towards tbo pepper-boxes for sub-editors' which an 
camo Mr. Chamherlaik, Caine and appointment. Its withholding was the astute watcher of the literary skies has 
others in the secret, sat expectant whilst final blow to his Parliamentary ambi- invented. 

Gbadstonk spoke, waiting for the words tion. Homo men thus treated would Like all the great inventions—as the 
that would re-establish unity. For have taken their revenge by turning dichi has it -it is very simple. JJut 
masons never understood, certainly and biting the hand that repulsed them, he shall describe it in his own words 
never publicly explained, they were not “ Laubx " would have been welcomed as spoken to one of our representatives 


spoken. Labouchebe, - 
dismayed and deep tir¬ 
ing, turned round to 
Caine seated on a 
honch behind and said, 

“ What a thimble - 
rigger the Old Man 
is!" 

Having at this epoch 
bo(‘n drugged into the 
vortex of Parliamentary 
conflict, “IjAbby" 
thereafter for some 
years devoted himself 
to the game with en¬ 
thusiasm equal to that 
with which in early 
manhood ho gave him¬ 
self up to gambling at 
llomburg and else- 
whoro. At the outset, 
content to amuse the 
1 louse of Coniinons 


fira^L 







now TO UTILISE A POOR llELATIC 
Maks him wouk ihk T-viinis fountain. 


a day or so ago. 

"My invention,” said 
Mr. Travis, who is a 
bright - looking young 
man with a bald head 
and a faint American 
accent, "you want to 
know about that? Well, 
I'll tell you. I have 
always been a groat 
newspaper reader, and 
I noticed, as every one 
else must have done, 
that there is a deadly 
monotony about the re¬ 
views of now novels, or, 
to put it another way, 
there is a deadly mon¬ 
otony about the output 
of old novelists. It is 
the same with play¬ 
wrights and public 
speakers; after a while 


with persiflage casually introduced into on the Conservative side in the familiar they are, with very few exceptions, all 
debate, ho became constant in attend- character of the Candid Friend. Ho true to typo. It follows then that any 
ance, frequent in spo.ich-inaking. An hod in fullest possession the qualities description of their latest efforts must 
incentive to tiiis new departure was tlio that would have made him a dangerous boar similarity to the description of their 
hitteriiesH of his rusontment against his enemy on ilio flanks of the Leaders of previous efforts. Yet these descriptions 
old friend and companion dear, now a the Liberal Party in the House of —of criticisms if you like—must always 
pillar of strength in a Cabinet presided Commons. That however was not bo written afresh and the writeis paid, 
over by Ijord Samsbuuy. As a rule, ho his way. Towards the end of a My idea was at one blow to do away 
hadnoiiersonalrosentmcnls. Sublimely long life’s labour ho was growing with much of the expense of the news- 
imperturbable, ho lived in a serene tiivd. His indomitable spiiit was a paper and at the samo^ time provide 
atinospiiero undisturbed by what any- little soured by repeated disappoint- the reader with authentic impressions, 
body saul, did, or thouglit about his iricnts. Jlut ho was faithful to the end, Ilowdol doit? With my pepper-pots, 
actions or his motives. He made u]> voting steadily with his Party and, “ I'11 give you an example. Anew 
for this indilTorencn by concentrated when necessary, coming to their help play by Mr. Gabswobthy comes out. 
hostility to tlio statosman ho in 1881) with still sparkling speech. Tlio statement that it was produced 

was accustomed to address as “ My Unexpectedly abandoning his throne last night can be prepared by any one 
dear Chamberlain,” whom ho now in the Smokiiig-Booin of the Eeform in the office, or I am ready to supply 
invariably alliideil to as "Joe,” import- Club, round which would gather a rapt a flexible framework of this kind to fit 
ing into the monosyllable an indescrih- circle of listeners, quitting his cherished any play or any book or any speech by 
able note of half-amuso<l scorn and companionship with the House of anybody on the list. Certain spaces 
reprobation. Since Mr. CiiAMiiERriAiN Commons, ho rctired’to Floranco, where for adjectives are left blank. It is then 
was' a member of tlio Conservative for a few years ho lived surrounded by that the pepper-box comes in. If it 
Govornmont the more urgent was the “ that wliich should accompany old is a Galsworthy play the sub-editor 
coll to wreck it. ‘ age, as honour, love, obedience, troops takes the pepper-pot bearing his name 

No one pioro effoctivoly than “ tbo of friends.” and sjprinkles the paper with it, and 

Christian Member for Northampton ” In the touching language of his bio- straightway the gaps are filled up with 
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such wottls as ‘sincere,’ ‘restrained,’ 
‘characteristic,’ ‘digniti^,’ ‘thoughtful,’ 
‘restrained,’ ‘thoughtful,’ ‘dignified,’ 
‘ sincere’: and the criticism is complete. 

“ Or Mr. Shaw. Then the G. 13. 8. 
pepper-pot is employed, and out tum¬ 
ble ‘Shavian,’ ‘audacious,’ ‘Shavian,’ 
‘ startling,’ ‘ characteristic,’ ‘ witty,’ ‘ in¬ 
cisive,’ ‘ Shavian ’ and all the rest of it. 

“A book by Mr. Chestebton puts 
the O. K. C. pepper-pot into action, and 
we have ’ paradoxical,’ ‘ good-humoured,’ 
‘ Falstaillan.’ ‘ characteristic,’ ‘ panuloxi- 
cal,’ ‘ paradoxical,’ ‘ topsy - tuiwy,’ 
‘wrong-li^dod but genial,’ ‘paradoxi¬ 
cal,’ ‘topsy-tuiwy,’ ‘panidoxical,’ ‘para¬ 
doxical.’ You see the idea ’? ” 

Our I'opi'oscntativo said ho saw it 
perfectly, out he could not admire any 
scheme which substituted a mechanical 
device for good Fleet Street brains. 

“ But what’s the use of setting brains 
to sucli tasks as this,” Mr. Travis 
asked, ‘‘ when all that tliey have to do 
is to provide paraphrases of what was 
written Irefore? Wliy waste a man’s 
time on re-ie-rc-writing about a ro-ro- 
re-writtcn book or play i ” 

“ Wo won’t argue about it,” said our 
ropiesentativo. “Give me some more 
examples.” 

“ Well,” said Mr. Travis, “ hero’s 
the liirs. HuMPHiiY Ward popper-pot,” 
and he shook over tho table “ calm,” 
“ measured,” “ studious,” “ understand¬ 
ing,” “characteristic,” “sympathetic,” 
“ calm,” “ studious,” “ measured,” “ se¬ 
rene,” “ calm.” 

“ Here’s another—you must guess the 
author; ” and “ melodramatic,” “ stri¬ 
dent,” “ passionate,” “ mclorlramatic,” 
“characteristic,” “ noisy,” “ theatrical,” 
“ chromo - lithographic,” “ strident ” 
were scattered out. 

“ You can’t deny it’s a clever no¬ 
tion ? ” ho asked. 

“ No,” our representative replied, 
“it’s certainly clever, confound you. 
But have you a popper-pot for every 
one? ” 

“No,” he said, “ there are one or two 
I can’t fix up for certain. Thera’s one 
literary man and several politicians. 
It wouldn’t bo safe to have a pepper¬ 
pot for them. At least not yet.” 

“ Mayn’t I know their names ? ” our 
representative asked. 

“Not from me,” said Mr. Travis, 
closing the interview. “ You must 
guess.” 

B=3=s==:^=s=a9 

“ Mr. Oeorga Yates, who has been sociatary 
of the Bury Central CouBcrvativa Qnb' for 
30 years, has roeigned owing to advancing 
yoan.'^-dic. Yates has been a member of tiie 
olub since his formation 84 years ago.” 

'' Daily Dispateh. 

Mr. Yates’s appointment to the secre¬ 
taryship at the age of 14 must have 
caused surprise. 



jjijjjjg Those lazy August inoruings when you 

' ’ lay 

Last month I thought that we had said Upon tho sands Iwsido mo; that sad day 
Goodbye When, bathed in mid - September's 

For over and a day, nor dreamed that I, | mellow sheen, 

October come, should hold you in my; i (oH a-woiidering whether you would 
grip, i clean. 

Still doting on our sweet companion- Goo<lbyo again; for such tho fears 
ship; I whereat 

That May-day walk—our first; that i fjovo flutters off—like you, my dear 
Devon lane; Straw Hat. 

That riverside in June with just us . . ' 

, , “SHILUNOS wanteu. .. 

That ^nio Bailway where one July neHABKABr.B ai-pbal to hcbv Kmnxu.' 

night followebs.” • 

I was obliged to squeeze you rather * Daily Mail. 

tight; We would sooner bury football .writers. 
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ONE TOUCH OF NATURE. 

Drab Mr. Punch, —As to tlie clorka 
of tlio InLand Kovcnuo, or whatever it 
may lx), witli wlioin all of us have 
hocii in correspondence at one time or 
another, they are not wliat they arc 
supposed to bo. You know the Fort of 
cori-ospondenco I mean: the righteously 
indignant on tho one side and the 
coldly pedantic on the other tiio sort 
of letter-writing in which you score 
all tho points at first hut tho clerk gets 
his postal Older in the end. It is not 
generally known that those clerks are 
by nature men and not machines, and 
it will bo scarcely believed that they, 
ruthlessly oppressive as they are in 
their demands, have their oil-moinents 
when they are positively human. Such 
hits been iny recent discovery. 

Tho controveray, a lengthy one, con¬ 
cerned itself with thematter of adogthat 
had everything a dog could want except 
a licence. I will not trouble you with 
tho details, since you had a dog-licence 
case in your pages a little while ago 
and may be tii'od of tho subject, but 
will admit to you at once, what I ad¬ 
mitted to tho clerk bit by bit, that tho 
law was undoubtedly on his shlo, and 
1 was propared to obey it eventually, 
when 1 hud had my fill of heated 
dialectics. You will readily believe 
that I got tho best of all the rep.irteo 
from start to finish, and that 1 thought 
of some unanswerable arguments for 
the abolition of clerks in general and 
llevenue clerks in particular; in short, 
that 1 succeeded, as all of us do succeed, 
in making tho fellow sit up before 1 
clinilHsd down. Bo long as the battle 
was waged in his territory I won all 
tho way (except as to tho Iwoty), but 
when ho came out of his defences 
and took me on in my own country 
ho showcil an entirely unsuspected 
humanity which, 1 must confess, de¬ 
feated me utterly. 

My country is Iklgbaston, where I, 
together with many others whoso work 
lies in Jlirmingham, livo. If wo spend 
tlio most of our day in that city wo 
prefer in our late evenings and early 
mornings to forget its existence; what¬ 
ever wo may lx) when at work, in our 
leisure we are of 1‘klgbaston and by no 
moans of Hrummagem. Yet that clerk 
would persist in addressing mo at 
“ I'klgbaston, Mirmingham." Having 
sulTered several eiivolopes so addrcsse<l 
thoro came a time when I could Ixiar it 
no longer, and 1 demanded that tho 
ofTonce should bo withdrawn, failing 
which 1 sliould instruct my solicitors to 
takh ])roccodings. To describe Ddgbas- 
ton as Birmingham, ns 1 pointed out, 
was a cruel and calhulated lie. Ho 
responded Yi'ith a “ Yours to hand of 


tho 10th inst. and your observations re 
Edghaston noted,” and addressed that 
envelope to •• Edghaston, hear Birming¬ 
ham." Though I resented the “ near ” 
almost as much as tho original sin ho 
refumd to budge from his attitude,'and 
up to tho very end so addressed mo. 

When tho correspondence was draw¬ 
ing to a dole and the time had come 
to pay I enclosed my cheque, and in n 
covering letter spoko moro frankly to 
that clerk than he or any colleague of 
his had ever, I am sure, been spoken to 
bofore. Which done, 1 commanded him 
to solid mo merely a formal receipt for 
tho money and never to address a word 
to mo again. In due course the receipt 
arrived, accompanied by no letter in 
reply to mine, and tho onvolopo it came 
in was addressed, *' lloratius ,John¬ 
son, Esq., ‘ Tho Pines,’ Edghaston, vej-y 
near Birmingham.” 

hollowing a lengthy period of frigid 
politeness, that one touch of red-liot 
tompor. Sir, wrought such a change in 
my foclings to the man that I wrote 
forthw’ith, begging permission to call on 
him when next I came to London, and 
asking him meanwhile to accept ns a 
small present from an admiring friend 
tho dog in dispute, which 1 was for¬ 
warding under separate cover. 

Yours faithfully, 

H. Johnson. 


A BRILLIANT PHANTASY. 

It often happens that T am asked out 
for tho evening ■ -music or what not— 
and accept “ with pleasure,” because it 
is so much easier than refusing. Very 
well then. When the day comes, I 
wish I hadn't. I arrive homo to dinner 
on the night and feel I don't want to 
turn out at all. By tho time dinner is 
over 1 am really angry. 1 leave the 
house in a had temper; 1*00011 the ifOuse 
of my hosts in that condition, and pass 
a thoroughly enjoyable evening. 

This has ixscurred not once, not twice, 
hut several times. 

Last klonday I made a casual arrange¬ 
ment to drop III at tho Ponbys on Wed¬ 
nesday afior dinner. 

Un i lie morning 1 arose with a weight 
on my mind. 

“ What is it ? ” I thought. 

With tlio cold bath, my brain clcaml, 
and I remembered; we had to go to 
tho Ponhys. 

“Dash! ” I said. 

Tho rest of tho day calls for no com¬ 
ment. It passed. 

On my way home I suddenly had an 
idea. Once at the Penbys 1 should 
probably enjoy myself. It wa^the fact 
of having to go that was worrying me. 
So I reasoned with myself. 

At dinner I conOded it to Edith. 


*' What we must do," I said, " is to 
imagine we’re not going out. After 
dinner we sit quietly by the fire. Then 
I suddenly decide lo take a stroll. You 

i 'oin me, and wo happen to pass the 
?enby8. ‘ Let us turn in hero,’ I say; 
and thoro wo are.” 

]<jdith looked at me compassionately. 
“ If it amuses you, I don’t mind," she 
said; “ but in the first place tho draw¬ 
ing-room fire isn’t lieing kept in, and 
in tho second place I'm not doing any 
strolling; 1’ve ordered a taxi.” 

That, as I explained, was mere 
quibbling. As long as wo iliaintained 
the right spirit all would bo well. 

As a matter of fact, Edith made 
things very difficult for mo. She gave 
the maids audible instructions not to 
wait up for us, and enquired twice 
about tho latchkey. 

I set my teeth and acted magnifi¬ 
cently. 

When tho taxi drove up I was 
reading. 

“ 1 lello 1 what’s this'? ” I exclaimed. 
“ A taxi ride '> ” 

” Don’t bo silly,” said Edith; “ have 
you got tho key ? ” 

Half-way down the drive I sat up 
quickly. 

“ By George,’’ I said, “ why not call 
on the Penbys'/ They 'to often asking 
us to drop in.” 

I seieed the speaking - tube and 
whisporod the address to tho driver. 
He nodded rather brusquely. 

As we drove up to tho house I sur¬ 
passed myself. “ I wonder if they ’ll 
be in,” I said. 

Curiously enough they were not. 
Bomehow I had misunderstood Ponby; 
the invitation was for quite a ditl'cront 
evening. 


The Crimes of the Pheasant. 

To Ou) Editor of ViincU." 

Sir, —Is Mr. Lloyd Grohuk sure 
that, the outrages perpetrated by this 
voracious bird are confined to attacks 
upon mangold-wurxels and the whole¬ 
sale destruction of all kinds of crops'? 

Thoro may bo possibly some ground 
for tho recent report that this rascally 
creature is now emulating tho infamous 
exploits of tho eagle in carrying off 
lambs and oven young children. 

In the latter case, might not this 
account to some extent for the growing 
depopulation of tho countryside? 

Yours, &c., Brdforoian. 

Hond. Zub, —I catchod a feasant 
t’other noight in rabbert gin, and be 
was smellin’ that strong of turmits 
thot I was only jest in toime to stop 
our cow from aitin’ of 'en. 

Yours respectful, 

Dabtuoob Shefbebd. 
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“.\:orillll J-.KOKKS I'1,ATH, Mils. lillidS?" 

“Vis, Sin. Jt si:iims to mu tii\t so much wasiiinii m\kks tiik china iuiitii.i'. i.ikk.” 


A SrAS\[ OK Gll.VriTUJ)]!. 

IIe was roadiiif' tli.T pap.ir wliilo 
crossing L'Icet Stiout. Jlii lia;l fjofc to 
a 2 >aru;;rap)i about tlio Lion Biu'iiion, 
wliich liiiil bji'M iiniaclioil on tliu plu¬ 
vious day in a Oily o'liircb ill incniory 
of a 17tli ccntiiry fxird Mayor wlio 
was saved from a lion in tho Arabian 
dcsort. There was a hoarse shout, a 
lun;l grabbed him and dragged him 
bae'e, a mo'.or-lius tliimdeicd liy, and a 
polijeman said, “Anolliur ineh. Sir, 
and you’d have been under it.” “ Near 
go," said a postman. After similar 
remarks from tlio crowd, lie bcg.ui to 
realise that ho had narrowly escaped a 
nasty death. 

He walked very solemnly along tlio 
pavement near to the wall. " 1 will,” 
ho said—"I will institute a Motor-bus 
Sormon.” It seemed to be the least he 
could do. 

It did occur to him a little later that 
Bormons are not so popular nowadays 
as they used to be; and it was while 
waiting for his train that tho idea of 
an organ recital instead occurred to 
him. It would ba tho more suitable 
because ho, the founder, was fond of 
music. Yes, it should be a musical 
event that ho would endow. Ono had 


lo rnmemhor, of course, that organ 
i.ie.iliils lipped to rather a roslricled 
class; that point rur|uirod coiisidoratioii. 
Hy the tiin.i the train roachod St. 
James’s Park ho was bogiiiiiiiig to 
feel that a combiiiiitioii of a kind of 
Mo ality jilay with good iiiusic would 
be just the thing. 

Knell a play might bo more expensive, 
perhaps, than an organ r.!cilal; ho 
would not like to begin any tnomorial 
that would bff too costly to continue. 
JId must roir.embcr that ho was not 
ivally wealthy. Another idea that 
camo to him, after leaving Karl's Court, 
was that a refined litorary-musical 
recital, by a rnaily capable performer, 
would ])rescnt loss diflicultios. 

Anything ho decided upon must 
necessarily cost money, lio did not 
mind that so very much ; hut there 
would bo legal formalities to lio ob¬ 
served, so that tho thing should bo on 
a proper footing, and every year there 
would bo the dilliculty of choosing the 
right pomon to do whatover thing ho 
decided upon (if ho should decide) to 
mark bis gratitudo. 

Then again, if ono faced tho thing 
squarely and without sontimentaiity, 
this endowment business was not with¬ 
out objections. Would it not Ire bettor. 


he wondered. In give a doiialion to some 
charilablo object instead of saddling 
lioslcril.y wilh an annual event whose 
iiiti’i'cst, if ])iouK, would ho roinote? 
In any caio, ho would think it over 
and deciilo in a few da 3 's. 

Jluiniiiing a lilllo tune, ho was 
leaving tho slid ion when ho hositatod. 
JIo had been thinking of music; an 
idea struck him. Ilo had nothing 
particular to do that night, and ha 
know his wifo had no eiigagcmont. Ilo 
stepped lightly into a telepliono call-box. 
“llullol That tho Gaiety’/ Ifavo 3 ’ou 
two good stalls for to-night?” bo asked. 

“ Aflt r soincwlmt iinKuanliil liiii;{iin,>'a nsod 
liy Mr. (Iliitrc)iill in lui otIirrwiAn ii'lininibia 
in .ScoIIiiikI, wu arn f'liul to liavu tho 
:issiiriiiit.'u of onr I’iirliainoiitary (JorniKtHiiiilunt 
tiiat till! CiiljiiiKt ari! firmly resolvuil to trust 
I Ircliiiii] u-i uiiu anil indivisible.” 

I Daily Chronicle, 

I Tho real authority. 

I 

I - 

I “A fiijiil building olliur worlds scckii corto- 
sijoiidunts."-- Ailvt, in “ 'I'.l'.'s Wechhj." 

Extract from the first letter ; “ Dear 
Sir,— in answer to your advorliscmcnt 
1 heg lo say that 1 uiii now in a poififion 
to lend sums from £10 to £10,000 on 
note of hand aloAo, no further security 
being required ..." , 
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Amateur Archeolotjisl {insearcht-f (lint imjtletnenli). "I iioi-is you dos’t jiind my iookind win tiiksi-: os Youn i,\nd?’‘ 

Farmer, "What bk doin'? I’iokis' up Stoasb?" Amateur. 

Farmer (lympathisiiui with a Jtarmless case). "Xjiat’b iiiulir; thou Kir.i. thy i'Ockuts wnii 'km and takb 'km womb to hotiikii,” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Ptaich's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mbs. Humphry Waro shows in The Coryston Family 
(Smith, Elder) tliat sho has not lost tho art of (livcrliii^ 
us with tho intolligoiit inarioncttos wliich slio niiini))ulutuN 
so iwlroitly from tho wings of licr decorous litl.lo stago. 
Lady Coryston, having tyrannisod licr liusband into an 
oarlicr grave than was strictly nceessary, cliiefly ht'cniiso he 
had once dared to vote against lier convictions, is left to 
perfect the disintegrating process upon her family and 
dependents. Bho meets with a line starting opposition 
from her cccontric first-horn, who develops ideas ol liis own 
distinctly out of harmony with the smoother traditions of 
his class. Tho truculent dowiigor promptly disinherits him, 
a proceeding which is condemnod as distinctly bad form 
in tho distinguished circles in which the Coryston family 
moves. And when Arthur, her second and favourite, elects 
to fall obstinately in love with Fnid GlenmUiam, daughter 
of the deplorable Cbancellor ol the Exchequer who hiul 
begun life as a colliery check-weigher, all Lady Coryston's 
heavy guns are trained on tho impossible podlion. Knid, 
however, an attractive, clever, but, as you would guess, not 
quite satisfactory person, routs tho ridiculous great woman 
—^this concession to tho forces that are raining tho country 
being no doubt made in tho interests of an cnligbtoncil 
impartiality. Tho fourth member of the family, Marcia, falls 
in and out of love with an unusual variety of high church¬ 
man, in whom tho struggle between common humanity 


and a highly developed ccclo-siasticiKin is cleverly portraytd, 
and more convincingly than would at first sight sesm 
possible. One cannot nudily absolve Mrs. Waiio of the 
cbiU'go of writing with some excellent puqxise. Coidd it 
in tins instiinco possibly have Ixicii to show by the horrid 
oxuni)>!c of Ijady ('o)yston the terrible condition to wliich 
votoloss political women are reduced? 

Everj’one knows the strange way in which tho cbaractors 
and ]iictur('s of childish books, rearl when one was veiy 
young, remain for ever in a kind of dim borderland between 
fact and fancy, ntTeeling imagination and our inmost ideas 
of life. 1 sometimes wiJiider wlietber the modo''n cbiM, for 
whose delight such cxqiiisito work is turned out in yearly 
increasing quantity, takes any greater jileasiire in it than 
did his prericcessors in tlioir small and comparatively crude 
library. Theso profound refleetions havo been evoked by 
certain beautiful volumes now issneil by Messrs. IIki.n'kmann, 
and mnro immediately by one of tbcni. The Adceiitmrs of 
Alcliar, written by Ei.oka Annie Stkkii and ilhistrafeil by 
Hyam Bmaw'. 1 fancy I am right in siqiposing that Kiinj 
.IWxtr has before now sei-ved as hero to one of NIi-s. Kteki.’s 
Indian stories; hero, of couisc, sho lolls only of bis child¬ 
hood, and tolls it in a style modulated to a youthful audience. 
So fur as a grown-up reviewer can judge, its appeal sliould 
ho certain in tho ({uartcr to which it is luldrcssed, for 
it provides plenty of iulvcntiircs an<l cscap(s;*lwo jolly 
animals w'ho again and again pmsorvo their young master; 
and Akt/ar himself invariably comos off victorioas over his 
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cncmios. For an added exccllcnco tlicro is a s1a\o boy mental and physical, of tho vicar of a small village in the 
named Hoy, who is obviously and dolighlfully destined to wilds, dead and deadening as such villages are. The Bev- 
“ turn out to bo somebody” before tiie iiuiil cliaptu*. All erend Herbert Binslone had boon forced into holy orders by 
Ibis has been illustrated by Mr. Byam Shaav with pictures a masterful mother with tho view of succeeding to a family 
of the right Oriental nmgnificcneo in crimsons and gold, living. It takes Mr. Goubtkky just two pages to present 
just such pictures as the youtliful eye (which appreciates tlie reader with a complete picture of the victim’s attitude 
liberality in such niiittci-s) will most enjoy. Altogether towards life during the years of bis early manliood. In 
this experiment in “ STKKr. witliout tears,” if I may call it ono sentence, “Ho accepted his fate with a certain non- 
so, is a distinct success, and should make a liost of new clialanco, varied at times with signs of repugnance and 
friends for its author among tho Einpiro-kuildem of the revolt,” ho gives us tho equivalent of a dozen chaptci's of 
future. tho onlinary novelist. I seem to see some of onrloading 

^ Maratlion iwrfonuers at work on those “signs of repug- 

Kcirs from the Duchy (Aurowsmith) is very good nows, nance and revolt.” To my mind “A Priest in Israel" is 
and approjnialely enough 1 received it in tlio samo week tlio gem of tho collection; but oacli of tho othq'-s, from tho 
in wliich tho (dd charter was restored to Fowoy. If J story w’hich gives tho book its title to the little sketch, 
know my Q, it is not too much to hope that in tlio near “ llerodias’ Daughter,” is distinguished by tho samo 
fiituro wo shall hear his version of tho proceedings which masterly sureness of touch. 

have been taking jdaco in “Troy Town.” Novelists -- 

imported from “ up along ” may invade the Duchy and Anyone can quote you tags from “ Montrose’s Love-Song ” 
persecuto it with Hoods of ink, but however fatigued some (since it became popular as a drawing-room ballad), but 


of us may be by Cornish 
novels there will always 
bo a welcome for Q and 
his didicatcd)' attractive 
work. “ 1 liati'," ho says, 
“to hear tho Duchy 
miscalled ‘ tho Kiviera 
of England,’ ” and at this 
I laid down liis hook,' 
and thought of writing 
to tell him how cordially 
1 shared his halrid. But 
I was in the middle of 
a most good-humoured 
accoimt of an election, 
and decided that what! 
ho bail got to tell me 
w.as far moro inleresting! 
than anything I could' 
toll him. Here he gives 
us ono long short-story, 
several short short- 








bow many people know 
that the “ dear and only 
love ” of the soldier-poet 
was not a woman but a 
country’? And, it they 
do, aro they sure what 
the country was, or couhl 
they give the nanio of 
any of tho battles that 
ho fought? I suspect 
that there aro ono or two 
other things about this 
gr.'at foldim* and most 
gallant and loyal gentle¬ 
man that the general 
reader has either never 
learnt or has forgotten. 
For that reason, amongst 
other's, 1 commend to 
his notice Mr. John 


us ono long short-storv, .- - * ■ Buchan’s story of The \ 

several short short- ?'/ic .1/m. on S/roY. “You nf.p.d sot trouiu.k to bk.ni> r'oa tub amiiu- ,• Montrose 

cl....:.... .. r.rscK. COSSTAI1I.K. I'm nv thk iius coNFANrss to uivs n .. nf 

sioi u s, ann sonu i,i.-,mi)ns’jiia'iion8 of now Kor to okt off a 'nvs wiiun it is aoiso." ■•-■'Son). iJut Mr. 

skelches, and wilhout ---- Buchan is no school- 

exception they aro to bo recommended for thoir humour, master. His history is right enough, but his way of telling 
tone and stylo. “Pipes in .\rcady ” would screw a smilo it gives bis book the fascination of a romance. Itisastining 
out of tho morosost of misanthropes, and will remain in tale of tremendously plucky fighting, generally against heavy 
tho menioi'v of normal jieoplo as a ])or])etuul provocat ion to odds, and always, save once, triumphant. Also it makes you 
laughter. Taking tho \ ulimio us a whole 1 cannot remember feel that you undorstand tho man and his contemporaries— 
to have found Q in better form. Anavnii, IIunti,y, and tho rest—oven w’ithont the aid of 

-y;- the excellent portraits reproduced in the volume. I con- 

Thcre are two ways of writing a short story. The first, gratulato Mr. Buchan on tho way in which be has made 
tho recognised method of tho popular magazines, is to start these men live, oven though ono of tho vilest of them all 
with an arresting incident, give tho remlcr a fillip with happens to bo my own ancestor. But most of all 1 am 
another arresting incident at about tho half-way mark, and grateful to him for bis picture of Montrose, iu bis way, 
to dismiss him, content, with yet another incident which 1 suppose, as fine a Scotsman as over lived. 

brings tho story to a full stop. Tho second, and more -- 

artistic—though the other method has produced some good Xhe Londburster’s Lament, 

work—is to treat tho short story ns a novel in little, and Without rebuke 1 freely claimed as mine 

go about your business soberly and without “ curtains.” Virtues tho wide world owns to be divine. 

Coi'btnky favours tho second method in his new who then shall make me adequate amends 

hook, Ihe bout of a Sutlrotjetle (Chapman ani> Hall). It Pqj- ^vounds inflicted in the hou$io o£ friends 

is possible that you may find tho nllitei-ative title jar upon When Mastkhman— unkindest cut of all~ 

you, as I did, but i do not think that you can fail to enjoy Degrades mo to tho level of St. Paoi,? 

the, contents of tho book. Mr. Courtney’s restraint is_ 

admirable. Ho never takes a hundred pages to sav what •<:irr. Kogors' fine steam yacht spent tho week end in the harbour 
he can say in ten; and that seems to bo almost a lost art and enjoyod some oxceUentgrouseshcoling.”— Coicichan Leader. 
nowadays. A good instance is to be found iu his story, “ A Meanwhile we dare say that Mr. Roanus was being 
Priest in Israel,” of which tho theme is tlio gradual decay, ro-painted. 
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* MUABiwABiA offeredPnnoeandPtmoeBsABTHUBOF ••Smell wonder,” writee a gefitle- 

OHARIVAnlA. < OoHWAPOHT the uee of the Ideel Cottage man from Nat tin g ««iyA»TmpdffrB 

PmaOKS of artietio peio^tion who at Olympia for their honeymooh, bat young men are slack, seeing the'reward 
have seen the hoM memorial erected the royal couple found it impossible to that is mated out to the strenuous 
to commemorate tne Battle of Leipsig change plans already made. ones.” and he encloses with his letter 

deseriba it as a powerful reminder m a newspaper-cuttins showinir that Mr. 


change plans already made. 

V A 
k 


ones.” and he encloses with his letter 
a newspaper-cutting showing that Mr. 


describe it as a powerful reminder ol 


the horrors of war. •• The Prince,” says Tht Dublin Fbbcy Sbamois Howb, aged twenty, 

' Evening Mail, in an account of a shop- who was stated to have broken into no 

The Peace Movement day by day. ping expedition by our heir apparent, fewer than fifteen houses in the Balham 
" Over 000,000 Chinese Treas^ •' wore sprats and earned an umbrella.” district in one night, has been sent to 
bonds have been taken over by Austrian It does credit to the Pbincb’s kind prison for three years. 

State banks on condi-i--—-——, * 


tion that China orders 
a large bruiser in 
Austna.” ^ 

Fortunately the 
United States gave way 
and admitted Mrs. 
Pahkhobst on her un¬ 
dertaking to bo of 
good behaviour while 
in that country. It is 
said, howover, that tho 
militant leader almost 
broke her woid upon 
meeting Mr. Hubbebt 
Samubii over there 
The sight of a Cabinet 
Minister nearly proved 
too much for her, but, 
mastering herself with 
superb self-control, she 
simply said, •• Quite like 

home, isn’t it?” 

»< >< 

Mrs. Llotd Geoboe 
says that the motto of 
the Liberal Party ought 
to be, “Go on!” So 
long as its schemes do 
not come off tho other 
Party has no objection 
to raise. , , 

“One portion of 
Ireland,” says an un¬ 
conscious humounst in 
The Daily Chronicle, 
“already enjoys com¬ 
plete Home Buie. The 



Countryman (seeing cyclist carrying motor tyre) 


It is satisfactory 
know that the convict 
who recently escaped 
from Dartmoor does not 
blame the warders for 
his recapture, but attri¬ 
butes It to oui wretched 
climate. ,. 

Funeral plumes toe 
horses have been con¬ 
demned by the Boyal 
Society for the Proven- 
tion of Cruelty to 
Animals, and it has 
been notified that their 
use after January 1st 
will be punishable by 
fine. As a matter of 
fact wo understand 
tliat female horses, at 
any rate, do not at 
all mind the discom¬ 
fort of the featbeis, 
holding that they im¬ 
prove a lady’s appear¬ 
ance. * * 

>C 

“Tho town crier of 
Devizes,” we read, “has 
grown a parsnip 44| 
inches long and of ex¬ 
cellent shape.” We 
hope now that he will 
stop crying. 


“ It M as a loarlosB sports¬ 
man that tho Pnuco has 
Wa’o BBTTEB OBT KOKB won his most oberuhad 


mVi h'fa. fa ft' ' Vi AIOSO AT OKCX, MaBTHA , XT LOOKS AS THOUOH TBKT'BB XXFKCIIR* BIO HOODS laUfcls. lio has . . . 

mnaniiants oi innisn- Lukhok. That’s thk thibd chap I 'vb skbk to-dat wi’ a lipb bblt oh.” fan own horse past tho v 


munry, an island off the 


’ ning post.’—Daily MaU. 


coastof Sligo, have for many years defied heart to have carried an umbrella, but It sounds like a walk-over. 

coUectors of both rates and taxes.” sprats, os a matter of fact, are quite _ 

Those who know the Irish peasant will used to getting wet. _ . 

teU you that this is just ab^t what ho < . From an mlvortisementm rkcLiwr- 

imagmes Home Bole to moan. With reference to tho Exhibition, at DaJy 1 ost. 

* • the Grosvenor Gallery, of the Inter- “ Rkpkbiobv Theatbi 

Befemng in bis Manchester speech national Society of Sculptors, Painters, TllK MOTHER, 

to the Land question Mr. Crubcrili, and Gravers, a correspondent, whoso By Edbh Fbiufotxs. 

said, “The policy of the Government ignoraned makes us blush for him, asks. Press Opinions. 

will be laid nefore the people step by “ What is a Graver ? Is he tho same * Daily Pott *—• One regrets tho misfortune 
step.” The stdrease craze is apparently as a Monumental Mason ? ” having to ontioise it at all ’ ” 

spreading from the Music Halls to ',i,* We have not seen Mr. Eden PMui- 

PoUtics. “ Habbow Fihds a Lost Dxamomd potts’ play and therefore /lannot say 

* Bibo.” whether we sbdhld share The Daily 

It is said that the enterprisins pro- —Daily Expreee. Poet’s regrets; but we knpw the feel- 

priaton of the Ideal Home Ezhuiition Book up, Eton I mg well. 


It is said that the er 


prieton of the Ideal Home Ezhuiition | Book up, Eton I 


Bibo.” 

—Daily Express. 
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GAME AND GOLF. 

To the Editor of “ Punch.” 

Dbab Sib, —"Supposing,” says the 
GiiANCKUiOU," you turned the whole .of 
a Highland deer forest into a golf 
course.” (lie got mixed in the next 
sentence and talked of people shooting 
over it; hut that is quite excusaldo 
when you think how an audienco gets 
into his hood.) Now, I should like 
him to know that not only did we 
convert an uncultivated deer park at 
Iticlimond into a golf course, but wo 
added features which cannot fail to he 
of the greatest moral benefit to our 
inembors. Many of them are so devoted 
to duty that they c ut seldom find time 
to go abroad and scu an Alp; year 
after year they used to miss the unique 
spiritual advantages which accrue from 
contemplatiun of nature in its. more 
sublime and uplifting aspects. Sot we 
provided for this defect by the creation 
of mountainous sceneiy', range upon 
range, in tlio neighbourhood of every 
hole. The ofFcct of this has been 
appreciably to raise the moral tone and 
culture of our momliors. 

Yours faithfully, Mio-SunnBY. , 

Dear Hir, —Wiiat is all this talk of 
liLovo Gkouuk’h about golf as a natural 
attrivetiun for hrain-workers from the 
Stock I'ixchangn? Is it implied that 
no intelligence is rec]uirod of those who 
shoot game ? Let mo tell this political 
bagman that it takes more brains to 
pick off a couple of brace out of a covey 
of driven partridges, or to got within 
shooting distanco of a stag (lot alone 
hitting him), than to push a little rublior 
hall into a hole with noborly to stop 
you. Yours indignantly, 

Si'URTHMAN. 

IIonour’i) But,—[ was miikin a bit 
extry tho other day doiu a turn of 
IxMitin for Squire, wlion down the road 
comes ono of these luksyoorious motor¬ 
cars. As a rule I ain't got much use 
for your rich Lunnoii folk as comes 
nicssin up the place with their dust 
and smell, hut this timo I sees who it 
is, knowing him from his carrykaturs. 
I touches my cap to him, bcin Mr. 
Llovo Gkorok, who as my interests 
at cart. 1 'd hcv given a lot to ho 
lowed to slop him and arst him a 
question or two. I'rinstanco, what's 
this hero forcstation ho talks about? 
Would it be the samo as wot Squire 
does,—takin a bit of useless land and 

S uttin in a plantation fur his birds? Our 
Radical Monibor ho says that it can’t 
1)0 the same, cos anything to do with 
pheasants jnust ho wrong. Anyways, 
it *s difficult for countty folk to unnor- 
stand those things same as the Lunnon 
folk; and 1 might hov picked up a 


thing or two if I could hev od an eart 
to eart talk with Mr. George in his 
motor. Yours respekful, Hodge. 

Dear Sib, —The Chamcei.t.or has 
spoken in praise of golf, but has he 
realised tho drain that it makes upon 
the resources of the brain-worker? I 
refer to the iniijuitous charge for golf- 
balls, which still stands at the same 
figiiro—two shillings and sixpence - at 
which it stood when rubber was four 
or live times its present cost. Ninety- 
six millions of golf-halls are purchased 
every year, at an expenditure of twelve 
million pounds, yielding a profit of 
eight to ton million pounds to tho 
bloated capitalists who manufacture 
them. This sum would go far to re¬ 
place the damage done to crops by 
pheasants. 

Yours, on the verge of ruin, 

A Poor Man. 

P.S.—I have no means of checking 
tho al)ov6 figures, which came out of 
my head, but I give them for what they 
are worth, i ■ 

SiR,-:^I once had a job as a market 
gardener near a big town. I liked tho 
p.ay all right, hut the work was on the 
lioavy sjde. Well, a syndicate come 
along' and buys up all tho market 
gardens and acres and acres of cultivated 
land and turns them into a golf course. 

I lost iny job, but I sees my chance of 
chippiii in as a caddie. I gets a decent 
wage, what with tips and that, and mo 
and my., mates has tho best part of 
every day, for lyin about and doin a 
hit of gamblin in a sort of a cow-shed. 
There ain’t many softer jobs goin, and 
the life suits me nicely. I wouldn't 
change with a brother of mine who’s 
got a stiff billot as a game-keeper. His 
pay’s good, and he’s got a kind master 
and a nice cottage, but ho has'to do 
more work than 1 should fancy, and no 
picture palaces of an evening. And 
now that kir. George tolls mo what a 
dirty business this gamo-kcepin is, 
compared with tho noble sport of golf, 

I pities iny brother from my heart. 
Give ino my blind-alley, I says, and a 
good conscience. 

Yours obedient. Casual Caddie. 

Dear But, -Has Mr. firtovn George, 

1 wonder, ever heard of tho deer forest 
owncil (or renlcil) by tho Municipality 
of Glasgow? I don’t ask if ho has 
ever seen it, for he admits that lie has 
never seen ono of these defer forests 
that ho knows so much about; but 
has ho ever heard of it? I have. 
I have often stalked in the neighbour-1 
hood, and many a timo 1 have 
shuddered to picture tho scenes of 
desolation that must have occun^l at 
its making — hundreds of gallant pea-{ 


sants driven from their happy homes 
whera they hod previously earned an 
honest competence by tho sale of white 
heather; their desolate hearths laid 
waste by flame; their sporrans flung to 
tho winds; the music of their bag-pi^s 
rendered dumb. Hut let that pass. It 
is for the future prospects of the sturdy 
race that I tremble when I think of 
tho possible realisation of Mr. Lloyd 
George’s dream; of " six • hundred 
thousand” subscribers let loose on 
tho hill with lethal weapons — not 
counting his “eighteen thousand work¬ 
men who would shoot regularly over 
tho door forest on payment of half-a- 
OTOwn a year.” Tho carnago would be 
awful. Ulster would be nothing to it. 
I speak of human lives, not of stags. 
Indeed, my only soloco is tho thought 
that these serried battalions of sports¬ 
men would lie certain to push tho 
astomshed deer across tho march into 
the forest of my host. 

Youi-s, with mixed feelings, 

O. S. 

OUT OB’ SEASON. 

(One of the remarkable effects of the 
recent exMjdional weather.) 

In Autumn, when the woods are' wet 
And mournfully tho breexds'niban. 
Love fades away without regret 
From bosoms like my own. 

Nature is tired, the grey skies weep. 
The dorinouM lulls hiipselfto sleep. 
The laitib, that used to frisk and 


Becomes a staid and stolid sheep. 
And I leave girls alone. 

Such is the normal course of things. 

To-day the frenzy still remains, 
Tho magic of a hundred Springs 
Biots in all my veins. 

Love masters me; his ardent flame 
Quivers'through my exhausted frame; 
Friends, you have doubtless felt the 
' same 

When sqme rare April glamour came 
To turn your sober brains. 

September wrought this mood in 
me; 

Her gleaming sun, her joyous air 
Had all Spring’s potent wizardry 
(Which roally wasn’t fair); 
October, faithless, joins the pact 
And leaves my amorous fire intact. 
Well, anyhow, I won’t extract 
A mean advantage from the fact— 
Girls, you are warned. Beware. 

Ono I’arty, anyhow, in Keighley, 
doesn’t seem in very closo touch with 
the Feminists. 

“KRIttHLEY DIVISION 
HE UNIONIST CANDIDATE” 
announces The Daily Telegraph. 






























THE IDEAL HOME. 

(Tr<7/i apologies to the progressive organisers of the recent 
Exhibition at Olympia.) 

“ Bkfoiik iho thing ends,” I obam'od to niy Lilian, . 

“ I^ot 'a hasten and soe if it’s true 
That the Fortunate Isles and tlio Vale of Avilion 
Are dumped at Olympia. Do.” 

And Lilian said, “ Thos, 
lluppy thought! " and it was; 

But that very same day it occurred to a million 
Intolligont Londonoi'S tco. 

Tiiero were hangings and curtains and carpets and ranges 
For kitchens, and cauldrons and pots, 

And vacuum-cleaners and servant-exchanges, 

And toys for the infantile tots. 

There were homes of the Buss 
Which would not do for us; 

There was furniture taken kora futiurist granges 
At llanwcU and similar spots. 

There wore baths with gold taps and a malachite stopper. 
And one with a card that explained 
It was open to all who expended a copper 
To fill it and try it. But, trained 
As we were in the rules 
Of Victorian schools. 

Neither Lilian nor I thought that that would bo proper. 
And so wo severely refrained. 

There were rooms which suggested the time when the 
slattern 

Should trouble no longer, and all 
Should be comfort and peace in the empire of Saturn, 
Bu^ oh, it was hot in that halil 


And " Lilian,” said I, 

“ I could drop. Lot us buy 

Tint brace of armchairs of a willowy pattern, 

And rest by the side of this stall.” 

But Lilian said ” No.” The implacahlu faces 
Of constables frowned. With a sob 

Wo turned us away from that palmy oasis 
And wont and had tea for a bob. 

That was helpful, no douht, 

But Ixjforo we got out 

Through the ranks of the ravenous, squealing for places. 
Wo all but expired in the mob. 

“ This is closer,” said Lil, “ than the boll of a diver.” 

“It’s awful,” 1 answered, ” my sweet; 

Any room in this show would be dear at a fiver. 
Compared with our worst. Ix>t us Hoot.” 

So I hastened to nab 
A well-oiled taxicab. 

And “ The Ideal Homo,” I remarked to the driver, 

And mentioned our number and street. Evob. 


Our learned contemporary, Nalim, writing of the recent ■ 
work of Ijord Bayi.f.iuii, O.M., says that it is '* no slight 
record for a man during the seventieth decade of bis 
life.” One would think that “O.M.” stood for Old 
Mcthuselali. _ 

" In tho interval Watoon had bis best run of tbn afternoon, but, 
after ronndins two or threo ou|mncntH, ho was brought lo«r*by 
Wilson .”—Edinburgh Evening Duipatch. 

Wo ourselves once scored a try in the interval—everybody 
else being busy sucking lemons. After all, one must 
distinguiw oneself some&>w. * 
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BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 

Latest Fashions in Weddings, 
Dances and Photographs. 

Park Lane. 


them both, one’s time is pretty full, bother, and, best of all, they don't grow 
Special shoes have to be worn, of up and make one seem old 1 ” And he 
course. For the Inca shuffle erne wears said some immensely fearful things of 
thorn with coUapsiblo heels, as some all the people I know, and banged 
of the steps are done without heels and out of the room; and, though the poor 


Dearest Daphne, —Tliere ’s quite a others with, while for the Bollyooma dear doll's Bollyooma lunch frock was 


liave liad anything to do with trade, or delicious teetotum twirls. Part of the at me oftener we should have boon what 
tlie old City Companies and so on. Tlio Uollyooina'is done on all-fours, and old-fashioned people call a more united 
power and prestige of the City, Norty for this one has the dearest little hand- couple. 

tellsmo,arc licing threatened in a most shoes, which, of course, must match There’s a small rage just now for 
odious way hy certain persons, and the the other ones. having one's photo done crying. Your 

least wo can do, to stem the tide and all When Peggy Sandys and Lolly ffol- Blanche set the fashion, i 'in one of 
that sort of thing, is to take some notice lyott were married last week at St. those lucky people, as you know, who 
of the City, and bo maiTied there some- Hilary’s, the liamsgates sent out cards can shed tears without looking abso- 
tiines. for a Bollyooma wedding, and Popsy lutely ricky, and my new photo, my 

The best done City wedding, so far. Lady Bamsgato has boon giving a eyes cast down on a lottor in my hand, 
has lieeii Bvangoline Merowether's (the sorios of Bollyooma dinners, a difTcront and the tears just falling gently down 
Exshires' second girl) to Billy Flum- stop for each course, and the all-fours my chocks, has had a succis fou. It's 
mery. The founder of the Exshiro stop for the dessert; and now the poor boon in over so many of the weeklies. 


family was a City pickle- 

moieliant and Worship¬ 
ful Master of the old 
Pickloniakors’ Com¬ 
pany, and ho founded 
tlio family by inventing 
apicklo of which Queen 
EijI/aueth said: 
“Marry come up,Ma8tcr 
Meruwethor, thou hast - 
given us a now joy with 
our victuals I ” 

Tho wedding was at 
Si. Anno’s-Picklchiiry, 
where tlio old pickle- 
makers always wont on 
Sunday, a wonderful 
old church, Imilt hy 
When or somebody. It 
had boon lirightcnod up 
a hit inside, and was all 
done nith capsicums, 
and jerkins, and doiih- ' 


—— — - --- —and people have been 

I simply awfully sweet 
. about it. Babs and 
Boryl and quite several 
moie have had weeping 
photos done since mine. 

; Beryl’s aro pretty good, 
but Babs can't cry with- 
out making a face. 

Tho letter I'm holding 
in tho photo (this is for 
your own oini car only) 
was really tho causo of 
my shoddingsomotoars, 
and on that occasion, 
seeing myself in tho 
mirror tout dplorie, I 

~ _ . _ ■ ~ thought I'd have a 

__ . weeping photo done. 

- Tho loUcr was from 

Wife of his liimmi. " Okohok, comr ouF op thkm seats, d’y' 'egi? Thet’r Hnrvl askinu mo down 

f. WORST o’ BRINOIN’ YOU AIIT, Y’ NO SOONER GET A lAXlK A'i TUB SWKr.r.B , /Tl ’ . , .1, 1 

IN y’ START swankin’ IT ON THE I’KNMY CHAIRS 1 *’ '-'largos J ai'K, wiicro 


sho’d a largo 


party to 

loons, and thoso other wonderful old old dear has such a frightful attack of. moot Kloppa, tho little forast-man who’s 
vegotahlos they used to picklo. “ Olga" indy that she's forbidden to go any- lieen said to bt the Missing Link bo- 
luul very clovcriy hinted at City intorosts, where or do anything I tween «s and creatures, and I was so 

royal approval, and successful picklo- A quito funny little thing happened entirely wretched to think that J hadn’t 
making in tho cut, hang and trimmings yesterday. 1 was in my rest-room, secured him first for my party at 
of Evangelino’s bridal gown. Instead having a cigaretto and watching Yvonno Broadacros that I cricil 1 
of posies, tho bridosmaids carried littlo dross my now doll (mado to my OKlcr When 1 felt-better I asked Professor 
gilt baskets of small i-ed pickling- and just arrived from Paris) in all tho Dimsdalo if Kloppa is rca/fy the Missing 
cabbages. Tho wedding-broakfast was correct things fora Bollyooma lunch. Link between us and creatures. “Cer- 
at a City hotel and wo drank tho dear when Josiah camoin. “list mo present tainly not,” said tho dear Professor; 
old City toast, “All friends round St. you to Blanchotto, my new pet,” I said, and then ho asked me if I took an 
Paul’s,” and when wo got hack into “ Isn’t sho a darling’? Bho’s being got interest in anthro-somothing. 1 said, 
civilised regions again wo all felt wo'd ready to go to a Bollyooma lunch with No, it wasn’t that, but if ho tcasn't tho 

done groat things for tho City at what- me.” My dear, ho actually made quite Missing Link I shouldn’t so much 

over cost to ourselvos 1 a scene, sent Yvonno out of the room, mind Beryl’s having hod him down at 

Nowatlays, you know, at every jiossi- threw Blanchotto on tho floor, and ■ Clarges Park; and tho Professor said 
ble function ono must danco oneself or almost shouted, “ What does it all Kloppa was certainly not the Missing 
bo the causo of dancing in others, as mean'? lias tho woi’ld gono mad ?” j Link, because thcro wasn’t any Missing 
Shaksfeabe says. Tho sweet Peruvian “ My dear man,” I answered, laughing, j Link; so I suppose wo go straight on. 
dance, the Inca Bhufllo, and the equally “ the world went mad ages and ages 11 thanked him for taking quite a load 
loMy Bolivian Bollyooma aro tho ago. As for my poor dear doll, every- off my mind, and now 1 tell everyone 

dances o{ tho inomont, and, as the body has a doll now, and who am I who’s been staying at Clarges that 

Inca Shuffle has 500 stops and the that I should be different from tho they haven’t met the Missing Link, 
Bollyooma^700, and people who moan others? Dolls make tho most ideal because there isn’t one, and we go 
to bo there or thereabouts must know companions; they don’t howl, they don’t straight on. Ever thine, Blanche. 
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A FALLEN STAR. 

I UET him in Hyde Park. He vraa 
alone, sitting on one of the penny seats. 
I subsided into the next, wondering 
how soon his people would join him. 
Meanwhile I glancM at the paper. 

Bitting there idly reading, and now 
and then stealing a ginnco at him, I 
was conscious of two things: one that 
ho WD 4 asthmatic, and the other that 
lie was profoundly unliappy. That ho 
should be asthmatic was, of course, 
to 1)0 expected, but I did not like his 
melancholy. 

Time passed, and no ono arrived to 
look after him, and my paper was 
finished, and then, as 1 fold^ it up, ho 
spoke. “ Good afternoon,” ho said. 

Why I was not astonished to bo thus 
addressed by a pug dog I cannot say, 
but it seemed perfectly natural. "Good 
afternoon,” I replied. 

“ It's a long time,” ho said, “ since 
you saw any of my kind, I expect?” 

" Now 1 come to think of it,” I re¬ 
plied, “it is. How is that?” 

“ There’s a reason,” ho said. “ Put 
in a nutshell it’s this: Peeks and. 
Poms, or, if you like, Poms and Peeks.” 
He wheezed horribly. 

I asked him to l)e moro explicit, and 
he amplified his epigram into Pekinese 
and Pomeranians. 

“ They ’re all the rage now,” ho ex¬ 
plained ; “and wo 're out in the cold. If 
you throw your memory back a dozen 
yeara or so,” he wont on, “yo« will 
recall our popularity.” 

As ho spoke I did so. In the mind's 
eye 1 saw a sumptuous carriage and 
pair. The former was on C-springs, 
and a coachman and footman were on 
the box. They wore claret livery and 
cockades. The footman’s arms were 
folded. His gloves were of a dazzling 
whiteness. The horses flung out their 
forelegs as though they lived on golden 
oats and champagne. In the carriage 
was an elderly commanding lady with 
an aristocratic nose; and in her lap was 
a pug dog of plethoric habit and a face 
as block as your hat. 

My poor friend was watching me 
with streaming eyes. “ What do you 
SCO ? ” he asked. 

I told him. 

“ There you are,” he said; “and what 
do you see to-day ? There, look! ” 

1 glanced up at his bidding, and a 
costly motor was gliding smoothly by. 
It weighed several tons, and its tyres 
wore like circular pillows. On its 
shining door was a crest. The chauf¬ 
feur was kept warm by Russian sables. 
Inside was another elderly lady, and in 
her arms was a russet Pekinese. 

“ And the next 'll hare a Pom,” said 
the pug dismally, and wheezed again. 



“ So you see what I took away with 
mo,” he continued after a noisy pause. 
“It wasn’t only pugs that wont, you 
see. it was earriages and pairs, and 
the noise of eight hoofs all at once, 
and footmen with folded arms. Wo 
passed together. I'eciks, Poms and 
Petrol took our place.” 

1 sympathised with him. “You 
must transfer your alTection to another 
class, that’s all,” I said. “If the nobs 
have gone back on you, there are still 
a groat many pug-lovers left.” 

“ No,” ho said, “ that’s no good; wo 
want chicken. No, wo had bettor 
become extinct.” lie wept like a 
numlicr of syphons all leaking together. 

“But that's not what worries mo 
most,” he resumed. “ The thing that's 
on my mind is the loss to literature. The 
novelists of our time—and wo bad a 
long innings—know our worth. When 
they drew a duchess with her ebony 
crutch-stick and all the rest of it, they 
saw that her constant ally, her Grand 
Vizier, so to speak, was properly drawn 


too. They made us too fat very often, 
but tboy did not forgot us. Wo sball 
never find our way into novels any 
more. Wo are back numbers.” 

At this moment the man who has 
charge of the chairs came up for my 
penny, and when 1 looked round the 
dug had gone. I gavo thn {>onny. 

“ I'm afraid J must charge you two¬ 
pence,” the man said. 

1 asked him why. 

“ For the dog,” bo said. 

“ But it wasn’t mine,” I asmred him. 
“ It was a total stranger.” 

“ Como now,” ho said; and to save 
trouble 1 jiaid him. 

But how like a pug I 


From " Thoughts for To-day ” in The 
Dublin Evenuuj Mail 

“Tho cow cannot poHsihly stanA Always 
bent, nor can human nature HUbsist without 
recreation.— Ckuvantks.” • 

Advice to Farmers: Do not bend your 
cows. • 
























366 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[OCTOBBB 29, 1913. 


UNCLE EDWARD^ 

Celia has more relations than would 
seem possible. 1 am gradually getting 
to know some of them by sight and a 
few more by name, but I still make 
mistakes. The other day, for instance, 
she happened to mention UncleGodfrey. 

“Godfrey,” I said, “Goilfroy. No, 
don’t' tell me—I shall get it in a 
moment. Godfrey . . . Yes, tliat’s it; 
he’s the aroliitoct. Ho lives at Liver¬ 
pool, has five children and sent us the 
asparagus-cooler as a wedding present.” 

“ No marks,” said Celia. 

“Then he’s the unmarried one in 
Hcotland who breeds terriers. I knew 
I should get it.” 

“As a matter of fact he lives in 
London and composes oratorios.” 

“ It’s the same idea. That was the 
one I meant. The great point is that 
1 placed him. Now give mo anulher 
one.” I leant forward eagerly. 

“ Well, I was just going to ask you 
—have you arranged anything about 
Monday ” 

“ Monday,” I said, “ Monday. No 
don’t tell me—I shall gel it in a moment. 

Monday . . . He’s the one who- 

Oh, you moan the day of the week ? ” 

“ Who’s a funny ? ” asked Celia of 
the teapot. 

“ Sorry, I really thought you meant 
another relation. What am I doing? 
I’m playing golf if I can find somebody 
to play with.” 

“ Well, ask Edward.” 

I could place Edward at once. 
Edward, 1 need hardly say, is Celia’s 
uncle; one of the ones I have not yet 
met. He married a very youn^ aunt 
of hers, not much older than Ceha. 

“ But I don’t know him,” I said. 

“ It doesn’t matter. Write and ask 
him to meet you at the golf dub. I’m 
sura he’d love to.” 

. “.Wouldn’t he think it rather cool, 
this sudden attack from a perfectly 
unknown nephew? I fancy the first 
step ought to come from uncle.” 

“ But you ’re older than he is.” 

“ True. It’s rather a tricky point in 
etiquette.' Well, I ’ll risk' it.”- 

This was the letter I sent to him:— 

“ My DEAR Uncle Edward, —Why 
haven’t you written to me this terni ? 
I have spent the five shillings you gave 
me when I came back; it was awfully 
ripping of you to give it me, but I have 
spent it now. Are you coming down 
to see me this term ? If you aren’t you 
might write to mo, tliero is a post- 
office here where you can change postal 
ordery. 

“What I leally meant to say was, can 
you play g6lf with me on Monday at 
Mudbury Hill ? I- am your new and 
favourite nephew, and it is quite time 


wo met. Be at the club-house at 2.30, 
if you can. I don’t quite know how 
we shall recognise each other, but the 
well-dressed man in the nut-brown suit 
will probably be mo. My features 
are plain but good, except where 1 fell 
against the bath-taps yesterday. If 
yon have fallen against anything which 
would give me a clue to your face you 
might let me know. Also you might 
lot me know if you are a professor at 
golf; if you are, I will read some more 
books on the subject between now and 
Monday. J ust at the moment my game 
is putrid. 

“ Your niece and my wife sends her 
love. Good-bye. I was top of my 
class in Latin last week. I must now 
stop, as it is my bath-night. 

“I am. Your loving Nephew.” 

The next day I had a letter from my 
uncle;— 

“ M? DEAR Nephew,— 1 was so glad 
to got your nice little letter and to hear 
that you were working hard. Let me 
know when it is your bath-night again; 
these things always interest me. I 
sliall bo delighted to play golf with you 
on Monday. You will have no difficulty 
in recognising me. I should describe 
myself roughly as something like 
Apollo and something like Edmund 
Payne, if you know what I mean. It 
depends how you come up to mo. I 
am an excellent golfer and never take 
more than two putts in a bunker. 

“ Till 2.30 then. I enclose a postal- 
order for sixpence, to see you through 
the rest of the term. 

“Your favourite Uncle, Edward.” 

I showed it to Celia. 

“Perhaps you could describe him 
more minutely,” I said. “ I hate wan¬ 
dering about vaguely and asking overy- 
boily I see if he's my uncle. Itjsooms 
so odd.” 

“ You ’re sure to meet all right,” said 
Celia confidently. “ He’s—^well, he’s 
nice-looking and—and clean-shaven— 
and, oh, yon 'll recognize him.” 

At2.30 on Monday I arrived at theclub; 
liouse and waited for ray uncle. Various 
people appeared, but none seemed in 
want of a nephew. When 2.45 came 
there was still no available uncle. True, 
there was one unattached man reading 
in a comer of the smoke-room, but 
ho had a moustaelie-^tho sort of heavy 
moustache one associates with a Major. 

At three o'clock I became desperate. 
After all, Celia had not seen Edward for 
some time. Perhaps he had grown 
a moustache lately; perhaps he had 
grown one specially for to-day. At any 
rata there would be no harm in asking 
this Major man if he was my uncle. 
Even if he wasn’t he might give me a 
game of golf. 


“ Excuse me,” I said politely, “ but 
are you by any chance my Unde 
Edward?” 

“ I don’t think so,” ho said with an 
air of apology. 

“ I was almost oertdn you weren’t, 
but I thought 1 ’d iust ask. I’m sorry.” 

“Not at all. Naturally one wants 
to find one’s unde. Have you— et — 
lost him long? ” 

“ Years,” I said sadly. “ Er-r-I won¬ 
der if you would care to adopt me—^I 
mean, give me a game this tutemoon. 
My man hasn’t turned up.” , 

“ By all moans. I’m not very good.” 

“ Neither am I. Shall we start 
now ? Good.” 1 

I was sorry to miss Edward, but I 
wasn’t going to miss a game of golf on 
such a lovely day. My spirits rose. 
Not even the fact that tliore were no 
caddies left, and I hod to carry my own 
clubs, could depress me. 

The Major drove. I am not going 
to describe the whole game; thongli 
my clcek shot at the fifth hole, from a 
hanging lie to within two feet of 

the- However, I mustn’t go into 

that now. But it surprised the Major 
a good deal. -And when at the next 
hom I laid my brassie absolutely dead, 

he- But I can tell you about that 

some other time. It is sufficient to say 
now that, when wo reached the seven¬ 
teenth tee, I was one up. 

We both played the seventeenth well. 
He was a foot from the hole in four. I 
played my third from the edge of the 
green, and was ridiculously short, giving 
myself a twenty-foot putt for tho hole. 
Leaving my clubs I went forward with 
the putter, and by tbe absurdest luck 
pushed tho ball in. 

“Good,” said the Major. “Your 
game.” 

I went back for my clubs. When I 
turned round the kfajor was walking 
carelessly oil to the next tee, leaving 
the flag lying on tho green and my boll 
still in the tm. . . 

“Slacker,” I said to myself, and 
walked up to. the hole. 

And then I had a terrible shock. I 
saw in the tin, not my ball, but a— 
a moustache I 

“Am I going mad?” I said. “I 
could have sworn that I drove off with 
a * Colonel,’ and. yet I seem to. have 
holed out with a Major’s moustache 1 ” 
I picked it up and hurried after him. 

“Major,” I said; “excuse me,vou’ve 
droppw your moustache. It fiffi off at 
the critical stage of the match; the 
shock of losing was too much for you; 
tbe strain of- ” 

He turned his clean-shaven face 
round and grinned at me. 

“ I am your long-lost uncle.” 

A. A. M. 
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THE INFIINHTUDE OF COMMONPLACE. 

By a WlLCOX-WOUSHIPPEB. 

[“ Tho rhaiTO ol her vorao in itself a KulTiciont refutation of the 
ridiculous assumption that the appeal of poetry hits passed. There 
may have houn poets who have essayed to sing in a more sublime 
strain. But the very fact that Mrs. Wilcox points us to tho infini¬ 
tude of tho commonplace proves how coinplolely she has identified 
herself with what must l)e tbs mission of all art, and osiKxsially xiootry, 
in the future.”— R. l)i.M8nALE Stocker.] 

{TJie gifted authoress speaks.) 

I WIT.L bo kind. Tliough idiots often madly 
Bush ill whoro export angels never tread, 

I will onduro their wild incursions gladly 
And cheerfully bind up each broken head. 

There is no vital use in being bitter; 

There is no joy in acrimonious jeers; 

There is inore virtue in a simple titter 
Than in a wilderness of clever sneers. 

I will bo strong. There is no room for weakness. 
Tho feeble folk go to tho wall at length; 

And I should never have achieved uniqueness 
But for a brain of quite colossal strength. 

Yet must I never use it as a tyrant, 

Or trample on tho unobtrusive toad. 

But rather stimulate tho young aspirant 
To tread with fearless feet the upward road. 

I will 1)0 sane. Although a bard has written 
Groat wits to madness closely are allied. 

Madmen at large, or men by mad dogs bitten, 

“' Are deleterious to tho countryside. 

But short of madness there are many mortals 
Who frequently betray a mental twist. 

And, if they entered an asylum’s portals, 
Indhbrtably never would be missed. 


1 will be Bwcot. Though salt is sometimes tonic 
There is no balsam in the boundless brine. 

And in a soil where saline streaks are chronic 
The kindly fruits of nature peak and pine. 

Mine bo tho noble task to chant and chirrup 
In numbers honey-sweet for man's roliof. 

To ease the cosmic ill with soothing syrup 
And sugar-coat the acrid piU of grief. 

I will Im good. Tho high-born and the haughty 
By sin are whelmed in dark, untimely doom; 
Napoleon, thougli magnificent, was naughty, 

And closed his life in exile and in gloom. 

Groat prelates, too, unworthy of tho mitre. 

Have smirched their fame by deeds of ill report; 
And Sappho, though a meritorious writer. 

Would not, I think, have been received at Court. 

I will be great. Some lives are all sodatenoss. 

And some like sabres in their scabbards rust. 
And some tremendous souls are born to greatness. 
And some again have greatness on them thrust. 
Ikly place is with the thiid; sent as a healer, 

To mitigate mankind's momentous lot, 

I shall endure, the only Ella Wheelbb, 

When even Martin Tuppeb is forgot. 


A testimonial from tho catalogue of a Live Fish 
Company:— 

** Boar Sir,—Wo are so delighted with the dolieioas fish of this 
morning and wo aro very much obliged to you for same. Kindly send 
in hill as often aa you like.” 

This is just the line we have often taken ourselves with 
regard to our own commodities, but it has never been 
popular. 
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ONCE UPON A TIME. 

Waste. 

Once upon a time there were three 
toadstools. They were not the fat 
brown ones like buns with custard 
underneath, or the rich crimson ones 
with white spots, or the delicate purple 
onra. They were merely small white 
ones, a good deal mote like mushrooms 
than it was quite fair to make them. 

They sprang up within a few inches 
of each other, and with every moment 
added to their stature, and, as they 
grew, they discussed life in all its 
branches and planned for themselves 
distinguished careers . . . 

The eldest was not more than eighteen 
hours old, which is a good age for a 
toadstool, when an angr^ boy on his 
wav home from the village school 
kicked him into smithereens for not 
being a mushroom — which is the 
toadstool's unpardonable sin. 

The younger brothers, watching the 
tra^y, vowed to fulfil their destiny 
wim better success than that and forth¬ 


with they prepared a placard that ran 
as follows (in a form of woids which 
was not perhaps strictly original, but, 
like most of the jokes at which audiences 
laugh, was none the worse for that):— 


To TUN NoniMTY and Gkmthy 
or Toaddano. 

YOU WANT THE BEST SEATS. 
WE HAVE THEtr. 


Having placed this notice in a pro¬ 
minent position they waited. 

For some time nothing. Iiappened, 
and then an oxtromely portly and 
aristocratic toad, with eyes of burning 
amber and one of tlie most decorative 
waistcoats out of Bond Street, waddled 
towards the expectant brothers, read 
the advertisement, and sat heavily 
down on the nearer of them. I need 
hardly say that the stool was erushed 
to pieces beneath his weight, while the 
toad himself sustained, as the papers 
say, more than a few contusions, and 
was in a disgusting temper. 

It was not long aft^ords that a 


small girl, who had boon sent out by 
her mother to pick mushrooms, added 
the surviving brother to her basket with 
a little cry of triumph. “ What a 
beauty 1 ” she said, and hurried homo 
with the prize. 

But her mother was very sharp about 
it. “ Do you want us all in our graves? ” 
she said os she picked the toadstool up 
and flung it into the ashbin. 

" And not even the satisfaction of 
poisoning any one I" ho iiiunnurcd as 
life left him. 

csssssssssssssssssssaar 

From the report of a lecture in 
Tlus nirkbnhecul Netos ;— 

“The iivjdurii (oiisue is cntmbic, in com¬ 
petent hands, of rendering the subtlest dis¬ 
tinctions of thought, feeling, and imagin¬ 
ation.” 

Hence the expression to “hold the 
tongue." _ 

“ Ex-SlfAKPnOKNOMINOliOaY. * * 
Second Edition onlarg^.” 

“ Times’* Literary Supplement. 
Yet pmsimists continue to complain 
that» is a frivolous age. * 
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UR Pliliril'a EfinTHAi i rYDCRra these two football - centres servo, so long will this inane state of 

MR. PUNQR 9 rUOTBALL EXPbRTo. ever-increasing activity. In 1909, things continue. Women are not per- 

Althouok Mr. Punch has watchofl the Tigers spent £3,501 19i. 3d. on mittcd to become members of First 
with sympathy the spirited policy of tlieir front line. Newcastle replied by League teams. What is the result ? 
one of nis contemporaries in employing purchasing Scotsmen to the value of Idiotic and ineffectual struggles like 
such autliorities on the winter game as £1,002 18s. 5d. In 1910, Newcastle Saturday’s at Leytonstone. These 
Lady Helen Fobheh and Mr. Pett j paid over six thousand pounds for footballers do not know the rudiments 
lliDOE to report football matches, ho j backs of the Dreadnought' class. The of warfare. Not a single member of 
feels that the scheme is capable of Tigers responded by laying down a new either eleven carried with him on to 
development. There are others able goal-keeper at a cost of well into the the field a bomb, a horse-whip or even 
and willing to lot the public have pen- seventh thousand. And so it has gone a hat-pin. There was an autocratic 
pictures of the game they love so well, on ever since. Now, the proposal official who, I believe, is known as the 
Graphic accounts of last Saturday’s which I put forward in the name of roforoe. 1 saw this man blow his 
matches by some of his own corps of His Majesty’s Government is simply whistle and refuse to allow one burly 
special reporters are appended:— this. Lot Plymouth say to Newcastle: player a goal which he had scored. 


Debuondbey Hornets 
r. 

■ Hanley Wolves. 

By 

D-v-d Ll-yd G-bob. 

Hornets 2. Wolves 0. 

I am a comparatively- 

poor man, but, if 1 were half ~ 
as poor as the work in I 
front of goal of the Hanley 
Wolves, 1 should bo tempt¬ 
ed to give up the Stock 
Kxchange altogether as too 
risky. It was this, com¬ 
bing with the spectacle of 
that great track of unculti¬ 
vated land (land which 
might have been congested 
with happy and prosperous 
agriculturists), that spoiled 
my Saturday afternoon. 

And this is going on all over 
the country, while British 
labourers emigrate to 


Jiis Aiajoslys uovernment is simply wliisuo and reluso to aUow one ouriy 
this. Lot Plymouth say to Newcastle: player a goal which he had scored. 
“If you will put off buying centre- What did the player, the craven, do? 
forwards for twelve months from the Did ho hunger-strike, like a man of 
ordinary date when you would have spirit? No, he took it lying down, 
opened negotiations with the slave- For the rest, the Hotstuffs wear rather 
dealers, wo will put off buying half- sweet shirts, pink relieved with a gi’een 
hacks in absolutely good faith for exactly insertion; and the Tuesday Afternoons’ 
the same period.” That would mean goal-keeper has a nice face. 


'/// 




HINTS TO MILLIONAinES. 


“THINGS I CANNOT 
FOEGBT.” 

(Published to-day.) 

This charming and bril¬ 
liant volume of reminis¬ 
cences, issued by Mr. Good- 
loigh Chump, is the work 
of that universal favounte, 
Mr. “Hobby” Binns, the 
hrotherof tliatdistinguished 
.American publicist. Senator 
Binns, and forms an agree¬ 
able pendant to the volume 
which recently emanated 


Havi! a taxtokteb Firran to touk pbivate cab fob thk brhefit 4],^ cultured pen of 

America. I spoke to ^ Mr. Frederick Martin. 

Bermondsey farmer after' - - ---;—Wealthy,^ cultivated, and 

the match, and he gave mo some figures that there would bo a complete holiday accomplished, Mr. Binns has travelled 
which appalled mo. Every footballer for one year between Plymouth and everywhere and met everybody—at 
destroys twenty turnips a day. You Newcastle. The relative strength of least everybody who is also somebody, 
cannot have half-backs and agricultural the two teams would bo absolutely His recollections range from Mr. Clad- 


prospority. You must choose between unchanged, 
outside rights and inside wrongs. I Bhekfie] 
looked into the housing of the specta¬ 
tors. In many cases whole families Lett 

w'ere packo<l into a space which a sar¬ 
dine would have considered inadequate. g 

I saw ton reportoi's huddled together i. . / 

in a single room. 1 have no remedy to ■* “csday / 
suggest. 1 meroly mention the facts. The criu 
Plymouth Tiuers "’*1 


Bheffield Tuesd-vy Afternoon 

r. 

Leytonstone Hot8tufp.s. 

By 

S-LV-A P-NKH-RST. 

Tuesday Afternoons 0. Hotstuffs 0. 


stone to Lola Montke, and they have 
the merit of being expressed in an 
admirably vivid style, as the following 
extracts will abundantly prove. For 
example, when Mr. Binns asked Mr. 
Gladstone whether ho was an Anti- 
f^niite, the G.O.M. replied, “ How could 
I be when my name is a translation of 


The crude exhibition of masculine Gluckstoin and my favourite fish is 
fatuity which attracted 30,000 pre- salmon?” And yet there are those 
jiidicod males to Leytonstone on Satur- who say that Mr. Gladstone had no 
dav ended, as one miuht have foreseen, sense of humour I 


VvivnKvrrv 'pm,nnuiTa oiulod, US ono might liavo foroscon, sense of humourl 

in a result which was no result — a Mr. Binns, staunch republican though 

W-NST-N C^-Rcii-LL rcsiilt tts negative and fruitless os the he is, is never happier than when ho is 

’ ’ ^ ■ Government's opposition to the Cause, discussing royal or imperial personages. 

Tigers 2. Newcastle 2. ^ pointless draw, I heard it called by There is nothing more charming in the 

The pointless struggle between these one roan. Another, a moment later, book than the follovring touching anec- 
two groat teams, the third in three stated that each side had secured a dote of the venerable Emperor of 
shdeessive matches, encourages me to point. Can anything better illustrate Austria:— 

think tl\at the time is now ripe for the futilities and contradictions of this “The Emperor of Austbia-Huhgaby 
some sane arrangediont for the reduc- man-made sport? As long as football was at Biarritz in the 'nineties, and I 

tiop of excessive armaments. For is confined to one sox, ns long as Man can just remember once receiving a des- 

yjars teaVn • building has gone on guards it jerJously as his special pre- painng note from Mrs. Hunter Tufton, 
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CHRONIQUE SCANOALEUSE. 


(rtmip {at lop of lier voice as tube train rushca almg). •“ War no I sTOi' TAhKixn AT ran statioss'} Mv good oibi ., no vou 

BUI’rOKK I Vr'ANT BVKUVUODY TO IIKAB Al.t> ABOUT AUNT SOI'IIIR AKD TIIK ClIAUFFEUll? ” 


bidding mo como to licr villa nt oiico. 
‘ Dear old Hobby,’ bIio wrote, ‘ 1 am in 
the dcuco of a fix. Tho Jijir. proposes 
to dino with mo to-morrow night, and 
I’ve only fourteen footmen, i’or tho 
lovo of goodness send me a fow of your 
men.’ 1 sent back word at once that 
I should bo dolightod to send six of 
my mon, who wore all much ploasod 
at tho idea of soirving tho Empkkou. 
On the evening all wont well until 
the sorbet was sorverl, when my 
head valet lost his norvo and upset 
the sorbet down tho bock of tho 
Empebou’s neck. My man began to 
sob and cry, saying, ‘For Heaven’s 
sake forgive me. Sire; I have a wife 
and five small children.’ Fbane Josep 
then, as always, behaved like a perfect 
gentleman. He turned to tho man, 
who was ashen-grey with, fright, and 
said, ‘Niinquam mem, old cocky; it 
wasn’t your fault. I leaned bock just 
at the wrong moment. Say no more 
about it; ’ and in ten minutes ho had 
changed into another uniform and was 
back again at tho dinner-table as if 
nothing had happened. My man’s com¬ 
ment to me afterwards was thoroughly 


characteristic: ‘ Oh! Sir, fancy an 
lijinperor being so considerate. Why, 
ho might have out iny head olT on the 
spot I ’ ” _ 

OUll ’I’AfNTED EDUC.VnoN. 

A couHKKPONUEN'T wlio sigtis liimsolf 
“ I’aterfainilias,” but whom wo beliovo 
to 1)0 nothing of tho sort, writes to 
protest against tho introduction of 
politics into the school teaching of tho 
present day, “ Thu English History 
lesson,” ho very truly says, “ has long 
boon a medium for disseminating tho 
particular political opinions of tho 
teacher; and, in arithmetic, sums in¬ 
volving a mental struggle with exports 
and imports aro, in my opinion, to bo 
gravely suspected. 1 need hardly odd 
that a vast amount of criticism of tho 
War Oflico can ho introduced into half- 
an-honr's lesson in geography. And 
tho ovil continues to spread. 

"Not very long ago 1 discovered 
my youngest child in tho bathroom 
moistening a postage stamp with a 
bath-sponge, because she had been 
instructed at school that microbes lurk 


in tho gum of stamps and that to lick 
tliom imp.irils tho hoaltb. f wrote at 
onco a strong lottor to bur school¬ 
mistress, objecting to tlio nnloading of 
this pernicious political nonsense on to 
tho immatino intelligence of a child of 
tender years, and a somowhat curt 
reply came back to tho otTect that it 
was not politics at all, but hygiono I 

“ Yesterday my son camo homo fmm 
school full of now facts al)out what his 
schoolmaster is pleased to call natural 
history. Hut, Sir, only a brief question¬ 
ing sufficed to rovoal that und('r tho 
giiiso of naturo-stiidy my child is loarn- 
ing some of the most <langorous political 
doctrimts of tho «Iay, especially those 
relating to tho foodstufTs in favour 
among tho feathered dwellers in our 
woods and copses. 

" Hygiono and natural history, for¬ 
sooth I Ton minutes in almost any 
railway compartment in tho country 
aro surely enough to convince anybo<ly 
with a pair of cars that such matbrs, 
far from being merely associaUxl with 
hygiono and natural history, have bo- 
como tho very life-blood oj tho politics 
of our time.” 
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THE PATIENT. 

" No, Francesca,” I said, “ I \yill not.” 

“ Whati, you won't take your medicine? ” 

** No, nothing shall induce mo even to look at it." 

“But is that wise?” 

“ No, it is probably the height of folly, but I am beyond 
caring for that. I have a gnawing pain in my—Ow-ow, 
there it is again—in my riglit big toe, and you choose that 
moment to talk to me aliout medicine. Is that tactful? 
Francesca, I had expected better things of you." 

“ But Dr. Willett said it would relievo you.” 

“ How can ho know ? ” I said. “ I have had one dose of 
liis hateful fluid, and 1 'in sure it has thrown mo bock a 
whole week.” 

“ Oh, my door,” said P'rancesca, “ how can you possibly 
toll?” 

“ And, if I can't tell, who can ? Dr. Willett can't. I, at 
any rate, can feel what it does to mo. It gives mo cold 
shudders up and down my hack and makes mo want to 
cry. Can that ho a good result ? ” 

“Did you really want to cry?” sho said with some 
interest. 

“ 1 did,” I said. " I often do want to, but I restrain my¬ 
self. 1 have one of those stern and unbending natures- 

Ow-ow, it's got me again. Francesca, can't you do sotno- 
thing? Must you stand there and smilo? ” 

“ I will banish my smile,” sho said, “ since it seems to 
distress you; but I was thinking of your stern and 
unliending nature.” 

“And now,” I said bitterly, “you are—how shall I 
express it?—you are quoting' mo against myself. You 
are cliopping straws with a miserable invalid who is nailed 
to his lied and cannot lift a foot to defend himself. Is that 
generous? Is it even just? Great Heavens, P'rancesca, 
how do you suppose a big toe like mine can endure to have 
straws chopped at it ? Oh, oh.” 

“ There,” sho said, “ 1 know you'd do yourself harm if 
you got excited.” 

“ I was never calmer in my life,” I said. 

“Then this is the moment for smoothing your pillow and 
helping you to put on your flannel jacket.” 

“ You shall smooth nijj pillow, if you like; but you shall 
not speak of my old rowing coat as a flannel jacket.” 

“ Curtainly not,” sho said, “ if you object. Wo women 
have no sense of tho dignity of things, have wo? ” 

” Now you aro getting peovish,” 1 said. “ I cannot bear 
people to he peevish. And, as to my old rowing coat, I 
simply couldn't face it in this condition. It would bu a 
mockery.” 

“ But it will keep you warm,” she said ; and with a few 
deft movements she robed mo in it. 

“ There,” she said, “ you 'll be more comfortable now.” 

“If you think so, P'rancesca, you deceive yourself. I 
have not been at all comfortable, and therefore 1 cannot 
bo mere comfortable. That stands to reason.” 

“ I know,” sho said. “ It is a shame." 

“ Yes, it is. I wonder why 1 of all men should have 
tho gout.” 

I “Oh,” sho said cheerfully, “that's easily answorod. 
Dinners, yon know, and champagne and port. I 'ni told 
they're all deadly.” 

! “ And that,” 1 said, “ shows how you misjudge mo.” 

“ But you have had some dinnora, you know.” 

“ Only one a day, and that a meagre one.” 

“ Ancf you have drunk,some port and champagne.” 

“ A thimbleful hoi’o'and there,” 1 said. “ How can that 
matter?” * 

“But Dr.* Willett- 


“ I will not have Dr. Willett thrown in my teeth.” 

“ Well, he has to examine your tongue, you know.” 

“P'rancesca, your jests are ill-timed. 1 want you to 
realise that my gout is not rich man’s gout, due to excess 
in eating and drinking. It is poor man's gout, due to 
under-feeing and over-working and worry.” 

“ They all say that,” said P'rancesca. “ Sir William Bowles 
is most emphatic about his gout, and Charlie Carter always 
tolls me he can't make out why he should have it, living 
such a simple life as he does.” 

“ Tliere you are, you see. Tho men who ought to know 
best all agree with mo.” 

“ Not a bit of it,” sho said. “ They both said they quite 
underatood why you had the gout, with your City dinners 
and all that.” 

“ I despise them and their opinions.” 

“ That's right. It ’ll do you good. And now I must go 
out. I've got to see Mrs. Hollister.” 

“Francesca,” 1 said, “you are going to desert me for a 
Hollister? ” 

“ Well,” she said, “ I’m sure you ought to rest. You’ve 
been talking a great deal.” 

“ I have scarcely,” 1 said, “epened my mouth. However, 
if you must go, go at once.” 

“ Shall 1 send Frederick in to entertain you ? ” 

“ No,” I said, “ 1 am not up to Frederick, though he is 
only six years old.” 

“ Ho is a very intelligent boy,” 

“ That's just it,” I said. “ He’s too intelligent. He has 
suddenly developed a passion for tho multiplication table. 
Ho would ask mo eleven times eleven, or eleven times twelve, 
and 1 should not bo able to answer. I am afraid be would 
cease to respect me.” 

“ Very well,” she said, “ I will withdraw P'rederick, but 
only on condition that you take your medicine.” 

“BahI” I said. 

“Just one good gulp will do it . . . There, it wasn’t so 
bad after all, was it ? ” 

“ P’rancesca,” I said, “ it was simply execrable.” 

K. C. L. 


THE PERFECT SMOKE. 

(A Hint to Young Men.) 

1 NEVER loved tho baleful briar-wood. 

Nor longed for any herb but asphodel. 

But then they said it did tho system go^, 

Neiwoa and all that. I bought a pipe—and fell. 

Pair and aloae I sucked the sacred reed; 

I diew deep breaths, and chunks of fragrant weed 
Swept through the orifice, a good old feed. 

And golden juice from some perennial weU. 

A cold, cold sweat stood wanly on my brow. 

Yet still I plied its vile unnatural cause. 

While hardened smokers came and showed mo how. 
And took great pains to tell me all their laws— 

How such a herb was fit for men more skilled. 
And such was mild, or hot or opium-filled; 

I hated it—and them—and yet, weak-willed. 

Held ever some foul tube between my jaws. 

For, while I hated, habit held mo tight. 

Till soon I saw the essence of the show 

Was, after all, to keep the thing ailight— 

And why need that impair the vitals so ? 

One can have all—the something hal'd to chew. 
The something (not too difficult) to do— 

Yet never draw the fatal juices through. 

Nor die of smoker’s heart. You simply blow. 
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OUB CODNTBY DIARY. 

{liy the “ Rural On-looker.) 

Saturday, October 25<&, 1913.—^Tho 
reference made by Mr. Luoyo GKORau, 
in the opening speecli of the Land 
Campaign, to the serious depredations 
made by pheasants has brought me a 
huge mass of correspondence. 1 under* 
stand that among economists this state¬ 
ment is genemll^ regarded as the most 
arresting and important item in all 
that terrible indictment. But 1 am 
myself more closely in touch with 
sportsmen and naturalists, who also 
have much to say upon the subject. 
I have, for instance, a letter from a 
Highland Laird who writes (from his 
castle on the Wee Wheen Salt Estate, 
near the Yetts of Dnimtoolie):— *' The 
habits of black-game in this district 
have often been a source of considerable 
surprise to visiting naturalists. Daring 
the month of September they would 
sMm to subsist almost entirely upon a 
diet of mushrooms, and they frequently 
approach guite close to the house iu 
their voracious search for this succulent 


fungus. Wo often pot them from the 
bedroom windows on wot afternoons. 
But reformers arc lieginning to feel 
that some compensation is duo to the 
school-children who, if they cannot 
bring homo to their mothers the cus¬ 
tomary supplies, will naturally bo 
deprived of their winter ketchuji.” 

“Mr. Lloyd Gkohob's statement 
does not surprise me in the least,” 
writes “An Old Naturalist” from Bally- 
folly, Co. Down. “Anyone who has 
over soon the wild duck in this district 
gathering up the buttor-cups on the 
lawn after a shower of rain will have 
no difficulty at all in accepting it.” 

“ Small Holder ” writes from Kent to 
the effect that he has never suffered any 
inconvenience from pheasants; and the 
Chancellor, in his opinion, is entirely 
umn the wrong tack. What ho wants is 
adequate protrotion—or compensation, 
or both—m the matter of the depreda¬ 
tions of badgers. It is perfectly heart¬ 
rending. be says, to observe them at 
work, digging up potatoes. 

“I^t the whola matter be fully 
ventilated," demands a certain Market 


Gardener (who writes from The Day 
Numerios, Chorley-cuin-Boollo). " I 
can tell you 1 am running up a pretty 
bill for scarecrows this season. 
Business is liecoming almost impossible 
owing to the prevalence of coveys of 
grouse in the strawberry beds.” 

That the Chancellor’s powerful 
words hare not been spoken in vain is 
nh-eody made sufficiently clear by the 
B idden and startling advance in the 
price of wire-netting. 


“ Adv( rlisnr racks birtli in wino cellars.” 
/dvl. tn “ Htn« and Spirit Trade Jlecord." 
To bo born in the purple vats, with a 
silver corkscrew in his mouth—how it 
must ap{)cal to Advertiser. 

“ Assistant master wanted lor private school 
in Oorinany; salary £84; Uorroany unneces¬ 
sary.”— Advt. in “Manchester Qtiardian." 
Perhaps; but still, there she ia 


“ A very picturesque note was lent by A oorps 
of Iiasrar seamen from the Anchor lane m 
their Hue native costumes and red turbines.” 

Journal oj Commeroe. 

Both picturesque and appippriato. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

'• Between Sunset anq“Dawn.’’ 

"The Green Cockatoo.” 

Seven hours by tho directions in the 
programme — actually less than two 
hours by stage reckoning—seem, per¬ 
haps, a short allowance of time for a 
man to make his first ac(iuaintancu 
with a woman, Ixicomo intiniato with 
her to tho length of Cliristian nainos, 
propose oloi)oinent, change his mind, 
and then stab her fatally in tho back. 
But things move fast in a doss-house, 
whore the hesitancies and circumlocu¬ 
tions of ordinary life arc apt to bo 
ignored; and matters may be still 
further accelerated when one of tho 
parties happens to bo mad. 

Tho real trouble was that nobody, 
except, perhaps, the madman himself, 
was til tho secret of his mental estrange- 
inont. Ixioking bock, one recognises 
certain indications of it; but at the timo, 
unfamiliar as we wore with tho acceptetl 
manners of a doss-house management, 
we assumed that tho opprobrious 
terms in which Jim Harris addressed 
his mother, constantly oiTeriiig to 
“wring her — nock," represented 
tho ordinary filial attitude towards a 
gin-sodden paront in tlicso circles. I 
admit that a drunken ocipiaintance of 
his did hint that Jim was an eccentric, 
hat as, at the same time, he refurred 
contemptuously to his baliit of reading 
books, we merely took this to Iks the 
author’s satire upon a society in which 
a taste for culture was regarded as a 
sign that its ownor was not all there. 

Some, again, might have suspected 
his sanity when ho was propared with 
an easy conscience to run away with 
another man's wife, hut was put off by 
tho fact that she had told her husband 
a lie altout his feelings for her. Per¬ 
sonally, I trace no indication of mad¬ 
ness in this nice distinction on a point 
of honour. Jndee<l, I found so much 
method in tho iiuuliiess of his final act 
that it seemed to me tho most reiison- 
ahle solution of tho difliculty. It was 
impossible to lot her return to the 
savagery of her legal husband; and, 
since it was untiiinkablo that she should 
be allowed to go on tho streets, the only 
altornativo was that ho should gooff with 
her, a scheme from which her instincts 
hod always revolted, and which had 
been abandoned by him on tho ground 
of her proved cajiacity for lying. So ho 
killed her, in the certain knowledge 
that ho was saving her from a life of 
horror or shame, and in tho vague hope 
that he was sending her straight to 
heaven, and might possibly follow her 
by way ofitho gallows. 

One was rominded of tho spiritual 
sanity tha^ inspired the madman in 


Bbownino’s poem, Pdrphyria’s Lover, 
where the girl's soul is saved by the 
killing of her body:— 

“ I found 

A thing to do, and all her hair 
In ono long yellow string 1 wound 
Throe timus her littlo throat around 
And Htraugled her.” 

Mr. Norman McKinnel has become 
so habituated to the brutal method, of 
which he is a post master, that he finds 
difficulty in relaxing his facial muscles 
to the semblance of amorous infatua¬ 
tion. But this only lent an air of 



Betwkkn 9.45 AND 11 P.M. 

(I) Nr. Noiiman McKiNNEr., as Jim Harris, 
does his great knilu-in-tho-back feat. 

(9) Mr. Norman McKinmeIi, os Henry, docs 
it again. 

naturalness to what, in the play, pur¬ 
ported to bo a first essay in love- 
making. It seemed to mo a very intel¬ 
ligent perfomianco, but then—and 1 
say it without bo.'istfulness—experience 
has given mo no standard of doss-house 
manners to go by. Mr. Mdmono Bueon, 
as Hill Jliiji/ins, the drunken husband, 
looked the pitrt to admiration. Miss 
Aiu Kino was an astoundingly lifelike 
figui'o as Mrs. Harris, and, whether 
or not tho name was chosen by design, 
there is no doubt that tho imaginary 
bosom-friend of Sairy Gamp bos now 
become incarnate. But my deepest 
gratitude I reserve for Miss May 


ButAYNEY, in the part of Liz Higgins. 
Here wo did not simply say, “ This 
looks like a devor piece of play-acting, 
a tour de force in something outside the 
common experience”; rather we felt, 
by an intuition which responded to her 
own, that she hod merged her person¬ 
ality in that of tho woman, body and 
soul. 

The Green Cockatoo, a “grotesque” 
in ono Act, which followed this grim 
little tragedy in the “ Grand Guignol ” 
vein, was the name of a subterranean 
tavern in Paris which tho aristocracy 
used to frequent for the joy of meeting 
various desperadoes, who recounted the 
story of their crimes. Actually they 
were just innocent mummers who 
flatter^ themselves that they were 
imposing upon the credulity of their 
audience, though the hgbittids of tho 
place had, of course, got beyond tho 
stage of docoptidn. 

Among tho actors is a certain Henry, 
who has just married a notorious 
courtesan of the stage, and proposes 
to lead tho simple life with her in tho 

E rovinces. Ho comes in to toll how ho 
as found his wife intriguing with the 
Dius de Cadignan and has killed that 
nobleman. Tho old hands in tho stage- 
audicnce regal'd his performance as a very 
fine sample of histrionics; but socircum- 
stantial and probable is his story that 
we in the ottier audience are left in 
doubt whether he has not been giving 
us a slice of actual life. Meanwhile 
Henry learns from the evidence of an 
actual criminal (who happens to find 
himself in this atmosphere of imagined 
crime and can’t get anyone to listen to 
his true tale of murder) that at least 
a part of his stoi'y is true; that his 
wife has indeed been unfaithful to him. 
At this moment the alleged corpse 
enters, less concerned about his lovc- 
ailair than about tho Bevolutionary mob 
that holds the streets outside. Henry 
at once plants a knife in his betrayer’s 
back (Mr. McKinnep’s second mortal 
blow with the same weapon in the 
same quarter of the anatomy during 
the course of ono evening), and in the 
popular enthusiasm provoked by the 
announcement of the fall of tho Bastille 
his act is ragarded as a sound and 
cilixenlike piece of work. 

An excellent littlo drama, full of 
colour and movement, and with a nice 
ironic blend of com^y and tragedy, 
but perhaps rather complicated and 
overcrowded (there are Iwo-and-twenty 
characters) for a ono-Act play. O. S. 


Commercial Candour. 
“WhatHol Bho Bumps (a slang expronion) 

aptly describes the running of the-car." 

Advt, in “ Ceylon Mcming Leader." 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Tnouaii somo of liis novels aro better than others there 
is no such thing as a had novel by Mr. II. Dk Vkhk 
Stacpoole. lie seems incapable of tlioso side-slips wtiich 
mar the smooth career of most authors. Just whero on the 
list I should place The Children of the Sea (tIi;TCiiiNsi)N) 1 
hardly know. In some ways it is tho finest piece of work 
he has ever done. Very few novelists could have tntatud 
BO horrible a central idea with the same delicacy. It is 
extroonlinary how, without weakening his story in any 
way, he contrives to avoid grossness. For this reason, 1 
think I should place the book at the head of his list, con¬ 
sidered purely as an example of tho art of writing. On tho 
other hand, 1 have enjoyed reading somo of his other works 
a good deal more. Perhaps v bracketed hist ” is tho l)ost 
decision. Of the throe liooks into which tho story is 
divided, I liked the first l)«st, which is set in the Sea of Japan, 
and culminates with the adventure which ultimately wieckod 
tho life of Krikr Ericsson, of the cable-laying ship, tbo 
President Girling. There is nobody like Mr. Staci’OOI.k for 
convoying scenery and atmosphere in a few sentences; and 
ho is at his best in his descriptions of tho strange colony of 
sea-women among tho sand-hills by the Japanese telegraph 
station. Iceland is the scene of Ilooks Two and Three; 
and here the author, though just as successful in handling 
his material, has less attractive material to handle. It is 
in tho second book that Schwalla, the cousin of his ship¬ 
mate Magnus, comes into Ericsson’s life. Their love-story 


has something of tho quality of u saga. It is great with a 
greatness in keeping with its background of sea and rocks 
and ice; and over it broods the ever-deeiMming shadow 
of tlie final tragoily. If over thoro was u story devised to 
inspire pity and terror, this is it. I do not recommend the 
book to those who demand a happy ending from their 
novels; and I doubt wbetber it will have the popularity of 
its pnxlocessor from tho same pen. The Order of Itelense; 
but there can be no two opinions os to its artistic merits. 

Tide Marks (Mkthukn), by MAunAiiKT Wkstiiui* (Mrs. 
Bvdnby Stacky), is more ambitious tlian a deligbtful work 
by tbo sumo author entitled Elizabeth’s Children. That 
earlier liook hud, 1 think, a quite unusual vein of humour 
and sentiment, and tho characters concerned were nice 
human people who moved and spoke in a very leal amusing 
] world, iiut now 1 am afraid that Mrs. Staokv wishes to 
: advance in her art, and I suspect that the siinplo humours 
of Elizabeth’s Children seem to licr very tamo and common¬ 
place lieside tho vagaries of her new heroine. Tho lady in 
I question is, to qifbto tho publishers, “ tho child of a gipsy 
. motlier and an ascetic father,” aiul she has inherited, of 
course, a quantity of tomporament which she splashes about 
I uiK>n tho rocks and moom of Cornwall. It is regrotlablo 
that Cornwall lends itself rather too readily to loose colour 
and bapha/ani passion, and I am beginning to feel that 
its use as a background in tbo novels of the ((jiy is very 
often a confession of weakness. In iihy case, tho sea and 
tho gipsy mother and tho ascetic father ha^ proved quite too 
muiui for Mrs. Stacky's hcroino, who is ns uifconvincing 














Novkmbkh 5, 1913.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


/'UADiVADiA rant happiness.” Provitlwl, wo take it, Kmpehou on tho ground of its Iwing 

, CHARIVAnlA. that tlio thorns have boon pi'eviously inadequate, and it is possil)Io that tho 

Those American papera which hinted roinovod. luonumcnt may ho taken down, 

at tlio possibility of war between their 

country and ours on tho subject of Is thoro no honour among winds? Tho Camcnv Club seems to have 
Mexico did not know what they were Among those who were injurotl hy tho very spacious quarters in ,Iohn Street, 
talking about. Tho preparations for 1 ho loruotlo whicli visited tho Tall Valley Adelphi, for Thf. I'ull Mall Uazelle 
cclebiiUion of tho One llundrod Years' last wi'ck was a Mr. Hkkese. tells us that amongst its exhibits at tho 

Pciwjo hotwceii tho two nations are far *,.='■■ ])rosent moment are three eulargomonts 

too advanced to allow of hostilities. “Tho flr.xy’s Inn rooks, which were of Mr. (1. K. Cuestkhton. 

• ilriveu from their nests last spring by 

A doslrover of dostroyeis was carrion erows, anil left Ijoudou, havo,” 


A doslrover of dostroyeis 
launched at Clialliam last wtvk. 
Tho (jo' inlins are now said I) 
1)0 at work on a destroyer of 
destroyers of destroyers. And 
so tho game goes on. 

On tho occasion of his visit 
to Austria, Iteutor tells us, the 
Oekm.vn K.MrERon shot no fewer | 
than 1,189 pheasants. The' 
statemunt, originating in Ijiheral 
circles in this country, that Ills 
Majesty afterwai'ds received a- 
de[iutation of grateful Mangold-. 
wur/olhcimers, is declared to 
he untrue. ... ... 

During a golf inalch at Acton ! 
a crow picked up the ball of i 
a Mr, A. S. Smith and, after 
Hying witli it for some distance, 
droiiped it in a due]) ditch. It 
looks ns if thp hird had mis- 
tsikun itself fur a plieassint, and 
Mr. Smith for Mr. Lloyd 

(jEOItOE. ... ... 

Mr. IIedmoni) is .said to bo 
much gratitied at the news that 
an influential meeting to protest 
against “ Careonisin ” has lieeii 
belli at the Dlstcr town of' 
Dallymoney. “ It's your Hally-. 
money wo want ” has long been j 
tho Homo Killers’ m.!ssugo tu| 
Ulster. ... i 



T 
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\Vc aro in a iwsiiion lo dcHiy; 

tho rumour that tho cruiser; '‘Hk-tiikh. Wiiosk hockk are you iu knisi.?’’ I ' • «i' m -i 

Irrpsirhore was blown up tho .— — • - - I'roin a Iradcr in J lin Patty 

other day by tho Italian F Kays. Wo' The /!f.ry;»v*.s’.sannounces, “now returned' Teleijraph on the .Mexic.in crisis: - 
aro informed that the explosion took ' to the gardens." It is really rather loo! ••’i’liii ilny li.i-. (.'uin-le mIhmi i,lii> t»o gnat 
place amid Hritish Hoo litiys. ' bad to publish the fact. Tho rooks, !«• .i>li-< i-ioi.- 1(1001 in full out 


TIIK riKTir OV N()VKMI!I-:i{. 
“CoMiso TO orn bonhiik?” 

" Hk-TIIKH. WiIOSK IIOCKK are you lU RNISI.?’’ 


- THE TWELVE CAROENEES. 

I KNOW twelve ganlenora good 
To make my garden grow 
In all tho multitude 
Of all the blooms that u'.ow; 

Kuuflowcr and lose and pink, 
Thu big tiowei's and the small. 
Yes, any sort you think. 

My gaid'jiK'rs serve them all. 

j They work in shifts of thres*, 
j And when o;ie shift has gone 
(All gardoiieis want their tea) 
Another shift comes on. 

Thro.) gardeners to a shift, 
h'oiir shifts of gardenei-s three. 
To make my hods uplift 
And burgeon joyously. 

One shift lo ripe the seed; 

And one lo lend tho llowcra 
And give them steadfast heed 
Throughout the golden hours; 

One shift t > drop them d iwii. 
Tender anil leverent, 
r|)on l‘i!irth's kindly brown. 
Whin all I ho gold is spi'iit; 

And one to wiilch and wait 

And blow .. ils tinuiibs. 

Till through the garden gate 
.'\giiin the fiist shift conies. 

■ I know twelve gardiiiers good 
I That walch a-id servo and sow 
; Of Iheir solicit iido 

For all the llowers that blow. 


- we undeistand, did not want tho crows 


ovi-r till-iill.-iii’s Ilf :i Siiilli Aiiii-i-ii).iR Sl:ili)." 


The Secretary of tho National to know it. ,. ,j, 1 The oflice-hoy w-ill liive lo h:) replacod 

Anti-Vivisection Society is alleged to! | if he cm.liniu-s to show sucli ignorance 

have disappeared. .-Mso X;-5,000. If| Acorroq)ondentasks:\Vhatwaslhe t>fg''5'r9'‘9’l'y' 
this should prove to be something more' nature of the charge brought against ' ” , 

than a coincidotico it will perhaps be a ' the ladies who attemiilod to ileport Ihe. , , 

consolation to the Secretary to know,children of tho Dublin strikers? Wo YMrio’ln 

that m any event the Society will not behove it was I’etly L-irkiiiy. : |.;;.,.rti,ii ijusIId’k m-w st-iry, ‘'I'li- Colilisii i:ar- 

press for his vivisection. j * i r'.iir,’ will not nnlii .l.-imi iry." 

I Tho President of tho liCaguo of I'nitu (Uirimirie. 

In reviewing a song entitled “ A Patriots, which collected tho money for With regiud Io Ihe hook hero iianuil. 
Throne of Roses,” a contemporary' the “Hattie of the Nations" inonuinent wo cannot sh;ir« onr contoiiijiorary's 
says: — “Love enthroned upon roses at Leipzig, has refused the dm-oration gratitude; and lliiisk that anyhow it 
conjures up an irresistible vision of frag- conferred upon him by the (jEi{.MAN was cxjircssi-d too hhinliy.* 


TOL. CXLV. 


u 
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SHOCKING EXAMPLES. 

f‘‘T)iu iiruscntinciit (if a caAO by tunan’t r.f 
• i.l«K!l(in 5 { cxiiiiiiilji ’—^^r. l.loyd (biuri'ij’s 
most trusty wciupoiis is clearly in the IiiKhcst 
il.'l'rcu fallacious.” Timm. 

Notk.— fii tho sliarliin'^ cxaiiiplcs lint 
follow, tho uullior docs not claim to pre.u-nt 
a case a'>aiiist any isirticular class; nor arc 
they example 1 of the inii|nity of any |iurticn- 
lar system; hut that djcsn't makj them any 
less shackinipj 

The Uei’ohmki) IjAndeohd. 

Thkue aviis oiicu a lainllonl (I sup- 
pi'uss Ills iianm and Ideality) who owrind 
asiihurhan pru|H!rly and Imd {frown ridi 
o;i iinprovoinunls inado hy his tnniints. 
I Jut, IwiinK sliown tho orror of his ways, 
lio dotorininod to ho a iMittcr man. And 
on tlio expiration of certain three leases 
v.'liicli tlie tenants did not wisli to renew 
ho let the properties for a period of 
fourteen yfaisi to A, JJ, and (’, with 
(he nndoHakin^' that at the end of that 
term ho would demand nocoinpensatioii 
for improvementit, hut, on tho other 
hand, woidd himself recoup I ho tenants 
for their outlay. J''ui-ther, he iinhly 
refused-to put into theli'ascs any har- 
as.sin;' coiulitions that mi{{ht limit his 
tenants in the development oil their 
resp'ctivo properties. .And .A turne«l 
his hotise into a fever hospitnl,|and IJ 
at irttsl a hrick-kiln, and C set up a lish- 
manuru business. And after the fap-e of 
twelve months all thosurroundin({ yearly 
tenants left the iK'iffhhourhood, and no 
one would take their houses, and the 
lamllord was ivducml to {freat straits. 
And at tho end of fourteen yo:iia .\, U, 
and C demanded compensation for ini- 
proroments and also lor the {focsiwill of 
their vespci;tivo estahlishmoiits. And 
the landlord is now in the workhouse. 

The Man who Hit the JfANij that 
Kei) Him. i 

There-was once a poacher (you arc 
not to ask mu his name) who die<|. And 
tho duke whoso game he luul ])oached 
(ho also shall he anonymous) took pity 
on the orphan cliild of the deceased, and 
had him educated at a distanci*, so that 
his father's record should ho no re¬ 
proach to him. .\nd the hoy imhihed 
knowledge so well that ho grow up to 
bo a Socialist. .And returning to the 
scene of his birth he preacluxi tho due¬ 
tt ino of tho wickt'dness of landlords at 
tho very gates of his henofactor. And 
having thus convinced the neighhotiring 
tenants that all landlords, and notably 
dukes, were the seed of the devil, he in¬ 
duced them to migrate. And hy anactivo 
boycott and tho employment of other 
fortii:;. of peaceful persuasion, ho made 
tho vacant tenancies very undesir.ihle. 
And tho land passed out of cultivation; 
and the duke, being in great difliciilties, 
had to disjfoso of his pro(>crty by a 


forced sale. And it was bought by a 
gentleman from tho Slock Exchange, 
who turned it into a golf course. 
And the duke is now eiigagod in the: 
logging trade in S.askatchewnn. But 
' in recognition of his good work tho 
poacher’s son has received an appoint¬ 
ment as an itinerant lecturer on tho 
evils of the feudal system. 

The liAII.WAY TH.AT WENT ClIEAP. 

There was once a Chairman of a 
Itaiiwuy (which I will not specify), 
aiul ho contrived by very careful 
manageuient just to make ends meet 
and give a modest return to tho sharc- 
hoMors. And there wore strikes, and 
the wages of tho company’s omployeos 
hiul to hj raisoil to prevent further in¬ 
convenience to the great travelling 
pulilic. And therateson Ihocompany’s 
l.uid went up, and the public domandod 
better (uid belter acconnnodation and 
faster and faster trains and moro and 
more of them, and he said: I’m 

afraid wo must charge our passengers 
a slightly, higher jirico or wo shall ho 
insolvent.’’ .And the (lovcrmnent said: 
‘‘No,you mustn’t; on the other hand you 
must mlucb your charge for fanners’ 
merchandihc.” And the (lovornment 
also saiil: “ We insist on better arrange¬ 
ments for tho safety of your employees.” 
And all this cost a great deal, and tho 
price of the shares went down and down. 
.And then tho Government said: ” Wo 
will nalionalixo your railway." And 
at this threat the sharoj went further 
down and further down; a;id when they 
had got as low as they could tho Govorn- 
inent bought tho r.iilway. And it was 
considered a very clever deal. .And tho 
Government had many now ))osts to 
olfor, and they awarded several situa¬ 
tions ns porle.rs and brakesmen to the 
old shareholders. 

The Doi’tok’s Gooawii.r.. 

Thei-o was once a doctor (who shall 
be nameless), and he sold his practice 
to a young man from the country, to 
whom he ropre.sented its value as .{JlOO 
per annum. But he did not mention 
that the chii'f source of his iiicotne was 
the case of a patient, an old lady 
allegisl to ho iucurahlo, whom for years 
he had been in the haliit of attending 
(I lily at a fee of one guinoi. .And the 
' ni'w 'loclor was verv honest, and hv the 


his bulbs. And one day this man 
ombcxxlcd two spoons and a fork, the 
property of his master. And this 
icamo to tho knowlcdgo of tho Non- 
'emformist klinistcr, who spoke to him 
as man to man upon tho vico of petty 
larceny, and then, having a very kind 
heart, forgave him. And this treat¬ 
ment had so softening an effect upon 
tho character of tho innn-of-all-work 
that ho adopted a religious life and 
began to preach in tho open air. And 
his favourito spot for praaching was on 
a common adjacent to his master’s 
tabernacle. And so popular and per¬ 
suasive was his manner of preaching 
that ho quickly drew away the regular 
congrogation whose pow-rcnlssuppoitetl 
the pastor. And when I last heard of 
tho x-ovorend gentleman ho was in sore 
plight, and talked of entering Parlia¬ 
ment for the sake of the salary. 

O. S. 


Wn.AT’S IN A NAME’? 

I SAID to mj'solf in a conlideut tone: - - 
“ Tho lady I marry (and keep) 

Must hot be distinguished by beauty 
alhno, 

Eor heaiity is only skin ilcep. 

I know I should tiro of a doll in a day; 

For something more lasting 1 ’ll look.” 
And then in my usual provident way 
1 married Amelia Cook. 

Decoived hy her name, I imagined tho 

. . 

My passion would duly ro(|uito 
By making my days one continuous 
whirl 

Of o])icurcan delight. 

By way of a dowry 1 begged her to bring 
A copy of Beelon, her hook. 

Oh! 1 tliought L was doing'a sensib'e 
thing 

In wedding Anielia Cook. 

Alas for those glorious visions of mine 
1 find that tho lady can show 
No sha'low of skill in tho cookery lino. 
No deftnoss in dealing with dough. 
My high expectations ai-o knocked on 
tho head; 

Dyspepsia's comoio supplant 
Tho hopes that I cherished tho day 
that I wed 

.Amelia Cook; for sho can’t. 


end of three months he hiul coiiiplctcdy 
cured the ]>atient, and in consequence 
was himsoli a ruined man. 

The Convektei) Emhez/ekh. 

Thera was once a Nonconformist 
Minister (ho shall remain incoijnito) 
whoso stipend xvas derived in large 
measura from the pow-rent-i. .And lie 
had a inan-of-all-work who cleaned 
his knives and boots and looked after 


l'’rom an intoi-viow in The Daily 
Dixpatch :— 

“This Bubtlo proposal of orchestral con¬ 
certs for tho poor i< but tha thiu edge of 
tho wedgo to gradually froaso out the now 
'irgiinisation with the assistunco of the ratc- 
piycrs’ money.” 

We should have deseribed it as the 
thin end of a red herring di-awn across 
tlio path. 
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TIIK NEW WAY WITH . 

LANDLORDS. 

{By a Lahourbuj M(Vi.) 

My lutidlonl liad sunt mo a neat little 
(locuinont, •• To quartiif’s rent duo 
September 29th—412 1().«. Or/.” lie is 
a trifle too punctual in tliose little atten¬ 
tions. Now wore 1 landlord I slioidd 
occasionally show sympathy with my 
tenants by forgetting a quarter-day. I 
know that I could easily forget quarter- 
days. I give you my solemn wonl of 
honour that were it not for these little 
reminders I should not know a quarter- 
day from an ordinary day. 

Generally I send the man a cheque, 
and at the sumo time put up a [wtilion 
that the bank-manager may bo in a 
kindly frame of mind when it is paid in. 
Thiatimo (after Hodford and Swindon) 1 
merely sent him a note asking h i m to call. 

Uo came in with the genial smile of 
one who is (or imagines bo is) about to 
draw money and shook hands quite 
affably. Then ho produced a fountain- 
pen and began to scribble a receipt. 

“Wait one moment,” I said. “I 
think you will admit that England's 
chief glory is her literature.” 

“Yes, yes,” ho rapliod, prematurely 
producing a stamp. 

“ At present,” lcontinue<l, “literature 
is in a depressed condition. Foreign 


competition is tolling. Infoi'ior pro¬ 
ducts Irom the Jslu of Man have 
glutted tlio market. liesidiH, llie 
weather this summer has l>con un- 
favouniblo to literary pi-oduclion. It is 
impossible to work on line golfing day.s. 
Now you will admit that tlie foundation 
.of literature is the dwelling-liouso? ” 

“ Yes,” ho answered, and courageously 
licked his stamp. 

“ It stands to ro<ason. The house is 
a prime necessity. Ono must have a 
house as a place for the return of manu¬ 
scripts. You couldn't expect the 
postman to deliver them to a field or a 
golf-links, could you'/” 

“ No,” ho said dubiously. 

“ I am glad you follow me. You will 
perhaps furt her agree with mo that any 
financial shortage caused hy literary 
depression must l>e transferred to you. 

1 projKtse to deduct for that at the 
rate of 42.'} per annum, or 40 f}.**. Or/, 
for the quarter. Now comes the im¬ 
portant question of the living wage.” 
He stared blankly at mo. 

“At all ereiits the dop.mdants on 
literature are entitled to a living wage, i 
Without the services of my cook I 
should starve. The production of litera¬ 
ture would cease. She demands an 
advance of lO-s. a month, and the housr;- 
maid requires a sympathetic advance. 
That moans, between the two of them, 


43 for the quarter. This, t,f course, 
must also be passed on to }OU.” 

“ Why'/” ho asked feebly. 

“ liecause you are the landlord. Rut 
f am forgetting the great question of 
the housing of tlio literary classes. Am 
I to work in a chilled, cold, miserable 
condition'/ Is my intelligence to be 
numbed by unfavourable conditions'/” 
The landlord lt>t>kt.’tl at mo as if it was 
his intelligence that was lieiiig numbed. 
“ Therefore,” I concluded emphatically, 
“ 1 deduct 43 10s. 0</., the cost of the 
now gas-stove for my writing-room. 
Now if you will kindly hand me that 
receipt you have so thoughtfully pre¬ 
pared and the small sum of five shillings 
wo shall ho squam.” 

And then, 1 deplore to relate, tlio 
landlord, who is a Vico-President of a 
fjihoral Association, used disgusting 
language about ))utting the haililTs in. 

" Evict me'/ ” I cried. Evict mo l>o- 
cause 1 am afolloworof Dnovn Gkoiuie'/ 
ThoGomniissioners will never tolerate an 
eviction foi* political reasons. This, Sir, 
is frerj England.” And 1 showed him out. 


“ Is Pike’s Peak sinkiiiK? Tim latest flov- 
crnnmnt survey, just iiiiiKiUnnsl, siiys llin 
altitude (it that farnuus (s-ak i.soiily lf,/0!l,07!) 
fuit above sea level.” -Torunto Mail. 

However, it is Still higher*than Consti¬ 
tution Hill. * 
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I The usual buzzing, and now and then “ Thank you,” I said, and meant it. 

CURE. j a voice or two, detached as tho cries of I returned to my chair and simmered 

Tub fniiie of any discovery that can' migrating hints at night, and then 1 in rectitude, 
icniovo depression of spirits is surely heard tho tailor approach and pickup This is fine, I thought, 
wortli spre:iding. Nothing tint that | the receiver. fine but tonic too. 1 mi 

l)elicf led to tlio composition of this j " Wlio are you ? ” more of this. Fikkho wi 

article, for 1 am under no illusion as to, T told him I was lilurray and Co. he prescribed “ Praise, prs 
tlio intci'cst of iny personality. My “Mr. Stokes," lie said, “has dealt 1 then ventured upon a 


Tills is fine, I thought, and not only 
fine but tonic too. 1 must have some 
more of this. Fikkho was right when 
he prescribed “ Praise, praise, praise 1" : 

1 tlien ventured upon a real risk. I 


tlio intci'cst of iny personality. My “Mr. Stokes," lie said, “has dealt 1 then ventured upon a real risk. I 
pei-sonalily is dulness in essence, tint 11 with us for lifte:!ii years at least. lie rang up a rattier testy client of my oWn, 


did make a discovery. ■, is alisolutety safe. You need liavo no 

My name is Arthur Murcolt Siokes,' misgivings." 

I am tliirly-sovcn, 1 am an arcliilect in j “ Tliank you," I said, and returned 
a modest way, and I live willi my family, to my cliair vastly improved in hcaltli. 


You need liavo no for whom I had recently completed a 
liouse, not without tears. 

said, and returned “ Is that Mr. Forrester ? " I asked, 
iiproved in hcaltli. “ Yes, it is,” was tho rather grumpy 


in a house built by another on the I was a gentleman to iny tailor, which answer. • 

Failing l‘',state at llayncs Fark. My is tlio next best thing to being a hero “Excuse my troubling you,” I said, 
ollico is in I.ondon. I pay niy way. to one’s valet. 1 was conscious of “hut 1 am Mr. Colo, and I have been 

'J'hu other ufleriioun J was at homo, suiiielhitig gently relaxing like a smile advised to go to an architect named 
with that detestable alllictioii, the rimt jiassing over my face. It almost hurt, Stokes for a house. I understand that 
cold of tho season - -a slight cold only! it was so unusual. he has just built one for you. Can you 

ill itself hut tho cause ^ — — - recommend him” 

<i^ d!irl^^tweli<|i^i{is^ ^ There ^was a ^temblo 

calamity ahesul. In ^ ^ should call him 

1 I 1 V diocmI wtm liliiii'lc CdiUdoux** 

iny motKi ^v^la uiticK A (ifsTMPSK OF TIIK lINDKtt-WORLD. t« i;o« 

uncMioi)olos$i. V wr . Irom an Indian 

* ’ll* -J 3/riif/0« hoar M whisper), “KxrrsK mk, Mum; cook bes biik s vkuy boruy ^ j 

Af ci indulging It ON tiik™ poster: - 

a while 1 suddenly ■ - - -- — • - “ Shakospcuro’a one of 

realised that at any cost 1 must pull! But suppose that was the only good tl'o best dramas ‘King John’ will 1m por- 
inyself together or it would got the i character I could collect, I thought 

upper hand ; hut tho question was, s suddenly, and hastened to test this tmo. at tbo repeated nsiiicst of the pabhe. 

how to do it? I was so far gone inidmtd by ringing up another firm. * 

pessimism that only from without could I This time I chose tho solicitors who “ Two tenders wore received, the Clerk noiv 

anpuccourcomo; and how to get that’?, hail done little t^ X'^ei^ to 

In a flash on idea entered my mind j “ Messrs. Spalding speaking, I said, number of hammock* at £19 2*. Cd. each, was 
and I acted without u iiionient’s liesi-. “ Can you put mo on to one of the accepted.—Dr. Wood was rather carious as to 
tation. If only 1 could collect some partners ? ” whether the hammtMks were cheaper than 

disinterested and favourable opinions ; I was put on. bods.”—f'tdnuin s Heehly News. ^ 

of myself from the world at large they 1 “ 1 am Messra. Spalding,” I said, “ and ® cunosity 

would flatter mo bock to serenity and . I understand from Mr. Arthur Murcott justified. 

hope; that was the notion,and I reached j Stokes that you know him well in - 

for tho tolephono book and looked up a < business. Can you toll me anything <• Tho programme, which will hut an hour, 

tailor with whom I have dealt for some i about him ? ’’ includes studies of ftah life,._the Manchester 

years. I asked to be put on to him.| “Who are you?” asked the cautious ^toLtetenti^the 
In coui^ of time 1 got bis number. lawyer. cocoa industry, the ant and the grosshoppor 

“ Hullo, Ills clerk said. i “ We bavo a number of flats in the (humorous), a day in the Paris Zoo, and 

“ Hullo,” I replied. “ I am Murray | West End,” I said, with extraordinary scenes in Trichinopoly.” • 

and,Qo., solicitors. We want to know quickness, “and Mr. Stokes wants to It is annoying, when, qnd Is jukt'pre* 

anything you can tell us about a ous- rent one.” ^ paring to be huinorons about the 

tomer of yours who hi^ given you as a “ Oh,” said the lawyer. “ That will misprint of “ grossh'opper ” for “ grass- 
reference, Mr. Artlyir Muivott Stokes.” ibe all right. You neM bavo no fears. | hopper," to learfi that the printer is 
“ Hold tliqllne,” said the clerk. IA most exemplary person.” I being funny on purpose. 


A (Sr.IMPSK ()!•’ TIIK IINDRU-WORLD. 

Mtiiil (ill /.iwii-jMi v1ii\prr). “ KxrvsB mk. Mum : cook siss siik 'b vkuy sonnv 
IlfT SUM 'H thou on TIIK ITDIIINO.” 

it 1 must pull 1 But supiioso that was tho only good I tbo best dratmis 


Theatrical Candour. 
From an Indian 
poster: — 

“ Shakospciiro’s one of 
‘ King John' will be per- 


thniiirhi formed by tliis company to-night for the lost 
, h . time, at tho repeated request of the public.” 


“ Two tenders were received, the Clerk nmv 

reported, and that of Mr.-, of Ax minster, 

who offered to supply and fix tbo required 


inoBS. Clin you toll me anything “ The programme, which will last an hour, 
lit liim ? ” includes studies of fish life,, the Manchester 

WI»«=yo.r’ »Mll»o.»Uou. 

y®'"' . ...... cocoa industry, the ant and the grosshoppor 
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SALVE ATQUE VALE. 

(Zb an unknown plantigrade; a threnody impired by the 
necessity of parting at last with a long-cherished 
shaving-brush, and also by the panegyric upon the 
noblest of our British fauna piddishm a few weeks 
ago in thi pages of “ Mr. Punch.") 

. SmaMi I pour water on it from the geyser, 

Badger, on this that was a part of thee? 

Or strew soft shaving-papers silently, 

Or scatter old blades from my safety razor 
Sueh os some Western pirate loves to fix 
tip in green envelopes at two-and-six? 

Or wouldst thoii rather, as in life before, 

Beechmast and eggs or what of other moat 
(Ere commerce cleft thy hide and mode it sweet) 

Fed thee in that dark cavern thou didst bore. 

Scooped by those inturned feet ? 

For sometimes thee the vegetable courses 

Allured, that blossom in our underwoods, ^ 

And sometimes thou wouldst pluck from shelly hoods | 
The snail (this fact my gardener endorses), 

' And sometimes eat young birds. Ah, who can tell 
Thy lotes, thy dim earonsals, guarded well? 

. Not l,.for one. But this much 1- have built on, 

TJhat always in .those huntinn thou wouldst wear 
A most prodigious mat of piwald hair. 

Also an odour like a too-ri^.Stilton, 

.... . . J^aoy Sind rich and rare. 

Ah yes, in thine old rooting season, badger, 

. .1 lAnnets thou hadst no human eVe oomd scan, 

.4! .^Partiznnderoasandpatiffruitunan, - ' 

And times when hunger mode of tnee a cadger ' 


For alien cast-off food. Tliou wasl not nice, 

But Death absolved these things and, strewing spice. 
Made toilet apparatus of thy mop. < 

And now loss high, and now with no demur. 

For other now tiian when the yelping cur 
Bayed time, I purclinsod at a ciioniist’s sliop 
Tliis tuft of votive fur. 

And stout has been its service. Oft and often 
For toil half over (ere the stool cut in). 

For fangicss bristles that embraced my chin 
With amorous chispings and with suds that soften 
And make the boanl more kindly, I have poui-od 
liibation to thy soul, thou Ixsost adored, ' 

Who moist'iicst hard lips with the hair that tamos! 
There sprout no hairs like tlioao tlio badger keeps 
To curb men's stubble when the daylight poops. 

Lest their saluted consorts whimper, " James!" 

Whilst the wet tea-urn weeps. 

And now the thing moults. I must buy another. 

Yet for the sake of many a happy morn 
I praise the dumb friend out of whom 'twas torn; 
And none of what wild kisses wont to smother 
The unprofitable harvest of the night 
Hhall f^e from my remembrance. Gentle sprite, 
Iklore fair than skunk or chipmunk or opossum. 

See whore upon the bonfire's heart I hurl. 

Not garlandless, thy gift, but paste of pearl 
Mingle, and souse with odorous lather-blossom ^ ^ 

For the last time thy curl. Evob. , 

ss=ss===sssB=ss^as • 

“ Horo is odmicabls humour for wo Southernprs to road, but wbat, 
will they My in ths Higbbnds ?"—G. JC. S. in •• The ^ksrv." 

“ Us," we hope. 
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Old Sportmiian (eiienpini/out o/daiifffr MU’). “Whkn I budscuibed to the Olympic Games Talksst Fl'MD I kxpbcxei) otiibu 

1'KOI‘LK TO DO Tina BOUT OK TIIIBO FOH ME.” 


now GENIUS WORKS. 

The grqiit vosportinal piil)Iicist, Mr. 
Filbon ioung, htta Iwen combating the 
notion that the excotlence of literary 
work varies in a direct ratio with the 
clearness of‘the atmo.spliere. With 
hill, tine weather engenders idleness, 
while in foul weather he can settle 
down contentedly to the assiduous com¬ 
position of his most illuminating italici- 
sations. This momentous revelation 
of the mentality of a gipat writer has 
suggested a comparison of the methods 
of other eminent luminaries of tlie lite¬ 
rary lirmament. 

Mr. Galsworthy finds the creative 
impulse most active in sleet or heavy 
rain. As a preparation for composition 
he finds nothing so stimulating os to 
be towed slowly in a hath-chair round 
Wormwood Scruhbs prison on a moist 
November afternoon. 

Mr. Abholo Bennett, while claiming 
to be impervious to the weather, admits 
that thu quality of his work varies con¬ 
siderably with the conditions and the 
place in whlbh it is composed.' The 
ideal spot for creativo work he finds to 
be in the crow>'s-nost of his yacht, from 


which he dictates through a tube to a 
typist located in the saloon. This 
position, ho finds, gives him a sense of 
detachment and exaltation which is 
indispensable to the artist. When, 
bowevcT, the scene is laid in the Five 
Towns, he prefers to potter about his 
ganlen, with his amanuensis within 
earshot but concealed behind the shrub¬ 
beries. 

Mr. Hobeut Hichenh, unlike Mr. 
Filson Young, is never so fertile in 
ideas us under the biasing sun of North 
Africa. Much, however, depends on 
costume, his favourite' attire being an 
Arab jibbah, with a green turban, and 
sandals of cream-laid crocodile skin. 
One of the great advantages of writirig’ 
in the desert, he points out, is that you 
never require any blotting-paper.'' For 
emotional pas.sages ho finds the gait of 
the camel, or, bettor still, the dromedary, 
peculiarly stimulating. 

Mr. Aueknon Ashton, recalling 
Swivt’s genial remark that the happi¬ 
est faces were to be seen in mourning 
coaches, observes that the constant 
contemplatipn of the emblems of our 
mortality is the best antiseptic to pes¬ 
simism. The germs of some of hi'> 


host letters and his must hilarious 
musical compositions have come to 
him in churchyards. As he puts it:— 
” When my mood is propitious to joking. 
When my temper is blithe and soiene, 

I hie me instantor to Woking, 

Or Keusal's funereal (Troon.” 

Contrariwise, the spectacle of a harle¬ 
quinade always acts upon him os a 
“depressant.” Indeed, it was'while wit¬ 
nessing a pantomime at Drury Lane that 
ho began the composition of his famous 
crematorio, “ The World in Ashes." 


“The. tubgost Volunteer tried to tender 
asBietanco, but ran against the Hero’s 
propeller .”—ITorkthire Evening Poit. 

Our own pet tubgoat Algernon would 
not have butted in so impulsively. .. 


“SiH, — lie Mr. Fortune’s letter in your 
last we^'s issue, surely it is well known that 
the apparent incteaee in the sixe of both the 
sun and moon is due to the grMter density 
of the atmosphere through which they ate 
seen when nearer to the horizon. Not on 
oeobunt of their apparent proximity to * trees, 
hay-stacks, houses, to .’—am. Sir, to., 
Matklot.” , 

This letter in The Spectator is headed— 
a little subtly, we think — ** High 
Pheasants”. ■■ 
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AS THEY TAKE IT. 


ScEHE— A /br«(( Z>itX;c; Duke of Sothbblaso. l^trif ; Lord Lansdowxb. /ojimi ; Mr. Llovo Obouub. , ^ 

Fibbt IiosBi (reftrring to the moraHiing of Jiaquea). 

“THUS MUST INVECTIVELY HE PIEBCBTH THROUGH “SHOW ME THE PLACE;* 

THE BODY OP THE COUNTRY, CITY, COURT, 1 LOVE TO COPE HIM IN THESE SULLEN FITS, 

YEA, AND OF THIS OUR LIFE, SWEARINO THAT WE FOR THEN HE’S FULL OF MA’CTBR." * , , . 

ABE MERE USURPERS, TYRANTS .Aa Poor Likm It, Act It., Scene 1. 
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Lady (icho hai come to grief over an Irish bunk), *'I tuimx 1’vb cut onk of mv knkkh.” 
Young Farmer. " Surk, what of ot I It 'ix river take a uapenny off yf-r price,” 


BY THE LEFT. 

As a rule, I am not in any way 
nervous, particularly with pooplo 1 have 
known for‘some time. And yet, as J 
sat with Daphne in her drawing-room, 
my heart undoubtedly lluttei'cd. And 
I wasn’t smoking. 

Daphno was conteinplaling tho palm 
of her hand. 

“Cut yourself?” I asked. She 

smiled in rather a lofty manner. 

“ I 'vo hod my hand told,” she said. 

“ Really. 1 ’ve had iny hair cut.” 

There was a short silenos. I started 
a third piece of something. 

“ She was wonderful,” Daphno mur¬ 
mured. 

This time my smile was lofty. “ I 
know,” 1 said. “Strongwill. Generous. 
Artistic. Not without ambition. Per¬ 
haps a little too soft-hearted . . . 1 
could havo said all that.” 

“ Yes,” said Daphne, “ hut then you 
know mo." 

“Did she go into tho future?” I 
enquired. 

Daphno nodded. “ Yes. She mado 
me think.” 

“ A very remarkable achievement. 1 
suppose you ’re going to marry ? ” 

“ Rather. lie’s very good-looking.” 

“Da—shl” I exclaimed; and not 


without gooil roason. When a man 
is just about to proposo to a girl, it is 
hardly encouraging to learn that she 
will marry soiiichody good-looking- 
that is to say, if the man is myself. 

Daphne looked at mo douhtfully. 

“Would you like to hoar it all?" 
she asked. 1 nodded rosigncdly. “ You 
are a dear. Well, I’m going to marry 
very soon. lie’s tall, good-looking, 
and lias plenty of money. Wo shall Ixi 
very happy at limt.” 

“ And at second ? ” 

"She didn’t say. He’s got daik 
hair." 

I sighed. “1 could manage dark 
hair,” 1 said. “Dye’s cheap enough. 
It’s tho tall, gooil-Iooking part that’s 
worrying mo. Besides, he’s sure to 
havo no brains." 

Daphno laughed quietly. “ Don’t be 
silly. Of coureo it isn’t you. She 
taught mo a lot,” sho added. “I 
believe 1 could tell your hand." 

“Oh, dot” I exclaimed. I removed 
it from tho cuke-stand and held it out 
to her. 

Daphne patted it thoughtfully. 
“ You ’re honest.” 

“ Ha! and sober and willing ? ” 

“ Don’t interrupt. Obstinate.” 

I coughed, “ Quito so; but what 
about the future? ” I 


Daphne looked thoughtful. “ Oh, of 
coui-so,” she said. “ I want your loft 
hand for that.” I passed it across. 

“ Your right hand is what you are, 
your left hand is what you make your¬ 
self,” sho explained. 

“ But suppose yon ’re anihidextrous ? 
And l)osides I ’vo no desire to compote 
with I’rovidenco." 

“ Oh, well, if you think you 'ro hoyond 
improvement-” 

“ Not at all,” 1 objected with quick 
modesty. 

Daphno stroked my left hand. 
“ You 're going to marry,” sho said. 

" No, thank you.” 

“ You aro.” 

“Never,” I insisted. “If you’re 
going to marry a tall,' good-look¬ 
ing man with plenty of monoy, I'm 
not.” 

“ Of course not. How could you ? ” 

“I mean, if T don’t marry you, I 
don’t marry at all.” I spoke in quite a 
serious tone. 

Daphno released my hand. “ You 
are,” she said, and resumed a study of 
her right palm. “ Tall arul good-look¬ 
ing,” sho murmured sadly. 

I leant forwai’d. “ Dapiinc, dear,” I 
asked, “aro you jcally keen on tall 
good-looking men ? ’’ , 

“ Not a bit.”. 
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“ Would you like mo with my hair 
dyed?” 

N-no.” 

“Tlion, dash it, why worry about 
what tills woman said ? ” 

“ But she *8 marvellous, Billy. Slio's 
never wrong.” 

I sighed. Daphne looked at her hand 
and sighed also. Suddenly 1 sat up. 

“ You 're looking at your right hand, 
Daphne." 

“Yes; tliat’s where he is.” 

“Hooray!” 1 oxchiiined. “Then ho 
doesn't count. Your left liand is what 
you make yourself. Lot me see your 
loft.” 

I looked at it carefully. 

“Yes,” I said, “there's certainly 
something tlioro. I don’t tliink he’s 
tall or good-looking. But suuli brains, 
and, oh! such loyalty.” 

I dived into my pocket. 

“ Yes,” I said, “ your left hand is 
what yon nniko your.sclf,” and 1 slipped 
the ring on to the proper linger. 


a man of fine physique, with a flowing 
beard, on learning that Mr. Hiooiks in* 
tended to revive The Flying Dutchman, 
intimated his readiness to undertake the 
principal r6lo for a suitable remunora* 
tion. On being informed, however, that 
the hero was not an engine-driver but 
a sailor, the old man expressed his 
opinion of Wao-visk with more vigour 
than politeness. 

On the other hand, Mr. Hioams has 
favourably considered the application 
of eight young ladies, who have re¬ 
cently obtained their pilot's certificate 
at Brooklands, to take part in the last 
Act of J)ie Walkiire on hippo-aero¬ 
planes. Though their musical educa¬ 
tion has hitherto been entirely neglected. 


WHAT MUSIC MEANS. 

Si’K \KiN!i of “ the musical side ” of the 
production of his now opera, Joan of 
Arr, to a reprosontativo of The 
Chronicle Mr. Kaymonu llrtzn dcclai-od 
himself very satisfied with the cast. 
“ My prhna donna, liy the way, is an 
expert horsewoman, in fact she has often 
broken in horses, so that she will ho 
quite at home in thu saddle when she 
rides on to tho stage. Horses, I may 
say, are used in several scenes of the 
opera.” 

Mr. Raymond RAzk's very proper 
insistence on thu possession of athletic 
and sporting qualities as essential to tho 
success of tho purely “musicalside” of 
his opera has been very well received inall 
quarters. It is understood that a famous 
jockey has approached Mr. Raymond 
RdzK with a view to his writing an 
opera on the subject of Mazei>i*a, in 
whicli lie should ho entrusted with the 
title r6lo. Tlia jockey—who does not 
wish his name to appear for tho 
present—has no musical ear and prac¬ 
tically no voice fthus difTering widely 
from Mr. ifdZK's prima donna), but, as 
he points out, in such a part a mastery 
of the art of equitation is far more 
important than mere vocal fluency. 
Besides, tho part could easily ho sung 
“oil” by a substitute, just as Sir 
nBBiiEBT Tube is able vicariously to 
perform prodigies of musical valour on 
the violin, or ihdeed an^ instrument. 

Ilawlly’ less interesting is tho pro¬ 
position which has been made to 
Mr. H.abbv* Hiooins • of the Oimra 
Syndicate by a retired engine-driver 
who for many yearn drove the express 
fromPaddington to Exeter. Thevetoran, 



HISTORIC GOLF. 

Joan of Alt'.! pt.avs a Lose shot out of 
THK HouflH .—apoUigies <o the pictorial 
adrertuement of Mr. Itaymond Jl6te'» Opera. 

it is confidently expected that in a very 
few weeks they will lie able to sing the 
r6los of lirunnhilde and her attendants 
in a thoroughly competent manner. 

“ Ho walked iilon;; the sloping wooden pro¬ 
jection th.-it is used ns a landing sluipj for 
plonsuro skiffs, walkisl until the water sploshed 
over him. Then ho dived into tho boiling 
serf."- Novel Magazine. 

Serf (Itoilimj with indignation). “ Now 
then. Sir, look out whore you’re 
coming.”_ 

, “ Wanted, at a factory, sixteen Girls to sow 
buttons on tho sixth floor." 

Aberdeen Brenittg Express. 

What wo want to know is, how is tho 
fifth floor supported ? 

"Siivsa Kikob Rkvolt Aoamst ItFonn.” 

■ • Daily Chronielt. 

The modem “ Seven Against Thebes " ? 


THE EDITORIAL ADVERTISE^ 
MENT SCANDAL. 

We are glad to observe that the bare 
suggestion that any British journal 
could be psrsuaded to public adver¬ 
tisements in tho form of news or 
pjditorial comment has been received by 
our Press with a universal cry of horror 
and indignation. In this conn^tion a- 
Society paper would like us to state 
that the following passages, about to' 
appear in its pages as news or comments, 
are the honefft expression of hlditoriai 
conviction, uttered for tho j^ood of tho 
reading public; and that, if it should 
hnpp.cn that the same issue contains 
paid'advertisements of tho Arms there 
referred to, this is just one of those 
strange coincidencoi which cannot be 
accounted for. 

“A ClIABMINO ReSTAUBANT. 

All tho world lunches and dines at 
the Reclame in Old Sinister Street; yet 
so excellent a restaurant should suroly 
be more widely known. I have patro¬ 
nised every restaurant in tho Eastern 
Hemisphere (writes our junior reporter), 
but I can tnily say that the Rf^clame 
stands alone, its generous proprietor, 
the over-courteous Monsieur Pousse, 
provides a marvellous eighteenponny 
table d’hote. No wonder the success 
of his enterprise is colossal, and such 
famous men as Jjord Roseheby, Mr. 
Eustace MiIjKS, Mr. Henby Giiaflin, 
Earl Si'ENCEB, and Mr. Wu.i, Gbooks, 
M.P., have been seen not a thousand 
miles away from Old Sinister Street 
when the hour for dining approaches. 
Lucky indeed would lie tho individual 
whom the gods permitted to have a 
shire in tho well-deserved profits that 
Monsieur Pousse is making.” 

“An.^webs to Gorbesfondents. 

Mabel. —Yes, you should certainly 
be^ careful as to tho kind of food you 
give him. But, for my part (and 1 
speak for myself alone), 1 should try 
Subtractipose, which 1 beiievB..can tie 
obtained from 1778a, Gosmetic Gham- 
bers. Old Regent Street, W. This 
worked wonders for me; and after three 
doses concealed in his soup 1 think you 
need have no further fears of possessing 
the fattest husband in Surrey.” 


“New Yobk, Got. 27. 

“ Miiui KalhorinoElkini, whouengagomont 
to tbs Duko of tho Abroxsi has boon m fra- 
qucntly announced, was married at her'hcme 
in West Vii;^nia to bfr. BiHy F. Hitt." 

Ona tinae the semi-royal name of 
EnEiNS 

Resounded through a lot of different 
welkins; 

Glory eame first; joy follows after it; 
Miss missed her Princeling,’ but has 
hit her Hitt. . 
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TRAGEDY IN “NUT"-LAND. 


"Nkt” mscovKiis spi;c:{ os khikt-fiiost— rmiis muh. Kxpkiit oriNioN, in hiiAPi; of Ksixii swKi.i’Kii, nnoi-AiiKii it 

fSDDUPTKIll.V It) UK MOD. (\>LLAI'KK OF “ NOT.” 


HINTS ON SHI)13CriNG A 
BOWLHIl. 

The straw hat hai run its coui'so for 
1913, and if not too sunlinrnt and 
battered for futuro uso lias retii'ed to 
winter quarters. But thcro is really no 
close season, no “ on and off ” liccnco, 
for the howler in this country. One 
should always bo included in a gentle¬ 
man's ripertoire, and the choosing of it 
is a serious matter not to bo lightly 
undertaken. 

The oflices of some of the firms 
devoting themselves to the planning 
and erection of bowlers are plain of 
exterior; others aro ornate and the 
windows decorated with full-sixe models 
bearing such legends as:— 

[The Latest. J J^Newest Shape. | 

I As Worm. ) | Stylish. | 

On entering the establishment you 

C refer, you will probably be approached 
y the Vendor or }iis agent, who, on 
your requirements' as to price and 
accommodation being made known, will 
at once bring forwam cases containing 
bowlers of all sizes and designs, the 


: Curly-brini (or balcony), the l''Iat-roofi'd 
! (very nutty this one for country week¬ 
ends), the NO'lirim (to speak of), tiie 
j Skyscraper, and the Oiic-stoi'oycd or 
i Bungalow typo. 

If you aro foolish or we.ak enough to 
bo guided by the Vendor, you will 
. probably leave tlio place wearing a sort 
of pont-hnnso tliat will lie the butt of 
your friends and acqiiaintancoi, or one 
of last season's designs that did not 
“ get off.” 

But, if you are a knowing buyer, 

, on seeing a likely, serviceable-looking 
edifice, you will say, “ Please allow mo 
a few moments alone with this one.” 
Once by your two selves, act with 
firmness and decision. After pressing 
down or drawing in ns well as you can 
your cranial excrescences, place the hat 
carefully on your head, on whatever 
part you prefer to wear it, but don't bo 
satisned'mereiy liecause you think you 
look well in it. After observing the, 
effect of it from every point of view, 
remove the hat and inspect it carefully 
from basement to roof. Turn down 
tho leather skirting inside and examine 
the structure on which tho dome is 
supported. Make sure that the two 
are properly welded together. Pass 


your liainl over the fan \uniting of 
satin in seai'cli of Haws, and rend 
carefully the inscription on tho ceiling. 
Test tho acoustic properties and k«<u 
that the proper nioans of vontilalion 
have been provided. Your hair will 
strongly resent a stuffy, ill.-vontilated 
hat, aixl may show a desire to leave 
lieforo the lease is up. 

When yon have thoroughly investi¬ 
gated the interior of the promisos turn 
your attention to tho exterior. 

Kxaiiiino the ribbon docoiiilion 
running round tho building just above 
tho balcony. This should bo of the 
best ribbed silk, and the bow should be 
well and truly laid against tho left wall, 
not at the back. Note any careless 
workmanship with a view to a possible 
reduction in the price. 

r.iast of all, administer a few blows to 
the crown. If ilust flies out you know 
that the structure is old and insanitary. 
Should dents or cracks appear in tho 
roof or walls, rejoin tho Vemlor at once, 
mix tho hat up amongst the others yon 
have rejected, and ask to see i^ few 
more. l)o not bo discouraged. You 
are pretty sure to’ find somotbing suit¬ 
able among the fiiift hundred shown 
you. • 
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„ (lictnin. Go on, my boy; it’s your Absahn. She used to summon people 

THE WITCH.” turn. before her, just by calling upon their 

fAti ovt-niiig at the St. JamoV Theatre with (Martin h ohs appealimjlij at Anne.) names. She had that wicked power, 
s'jiiio ot the gloom rublied ofT.j Anne. Oh, father, I 'vo got a message Anne {eagerly). Is it hereditary ? 

for you, but Martin's coming put it Absolon. I hope not. (He kisses the 

Tiuw 7 ’/i» /-/.n/ui-M ‘1“^*'" You’re wanted top of her head.) And now I must go 

c ^ , iipc«>ll.ocommon-they’robunHnga tob«]. Goodnight. [Exit. 

hCKSL— -f/w coHilyard of Absolon• „j. Homothing. They want you Anite. I wonder. I think I’ll just 

Jleyers home. Absolon s .secoHd.j^ ],j, tlicro in case she confesses. I try . . . One, two, throe —Martini 
wife, Anne redetsdoUer, r., di.y 1 ,,^^ ,,.^3 jt. 

cmYed uhme. Enler Unrim. m AMon {getting np). Well, well, Anne {eroitedly). Jamny,\\>oh\ {She 
looks at Anno dotdUpilly. 1 suppose 1 must go. J don’t like to <Km* to Martin atid holds out her amis 

Marlin. Good morning. 1—or—is leave you, Martin, iny boy, but it’s not'fo/im. lie falls into them.) 


Absolon. She used to summon people 
before her, just by calling upon their 
names. She had that wicked power, 
Anne {eagerly). Is it hereditary? 
Absolon. I hope not. {He kisses the 


quite out of my head. You ’re wanted ■ top of her head.) And now I must go 
up oji the common—they ’re burning a to bed. Good night. [Exit. 

j witch or something. They want you Anne. I wonder. I think I ’ll just 


Master AI)sulon in 
Anne, lie is out. 


for long. When 1 como back from this 
little conflagration I shall have much 


Marlin. Oli! Er--aro you -wo— to talk to you about, lialbus aedifkat 


surely I ’vo soon you heforo soniowhore'.* 
.lime. I don't think so. 1 am Anno 
redersdottcr. 

Martin {pmeled). I bog your pardon 
■ -whose daughter'? 

A line. .\nno I’wlorsdottci', wife 
to Master Absolon. 

Marlin. Oh, Ison! Why, tin n 
you’re my stepmother'? I’m 
klartin. 

Anne. MiiHin! I’ve heaul 
.such a lot about you. You 're 
just back from the IJniveisity, 
aren’t you’? 

Marlin {proudhf). Yes, I’m 
u H..\. now; it has been a long 
business - -five yeai-s. And I 
haven’t seen my father all that 
time. He mentioiusi in one of 
his letters that he was marry¬ 
ing again, but--(.sW/y) 1 was 

having a little trouble with my 
Latin declensions just then, anil 
it slip(ied my memory. {He 
goes closer to her.) Jhit surely 
wo ’vo met somewhere ’? Marlin 

.liine. 1 don’t think so. ‘ 1 ’,**“’, ^ 

Marlin. Yes, now 1’vo got it. 

Do you romciinher, fifteen years ago,' 
some waits singing carols outside your 
noiiso’? And a window was opetusi 

..t I'lii «i • . § 


oniowhoro’? miirnin. Vhi cst lialhw I Dear, clear, 
1 am Anno how it all comes back. Ignis, igneni 
... A witch—1 wonder who it is? 
our pardon Ccut.mn. [Exit. 




A VKHY (tI,0()MY ri,AY. 

Martin .. .. .. Rfr. Dkssis Nkilsos-Tkiuiv. 

Anne J’eilersiloller .. .. Miss Lillaii McCautuv. 

Alisalon Jleyer .. .. Mr. J. 1>. Buvkuiuui:, 


Act If. 

* 

Inside the home. Evening. 
Absolon {ijlinnnil!/). Anno, Martin, 


CultTAlN. •’ 

Act in. 

Another evening. As Absolon comes 
in. Anno and Martin break away 
from each other. 

Absolon. 1 bavo been seeing the 
doctor. Ho says my hoarl is 
very weak, and any sudden 
shock may kill mo. Bomohow 
I havo n sort of feeling that I 
am going to die to-night. 

Marlin {guickly). Oh, don’t 
say that, father. 

Anne {not guile .so quickly). 
N-no, don’t say that. 

Martin. Well, anyhow, 1 ’m 
going to bed. Good night. 

[Exit. 

Anne. TVll mo more about 
my mother. What other powers 
had she ’? 

Absolon. Sho could kill a per¬ 
son by looking at him and say¬ 
ing, “ 1 wish you woro dead I ” 
Anne. Fancy! {To herself) I 
wonder. I think I'll just try 
. . . Absolon, look at me. Now 
Kiinv. listen -1 love your son; ho loves 
mo. If you woro dead I could 
live with him. I wish you wore 
dead. (Absolon dies.) Good hoavons, 
1 ’vo done it again 1 klartin I 
Enter Martin. She falls into his arms. 

CUUTAIN. 


and a little girl poured a jug of cold- Absolon {gbnimilji). Anno, Martin, Cuutain. 

\vatcr on them ’? .I'ok were tliat little'gather roinui mo. 1 havo a confossiou * * * * # 

ffiri—I l•onK•nlbc'r you now. Ugh! to make. It's about Anne’s mothor.... Act V. 

.1 KMC (c!xr/<«////). And you woro one'Anno, vour mother was a witch! _ „ , 

of tho waits. 1 romomber your voice. Anne. A what? Time —The Iwenltelh Century. 

You sang very badly. Absolon. 1 said a witch. Five years Scenk — The inside of a taxi-cab. 

Jl/«r<j«. I was only eleven. ago I discovored it. Sho had a daughter Wife. Ugh, what a play I I shall 

And I was eight. Just fancy living with her; I loved that daughter, dream horrible things to-night. 

—it's quite a romance I i It was my duty to deliver up the mother Husband. Poworful’shardly thoword. 

Enter AhtnAon. and tho cliild to bo buriil. Instead I You know, thera are some people in that 

Absolon. kryboyl My dear boy! I spared t!io mot!ior and married tho play with very nasty minds. I shouldn’t 
Martin. Father! ; daughter. Anne, Martin, cun you for- liko to annoy .Line on a dark night . . . 

Absolon. Bo you’re back from the give mo my sin? Jove, Lir.i ,ah McGAUTnY was good. 

University—ami with a degree? What Anne. Was I the daughter'.’ Wife. Wonderful. Too good. Oh, 

a day this is! Mensa, viensa, mensam,' Absolon. Yes. that lost Act I Why didn’t you take mo 


Enter Absolon. and tho cliild to bo buriil. 1 

Absolon. klyboyl My dear boy! I spared t!io motlior and mar 
Martin. Father! ;daughter. Anne, Martin, cun you for- 

Absolon. Bo you’re back from the give mo my sin? 

University—ami with a degree? What Anne. Was I the daughter'.’ 
a day this is! Mensa, viensa, mensam,' Absolon. Yes. 


Anne. Then I forgive you. 

Martin. 1 think you look at it rather 


a day this is! Mensa, viensa, mensam, Absolon. Yes. that lost Act I Why didn’t you take mo 

mensae, mensae, viensa. Anne. Then I forgive you. out at tho end of the third one? 

Martin. Kr —.1 wo, aiiias, ainat - Marlin. I think you look at it rather Husband. Well, I wanted to see what 

"Absolon. How it brings back my selfishly, Anne. It was voi'y wrong of happened after Absolon AleA ... I 

own Uniycraity days! Jlic, liaee, lioc, \ father. F’ather, I will rctiro and think say, look hero, wo can't go homo like 

hnjiis, hiuc - You must excuse us, it over. Goodnight. [Exit. this. Ijet’s go and havo a cheery supper 

Anno, but wheif we L’nivemity menl jlniie. Tell me more about my somewhere, just to buck us up. 
get togetllfrr- Dico, dicere, dixi,\moi\icr. What did sho do? Cubtain. A. A. M. 


"Absolon. How it brings back my j seltishly. Anno. It was voi'y wrong of happened after 
•wn Uniycraity days! Jlic, liaee, lioc, \ father. F’ather, I will rctiro and think say, look hero, 
mjiis,hu‘ic - You must excuse us, it over. Goodnight. [Exit. this. Ijot’sgoa 






Novembbb 5, 1913.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


39S 



A'-'V,- 

▼ ' -N. -S.-* 




BALHAM FOLLOWS THE DUCAL LEAD. 

Vinilor {/rnm /oint). “What on F.AnTit is itAVi>KNix<. ? ” 

Jhuless. “Oit, i-iiTn.Nii thk land into ufi/rivATioN. Ai.r, tub best i-Eori.K aiib di.i.no it 


TO AN OLD FRIEND. 

Mv UKAn OLD Cii.vi*,—T simply cAii’t help writing to 
you. I want to tell you a“ain how cnoniioiisly 1 onjoyed 
iiiuutin;' you a^uiii this mornin;; aftu' all thosu years. Uo 
you know, I had almost forj»ottori your very natno (your 
fault, old man, for koopinH youreclf away from iiio), ami 
then, almost before I could think about it, there you were, 
just the samo clever, rclincd, abbreviate:], sly fellow that 
you used to ho. That was, indued, a iiicotin;'. 

You wouldn't toll mu wliero you had been or whnt had 
hcon happening to you. Wore you wise in that? 1 should 
ha'.'o sympathised, you know. I shouM have said to myself, 
“ Dear old Vi’rb. Saj). Siil. has had bad luck. JJis gold miirt 
in South Africa has gone wrong, or they haven't boon kind 
to him in South America, or they wouhln't give him a job 
in Uganda, and he's had to retira from the glare of the 
world and live a very quiet li fo. Hut now that he's recovered 
a bit and got out again wo must all ho good to him and try 
to make it up to him a bit.” Something of that kind 1 
should have said, and then I should have taken you to 
The Cock and given you a hracj of sausages on mashed 
potatoes, and we should have wandered about Fleet Street 
and tried to recall some of the old scenes and the olil faces 
from that past in which everybody knew you and far too 
many used you for their own purposes. One old man with 
a fishy eye and a very shiny froek-coat did seem to recognise 
you after we had parted. “There’s something about that 
follow," 1 heard him muttering, “ that reminds me of old 
Verb. Sap. Sat. Hut no, it can't be. lie’s <lo:id long 


ago.” 1 could have enl'ghtened him, but 1 judged it better 
to hold my tongue. 

It wasn't only J'’l<.'et Slicet that know you in the happy 
past. iVers ipioted you; solicitors mentioned you in their 
Ictler.s. I havo heard the Colonel of a cavalry regiment 
ho:ist of his .acipiaintance with you after mess, and all the 
young subalterns were much iinjiressed, declaring that the 
old man knew a thing or two and it was no use trying to 
get the hotter of him. Ihil, of coui'se, all that’s over lung 
ago, and perhaps it's foolish of me to remind you of it. 

Hy the way, 1 won:l(>r if you coulil tell me anything about 
Cii'itoiliH, another old friend of ours. I s:i.w him last 
a very long time ago sitting close to a magistrate who was 
sentencing a jioliceman for an aggravated assault on a 
costermongir, but since then 1 'vo lieard nothing of him. 
If you ever knock up against him I'emeinbcr me to him. 

And now faniwell. We may never meet again, but 1 
shall oft m think of you. 

Yours to :t r|uote, A. T.voo. 

“ licltist, Tliiirs l.iy. 

“.\\iitir who slsrlc'l on 'ril‘i.(liiy troni I’uri* to lly to 

C’liro, atriv <1 In r> lo-il.iy witli im-h aig.T Itoux. - llcatiT.” 

JUijIilim Anjiix. 

Al'iatiir D.isrov/tr {to Tiisurnijnr Itov.x); Yes, it is a bit out 
of the way, hut I thought you'd like to have Captain Ci^Aiu 
pointed out to you. 

]''roni anaceountof the sports of the Wiltshire Uogiment: -- 
“ J’.ii;:'.vcu’s won by A (''ly. with idt points." 

.\n apparent misprint for “pints.” * 
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THE ELUCIDATION. 

{After the maimer of the ParUameiitari/ 
Vorreiijionilnil of“ Thn Daihf News.”) 

Ai.uumjy llio rural districts arc a"on. 
The CiiAN'cnLr.oit’H fjreat inessai'o lias 
come home to the hif'liways and lied^es 
and roused at last from tlicir patient 
apathy the toilers of the soil. I’urtlicr, 
wo have no douht at all that they will 
ho oonsidorahly more i-ousod when we 
have hiwl an opportunity of explainiii}' 
what it moans. Ir.-t us examine the 
proposals. 

It is reco^niseil that the ^linimutii 
Wn;,'!) is the jiivot. The Provision of 
('otla;'iM, in the same way, may ho 
said to ho the lover; it would perhaps 
not he inapt to descriho Security of 
Toimro as the driving-wheel of the now 
machinery of the land. 

Dealing first with the question of a 
Minimum Wage (for until tho lahoiiror 
is enahled to ))ay an oeononiie rent for 
his cottage, a iinancial price for his 
hacon and a commercial eontrihution 
to his Christmas (i;jo-.e Gluh no advance 
in any direction is ])ossihle) it may ho 
said at once thatjiayment in kind must 
go the way of other feudal impositions. 
Wu must iiave daily cash for ilaily toil. 
l/‘t theiu ho no mistake ahout that. 

Mr. I ifiOvn(iKonoE’sligures regarding 
the shortage of cottages (wliich have 
appalled the nation) next call for com¬ 
ment. It is now freely admiltc'l that 
the Ktate must ste)) in with no uncertain 
hand -that is, no uncertain foot. The 
provision of I‘2(),Ut)0 coltifgcs, which is 
contemplated as a first instalment, 
would provide, as far as one can judge, 
something like tho same numhor of 
homes. That indeed is manifest, hut it 
involves tiio purchase of In ml. Cottages, 
it is recognised, must have something 
to rest on; they I'annot ho suspended, 
however much the shooting tenant 
might piefur that urrangement as 
causing less disturhance to the ground 
g.imu. Now, it is intended to huild 
four cottages to the acre, so that [or this 
purpose tho amount of land re(|uircd 
would he, roughly speaking, 30,000 
acres. At a cost of .toO an ai'ro this 
would come to .UI,.">00,000. Ijct us 
suppose that the Iloaril of Agricultui'o 
can huild at tho rate of .Cl.'iO for each 
cottage. Very well. This means 
£1K,000,000, or, including tho ground 
to huild thereon, .€19,.'500,000. In any 
case theie must he no turning hack. 

Tho figures given of the increase in 
tho nuinher of giimc-keepers (which 
havo staggered tho communit.y) must 
rtoxt come under riiviow. It is recog¬ 
nised'th^t when the ]>heasant and the 
fox are no longer Ireo to gorge them¬ 
selves to ivplctihii upon tho food of tho 
p:'op1e iiiifliy of theso men will he thrown 


out of employment. Tho problem^ is 
best understood in conjunction with 
security of tenure. A little imagination 
will show that ns soon as tho farmer is 
safe against summary eviction (a fear 
which to-day casts a shadow on many 
a homestead) he will bo encouraged to 
spend his money nioi-o freely upon tho 
small amenities of his house. To give 
only ono instance, it will bo—for the 
first time, mark you—well worth his 
while to onlcr largo quantities of note- 
paper stamped with his ad<lrcs3. Calling 
cards may oven come into voguo in 
somo places. Then ho will bo nhlo to 
launch out into more expensive wall¬ 
papers. Ho will no longer grudge to 
measure his rooms for carpets. All 
this moans work. And in tho great 
rovivid of rural industry that is thus 
to come tho labour of the superfluous 
gainn-kro|)ers will soon ho absorbed. 

Cun-iiiiikcrs are also alarmed, os I 
learn hy personal investigation in tho 
proper quarter, hut surely without 
cause. It is tho peculiar virtue of tho 
now proposals that every ono is hound 
to profit hy them. Wo may confidently 
look for a sharp revival in tho gun 
trade, when farmers come to arm them- 
sclvis against tho hordes of weasels and 
sparrow-hawks which will appear to 
priy upon their beans and clover as 
siM.n us the game-keepers aro with¬ 
drawn. At least that is the opinion in 
Moot Street, whatever may ho felt in 
the rural communities. 

Mnally it may ho asked. Whore does 
the landlord come in ? lie will, of coursi', 
have to he content with less rent, less 
power over his property, loss game. 
Hut with an opulent and contented 
peasantry at his very gates ho will he 
relieved fmm tho present odious neces¬ 
sity of providing Christmas rahhitsand 
winter blankets; from ail'that vast 
degrading tr.allic in tips and doles upon 
which his ])nsition so largely depends. ^ 

There must ho no turning hack. A* 
new spirit is sweeping through the 
villages. The Motherland is rocking 
with oxcik’inent. 


SHOULD RIVAL POLITICIANS 
DINE TOGETHER? 

Tiir. rejxu'l of Lord WirnoutmnY ok 
Huokk's announcement that ho will not 
dine with Mr. Winston Cnuiw’itir.n, and 
of his protest against dining at all with 
one's political enemies, is causing some¬ 
thing like social revolution in our midst. 

In order to meet any dilllculty which 
tho new custom might create, it has 
been suggested that the hour of dining 
should hccomc a fixed political principle, 
like tarilY reform or the nationalisation 
of landlords or tho keeping of people 
in their places. An impartial critic 


proposes that Consorratives should 
adopt 8 i>.M. as thoir hour for dhfing, 
that Liberals should dine habitually at 
7 r.u., and adherents of the Labour 
Paity at 1 p.m. or thereabouts, and 
Irish Nationalists never. 

Yet there aro family and other ties 
between people of opposite opinions 
which cannot thus bo severed; and 
even if connections of this soit are not 
definitely asked to dine, it will still be 
felt, by such as do not see altogether 
eye to eye with Lord Wn^uoiinv be 
Huoke in his decision, that srmj 
courtesy should be shown to tlicm. 
To this end a now fashion in invita¬ 
tion cards is likely to arise. Lady 
i’rimrorc-Damo will send a canl to 
kfr. Singletax, iviquesting tho pleasure 
of his ahsonco from dinner on l)cccmher 
.fith; to which Air. Singlotax will reply 
that, owing to another engagement on 
December 5th, ho is gliul to ho able 
to accept Lady Primroso-Danie's kind 
invitation. 

Hut we hopo it is not too lato for 
Lord WiLit.ou(iiinY m-i Hboke to ho 
persuaded to swallow tho hatchet and 
think hotter of letting political principles 
interfere with tho pleasures of tho table. 
Wo hog him to roflcct on tho hitter 
disappointment that might bo caused to 
many if his example should rob them 
of dining occasionally with a lonl. 
ThoTO is, of course, the type of man who 
declares that food would only choke him 
if taken in tho couqiany of a political 
enemy; hut he must not overlook the 
fact that there is always a possibility of 
his enemy, from like reasons, being 
choked. Again there is tho fear that 
at tho dinner-table your hated opponent 
might perform the significant ceremony 
of helping you to salt; but this act could 
always ho responded to with pepper. 


ON TIIH PORTRAIT OF A 
HRAUTY, NOW IN RKTIREMKNT. 

This is Isabel, and sho 

Once was young, like you and mo; 

Alaking youthful hearts to stir, 

• Youthful feet to follow her. 

Now she deems it right to wear 
Huber garb and serious air; 

Seems to think the beauty gono 
Foolish lovers doted on. 

Hut, alas! a simpler dress 
Cannot hido her loveliness; 

Other men as well as I 
Alurmur, as she passes by, 

“ If perhaps in fifty years 
Time confirms your present fears. 

Placing you upon tho sholf. 

May I have yon to myself? ” 
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ANOTHER WORLD'S WORKER. 

This aiitibx who paints tub slack iulvks on “ hk-stouko” i'Icitiikh. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Btj Mr. ranch's Staff of LeariH’d Clerks.) 

Mk. Fokiikst 1{eid is a writci* from wiioiii ono may 
always expect work that will have a quality of refinement 
and distinction. J am not sure tliat 1 think The (lentle 
Lorer (AitNotii)) altooelher equal to the iKXjks that liavc 
preceded it, hut tliis is only because the ])lot is rather more 
obvious and ordinai’y than has been the case witii Mr. Ruin’s 
other stories. His touch is as tender (tliis is (he only 
p.sjihle word for it) as ever. Perhaps it w.is hardly 
possible for him to present the middle-aged lover in any 
now light; the chai'iictnr is one that has liccn too hard 
worked in fiction to retain any of the ebann of novelty. 
Btill Bennct Alhujlmm has charm, and enotigh reality to 
make mu hope against hope, even up to the final chapter, 
that precedent was going to ho falsified in the matter of the 
bestowal of the heroine. Perhaps it is iMicausa of a natural, 
and increasing, fellow-fcjling with the iwlorer who is no 
longer in his romantic youth that I always feel a little so:e 
when ho is dismissed to a futuro of picturesque hut unsatis¬ 
factory regrets. Of the other characters in the tale I carisl 
far the most for Brian, the rod-haire l and altogether 
pleasing young brother of the hei'oino. Aliiujh im certainly 
was well called thu gentle lover; so little was his adoration 
insisted upon that 1 doubt if to the end of the story Sylcie, 
its object, was aware of it. Its gently sentimental course 
runs in pleasant places—Brages, Klorenco, Pisa—all drawn 
in a way that makes mo think that Mr. Rkiu must have 
recalled happy memories in writing about them. Indeed, 
these pictures of uneventful travel aro really more attractive 
than the slender story that strings them together. 

Penetrate by all moans, with Mr. 1-3. Temi'lb TkUiistos, 


into the little shops on the southern side of thu river, or 
thu mean dwellings of Soho, or pace the streets with him 
all day long, and sleep at last on flie Kmhankmen't or thu 
steps of a squalid ilooi'way as ho shall direct )ou; for you 
will ho touched, auuised, and, more than that, you will 
bo greatly cheei cri: jou will encoimt 'r no grulF wonls or 
harshness of heart in these sordid [daces, hut only a kindly 
sentimentalism that almost out-does Dickknk and incident¬ 
ally destroys the author's r.ithcr olahorafo [iretensions to 
realistic truatment of life. Iluhard h'lirlimif (Chapman ani» 
JIai.Ii) was an artist (and a very good name for an artist 
too, for it was long and curled ilown right over his collar), 
an artist unreeognisul for more than three hundred pagw, 
except by the good-hoirted ilwcllers in lowly [uirlieus, like 
Mr. Sihhs, thu littlo [licturo dealer, Mrs. llaMtri’i, thu 
young man's landlady, and her daughter Ciisltiifc.n, music- 
hall aitiste, with whom ho condnetod a liaison, and whom 
afterwards, wdicn disowned by his father ai.d jilted by his 
fiaiirre, ho persuaded (against thu girl’s own advice) to 
marry him. Uirhurd was a hit of :i genius, it sooiiis, and 
the first man to make coloure(l wood-hloeks; hut overyhody 
(everybody who was [loer, that is to say) was so kind l<j 
him, th.-it I failed to s\nqialhive very d(>:>ply with the 
stii'.ggles of his unrecogiiistsi inspiration. 'I'hat Casta nr,- 
suddetdy died, for no parlicidar itsison, at the end of the 
l.'ook, I sini]>ly refuse, in spile of Mr. TnMj’t.n Thl'kstc n’s 
explicit assiii tion, to believe. For Pate, in the [ucseneo of 
tl o author's indefatigable optimism, could never have had 
thu face to do a thing like that. By the way, there is ono 
littlo error in the hook that ought to he put right. ^I'wo 
very pleasant woo<1-cuts are repro'l.iced, which ,aro stated 
to ho tho work of Bichard Barlonij, bu't are sigiiwl W. H. 1). 

I hope tliis rather careless oversight will he corrected in the 
second edition. * 

_ . ..I 
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I may say at onco that Mr. Fuan< ih Gnnmr.K’s 77/c'supposo this was quite what Catholic Kitty meant. Then 
llotiKuice of Hie ('amhruhje Collcijce (Mim.s an'i> JIuon) isicainu alon;' the real man, not a bettor man, not a nictr 
an a»roeahlo l>ook, and that Camhriilf'o men will do well man, hut just the man. So there was nothin;* to bo done 
to adtl it to their libraries. To ho sure, Mr. OuinnuE! but lo follow the f'leam in ,/?<//«« ro/fl’s eyes. Unhappiness 
is himself an Oxford man, hut he avows the dreadful faut' comes of it, and/Iny'd//m, always sincui'O and pure in heart, 
with a candour that disarms crilieism. Ami, after all, | makes amends. And I don’t like that part of it so well as 
the hook speaks - I iniKht almost say dials for itself. J , her childhood, her early lovo iiassagcs, and her first letter 
am not sure that it wouhl ho easy to ju-.lify tlio word to St. Mary of K;ty[)t her later correspondence was more 
“lloinancc” in the title. It seems to mo not to express! self-conscious. And it was very nice to ho reminded by the 
quite accur.itoly tlio manner in which Mr. (luiimi.i': deals “little naked bihy doll of )nuk soap,” which papa Peachey 
with the story of the various coIle;*cs. Ho mentions ;;reat, ;'avo Ainjclina to comfort her iii some childish sorrow, of a 


names and ;'ivei an account 
of the stran;'u charadi-rs wlio 
have always alimmdod in Cani- 
hrid;*!! and whom no Hoyal 
Commissions and no leoislalive! 
reforms can utterly aholish or 
destroy. Hut a strin;* of anec¬ 
dotes, however well told (and 
Mr. (iidmiT.K tells them ex¬ 
cellently and with pisto), is not 
|)reciscly equivalent to what 
most of us understand hy “Ho- 
mance,” However, they make' 
pleasant road in;* and thus satisfy ' 
to a lar;>e extent what must have 
heen the author’s desire, and is 
certainly that of his readers. 

I commend very highly Mr. 
(iitiiim.K’s ;*ift of literary tact. 
It is W4'll known, for inslamxi,: 
that menihers of Kt. .lohn’si 
College have a nickname all 
any rale, they used to have one ;' 
perhajis the more delicate sus-1 
ciqitihilities of ourown ilay have ' 
swept it away. Still, there il 
was, a’nd Rlr. (■iiiiuiii'; wasi 
hound to iiK'nlion il. Jlu )>er-| 
forms his task with an allusive 
discrelion which c.innot oUend I 
even the mo-<t patriotic ami' 
sensitive .lohnian. I'inally, I! 
must coneratulat * Mr. (■uiimi.K' 
on havin;* heen able to escape 
for a time from the nan at ion 
of tho more or less scandalous' 
love affairs of eeltdiratetl ladies.' 
To these his liueiil )ien has; 
been lar;'t>lv «lovoted, ami 1 can¬ 



not help thinkiii;* he is better' 
occupied when tellin;* anecdotes of tho Camhridoe colleges. 


J»'..STI.sT wrilt TOOTII.KCIIK TIlIKS TO IlKASSCnK imUSKI.F UV 
III I'll.VTINU V'UltMI'I.V KMei.OVKI> WITH CI.IKNTS. 


little ))ink soap sister of Anje- 
Ihut’is consoler onco very, very 
dear to my own yourtg heart. 

As a warm admirer of Mr. 
Mabiiiott’s work 1 would gladly 
have opened tho llood-gatcs and 
praised Stihsoil,, (IIuust ano 
Hi.ackett) without reserve, but 
my trouhlo is that his book 
prelonds to bo a romance, and 
is really a very clover essay 
iqion jiainting. ’ It deals too 
much with minds and loo little 
i with murals to he a popular 
siicces-!. Nevertheless by 
thought fill jwople who are in- 
j tercsted in the cuimection be¬ 
tween life and art it has simply 
got to h;i read, for however 
violently they may dissent from 
the views e.xpresstsl by Snjfery, 
'the novelist, and Jtwj'h Sitlhrr- 
\Uind, the iisinter, they must 
laihnit that Mr. Maiiuiott is an 
eloquent champion. 'I'lin tale 
itself suffers from tho defect 
that at tho outset it is im¬ 
possible not to guess tho ending. 
No sooner have \o:i discovered 
tho author’s point of view than 
you know that Siilherlaiul and 
Ids JiaiiCLV Sylrin Jtradh-y must 
drift tip li t. Mr. Maiiuiott’k 
charactei’s, though their conver¬ 
sation is almost bewildoringly 
instructive, are not jiuppets ; 
they aro without exception 
I admirahly drawn ; all tho same, 

I 1 1... 1!j *.1 _ _I. - 1. I 


they are a littlo ovcrwholmed 
hy the idea which they aro used to ex^doit. 'And I am loft 
wondering whether tho author has not sacrificed ono form 
1 h.ave just met a very deir ami eharniing girl, .linii'Hitii' of art in propounding his views upon another. 

Pftii'hi'y, in the pleasant pages of Sid to Piirliii'r.1 (Hkine 


MAN.n), and 1 want to know why nobody over seriously 
introduced mo heforo to hercreatrix, Mrs. Henuy DrnuNKv. 

Aiiijrliita had a grandmother who was no heller than she 
ought to he, hut a goo 1 deal prettier than she might have 
heen according to the table of chanee-i in th 'SO matters, and 
Aiiijidiiiit, it win iirophesied, would take after her. Well, 
sho did and she didn’t. She had learned from a delightful, 
phiin Irish Citliolic maid how serious and hig a matter 
being in lovo was, and how it was a dre.adfiil thing to 
ma’rry except for lov<'. This was about the only religious 
teaching s\io ever had. So when Anyrliiia met a man who 

fell in lovo with her ’she wouldn't marry him until sho was] •• HokMoiic, 7 feet high, co,t tl'2, for CD; silling choip Ihroufh 

quite sure, hut tohk him on trial, so to speak, though all] death of proprietor."— illasijotr Kreniiiii Turns. 

tho world bnderstood her to ho his wife. .\nd I d.m’t 11 would socm to bo the exact moment when he wanlo 1 it. 


I’rom an Insurance Company’s advertisement: - 
*• 'I'ot.il Dis.ihliiiiient hy S.‘t diso.iscs (20 woi-k-i) f;.1 p-ir week." 

Not worth it. lAddiliomd note hy Comm nyr.iron: This 
is another example of the danger of dictating important 
announcements. “ Certifloll diseases,” said tho Secretary, 
and as tho result of his hereditary lisp it came out “Thirty- 
live diseases.” liiurnu: Nonsense. It really means “any 
one of thirty-live specilied diseases.” CoMMuyTAroit: 
I low dull.] 






NoyBHBEB 12 . 1913 .] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



CHARIVARIA. 

A FINE staUio of Bameres II., which 
has long been hiddon away near 
Bodrashin, is being erected b^ liord 
Kitchenkb in a prominent position at 
Cairo. There is no potty jealousy 
about K. OF K. 

*«• 

It is possible that Battersea may 
choose a coloured gentleman for its 
Mayor. Personally, we should be 

K 'sased to see this. Anything would 
better than the present monotonous 
arrangement by which all our Mayors 
are of the samo hue. 

In 

Skipping is again Iwing recommended 
as an aid to health. It is said that 
many book-reviewers would not bo alive 
to-day had they not practised this art. 

The prevailing craze 1 Smith Minor, 
asked in his Latin examination to 
translate tetigi, replied, “ 1 have 
Tango-ed." 

Bishop QuayIiE, of Washington, has 
been discussing the respective merits 
of thin men and fat men, and has come 
to the conclusion that the former are 
often wicked and the latter nearly 
always good. As a thin man ourselves 
we would like to ask whether the 
reason of this wonderful goodness of 
the fat men m^ not be due to realisa¬ 
tion of tile dimenlty they would have 
in running away fh>m the police? 


And Dr. IjKONAnn K. IIiRsiinEitn, of 
Johns Hopkins University, has boon 
studying the quostion of the colour of 
our eyes. “ Block oyes,” bo lias como 
to the conclusion, “are oflon found 
associated with strong passions.” This 
view' is one which has long licon hold 
by policemen and magistrates. 

Since Sir Thomas Clohston, in a 
lecture at tho Koyal Collogo of 
Physicians, Bdinburgh, oiriphasisod tho 
need for a scientific and impartial study 
of the oflocts of drinking alcohol, bo 
has, wo hear, boon inundatod with 
offers from public-spiritod gcntlomon 
whouro willing to bo experimented upon. 

A Philadelphia bankor has dis¬ 
tinguished himself by giving a suppor- 
party at which monkeys mixed witli 
tho guests. To avoid confusion tho 
guests wore evening dross. 

Tho parrot which last week saved 
the lives of a Harringay family by giving 
an alarm of fire is, wo hoar from a 
reliable source, much amused at tho 
fuss which is being made over it, for its 
idea was just to save its own life. 

if 

• 5 * 

Replying to enquiries from fly-paper 
mamuacturors, the American Consul at 
Prarae states, “It is not possible to 
work up an extensive trade in Bohemia, 
for there are not sufficient flies to ex¬ 
terminate.” But the fly-paper trade is 
not easily beaten, and inducements, we 


understand, aro Iwing bold out to a 
numlior of Now York flies, with thoir 
iiiimcnso families, to oniigrato. 

Lord WEARnAM:, speaking at the 
(las Conforo ico, laid that with the 
increasing uso of gas there was a 
marked improvement in tho quality of 
our liondon fogs. Wo trust that tho 
philanthropists concorned will now turn 
thoir attonlion to improving tho quality 
of our rain, of winch many persons 
complain. 

It is announcod that Where the Jiain- 
boir Kmls is to ho revived on Boxing 
Day. Ono might almost call it “ Whoro 
tho Bainbow Begins Again.” 

Tho ro.ason of tlio failure of such a 
largo proportion of theatrical ventures 
is still lioing debated. Wo will only 
remark that ono at least of our news¬ 
papers classifies its advertisements of 
thoatros under the heading “Theatres,” 
and tbo.io of music-halls under the 
heading “ Bntertainmonts.” 

:U 

Wo aro requested to state that the 
charming Drinking Song sung by Mr. j 
CquRTicE Pounds in The Latujhing 
Husband is not published by Messrs. | 
Boosky but by another well-known ffim. 

“ Cook (Plain)„dmiDg rooms, used to 
same,” runs an advertisement in a 
contomporai^. Some diniqg-rooms are 
so very sensitive.- 


vn.. CZX.V. 
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THE WOMAN TURNS. 

{Ihing the protest of a novelist’s wife against the modern 
method of regarding love as a subject for surgical or 
pathological treatment.) 

Tiikiik was a time ora iiiiilillo ago 1ia<l. chidml 
Tiio aiiTpiirs proper to Iho Spring of lifo 
(Tliis period, roughly speaking, coiueided 
• With our initial stage as man and wife), 

W’lien you would writo of I-ovc—its tears and 
fuugl)tcr, 

Of lovers’ (juarrcls cancelled hy a kiss, 

()[ wedding cliimcs and tlicn, for over after, 
(Unmitigated bliss. 

1 liked it: others may havo dueined it twaddle; 

Not such it seemed to my adoring eyes; 
r liked to SCO you as the hero’s model, 

Mjself the gushing horoino in disguise; 

It plcns.-si mo, when perusing those romances, 

To feel tliat our experience, youi-s and mine, 
Thougli duly l>roiderud. with crcailve fancies,. 
l*'urtiished the main design. 

Ihit now you follow fiction’s later fashion; • 

You take your operator’s knife and dig • 

Into the palpitating lieart of Passion, 

And vivisect it like a guinea-pig; 

As one who pnihes tlie more obscure diseases 
You ask yourself (Ids symptoms closely scanned) 
W’licthcr the jiaticnt ought to try sca-brebzus 
Or have Ids brain trepanned. 

Calmly you diagnose this lioavcnly miracle, 
Tioating it like a moaslo or a mump 
Hy methods scientilic or empirical--- 
A patent plaster or a stomach-pump; 

. The wine that glows in liove’s empurpled chalices. 
Which once you sketcheil in complimentary terms. 
Is now subjected to a sharp analysis 
And shown to reek with germsi 

No doubt your attitude’s disintcrestod; 

You gaxo aloof, with speculative poise; 

Hut women’s hearts, you know, are not invested 
With that detachment which the male enjoys. 
.\iiyhow, hero is matter mn«lo for furious 
Thinking, and I who once, like Ijovo, was blind. 
Am taking notice now, and getting curious 
About my state of mind. 

.\t tirat 1 held the whole aiTair outrageous. 

Hut now I too grow sniffy in the nose; 

I find your air of llarli-y Street contagious, 

T emulate your |)athologic pose; 

.\nd, after careful inwanl consultation, 

1 apprehend that what you hint is true— 

It mui^ have Iicon some mental abemUion 
That mode mo marry you I 

. O.S. 


“ On eating the sixth oyster Kogovoy’s tooth caiuo in contact with 
anotkcl hard subatanco which ho took from his mouth and examined 
critically. Believing that ho had found agem ho took the object to 
a jeweller, who pronoiiuoo^ it a pcar-abaped pear of perfect contour, 
aud placed the value at $5,000 .”—Conull Sun. 

It seems a l^t for a pear, even at this time of the year, but 
perhaps the unusual shape mode it valuable. 


A MODERNISED “ PUNCH AND JUDY.*’ . 

I Au told that '* Punch and Judy" is losing its hold on 
the Public. If so, I can not help thinking that the fault must 
lie in the drama itself. It does not treat the problem of 
marriage with the insight, the psychological subtlety which 
a cultured and intellectual audience expects in those days. 
.\nd its characters are all too low in tho social scale to be 
iiitorosting or sympathetic to any intelligent spectator. 
However, it only needs a little effort to brin^ it into toudi 
with modern loquiremcnts— and here is mg little effort:— 

SoENK —The usual sort of thing, 

Judy, Lady Punch lentcrs. She wears a white "\)eignoir" 
and a boudoir cap with lace frill. Her face is of a remark¬ 
able pallor; the great eyes have the intense gaze of one 
who has boim much, without perhaps being able to say 
precisely wlin'], Not a taxi anywhere ! But I should have 
liotrayoil myself if 1 had used tho landaulette(, 

Lord Joey Renters. He has the battered look of a man 
about town. Time has turned his top-knot sky-blue, hut the 
locks on either side of his brow retain their original auburn]. 
Hullo 1 hullo I liiuly P. I Where are you off to ? 

Judy {looking straight before her). I don’t know! I 
don’t care I So long as it isn’t Homs t j 

Lord J. (wagging his head with reproof). Don’t ^like to ' 
hear you talkin’ like that, Lidy P. Sounds as if you and ; 
poor old Punchio had had a row or somethin’— what? 

Judy. Ho never will havo a row I That’s what makes 
him so absolutely unbearable I Tilat—and his perfectly 
awful hump I 

Lord J. Hut I say, you know-;-hp had that hump when 
you married him. 1 remombor noticin’, when I was his best 
man, how doocid round-sho.uldered ho was gettin’ I 
Jiuly. I was Bp young then. I never in the least realised 
what it would yuqin to.bO wedded to a liutiip for .tfie.arliole ; 
of my lifo! Oh, why, aren’t girls told.more about i 
those things’? r _ - ; ' . ! 

I Lord J. Dunno, 1 'm sure, Ijady P, .Still, hpnrip or no I 

I hump, he’s a toppin’ good feller, don’t you know ? What ! 

II mean to say is; there's no-sort oVharm in him I > ■ ! 

Judy (bitterly). There’s >rothing worse you eould.suy I - 
Lord J. Well, he seems to be comin| this way, so I |(l say I 

good mornin’. Lady P. - ' (Exit tactfully. i 

Sir Percy Punch, K.G.D., P.B.B.S., RIi.Z,S.. itc.. do. i 
HIs large black,eyesarc.melancholyaHdiutrospective, | 
and the flush on his rather prominent nose is manifestly due ; 
to chronic indigesticbi]. VfUy, Judy, my love, I'd no idea I ! 
should meet yon hero I I-’ve been taking the dog out for i 
a run, (Enter Toby.] Toby, sit up and give your paw to | 
the littlo Missis I [Toby obeys. | 

Jiuly (rejusing the paw). I thought you knew I simply ; 
loathe dogs. 

Sir P. (forgetting himself for the moment). Oh!. Bootiti- j 
toot I Kootiti-toot I ■ ' ! : j 

Jndy (with quiet scorn). .Is it absolutely necessary to ’ 
express yourself in quite such language? , 

Sir P. Sorry, my love, sorry I Force ’of habit I [Enter 
Nurse with the Baby.] Aha I Here "s the ickle cockalorum I 
(Sir P. takes the Baby and offers it to Judy, who cowers back.) 

Judy (hysterically). I,—I can’t. I can’t I It’s too like 
yoti t And it isn’t ettgenio t I do wish you’d throw it away. 
Won’t you—to please me ? 

Sir P. Really, my dear, our son and heir, you know—no, : 
I must draw the line at that I (handing Baby to Nurse). : 
There, take Master Punch home and keep him wdl wrapped ! 
up. (As Nurse goes off with Baby) Judy, my darling, I’m j 
afraid you ’re a Uttlo upwt about something or other? [, 
Judy (breaking out)i If you must know, I'm sick of yon ! 





THE HOME RULE MAZE. 

. • 

Mb. AiQinTB, “EXCUSE ME, BIB, BUT ABE YOU TBYING TO GET IN OB OUT?" 
Mb. Bomab Law. “JUST WHAT I WAS GOING TO ASK YOU, SIB.” * 
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AT THE MOTOR SHOW. 

Dear Old Lady [after an exltaustive eiplanationof Ihe etigine). “Aso sow tku. mk, wiiKni: i»o you moiit tiir nun?" 


atul tlio Haby and Toby, and 1 simply can’t stand it any 
longer. 

Sir P. Why, rooliti—I moan, tut-tut. W’bat on oaitli 
liave J dono’/ 

Jtuly. You’re so appallingli/ afl'octionate, so convoiition- 
ally domesticated and all tliat. It’s too sickening. 

SirP. [sadly). Toll mo, Judy, is there no way- none —by 
which 1 might regain your affection ? 

Judy [dreamily). If I could see you reckless, lawless, 
riotous, triumphing rough-shod over all opposition, L viiijht 
—but no, you will never bo like that —never, never. 

Beadle [enters with thick stick). Bog pawdon. Sir Poroy, 
but might this ’ore lielong to you ? 

Jiuly [excited). Say it does I And hit him on the liead 
witli itl Or hit me I Anything that will make me respect 
you once more. 

Sir P, [to the Beadle, after inspection). No, it’s not my 
stick, my man. I never carry a cudgel. You’d better take 
it to the Lost Property Office at Scotland Yanl. 

[Exit Beadle, as Jack Ketch enters carrying patent 

gibbet. 

Jack K. 'Scuse me. Sir Percy, but is this anythink in 
yourlino? Little apparatus'of mb own. Wonnerful simple. 
I jest puts me 'ed through this 'ere noose [he does so), and 
all yott ’ave to do is to give a tug to this ’ere pulley, and I’m 
’ung proper, I ath I 


Jvay [feverishly). Oh, why don’t you hang him? You 
would if you were half a Punch t < 

Sir P. [meditatively). U'ml [To Jack Ketch) Your 


invention scorns ingenious. 1 slioubi advi.so you to show 
I it to the IIOMK SKritKT.VKY. 

Judy [passionately, us Jock Ketch departs). 'Unit settles 
it. I will no longer be dependent on you. 1 will live my 
own life. 

Sir /'. May I remind you, iny love, that our resources 
entirely depend on the pennies my agent collects in a bag 
from the impulace’/ If you dcclino to share that income, L 
don’t quite sou what you are going to live your own life on. 

Judy. I can start a little show of my own, 1 suppose ’/ 

Sir P. You could do that, of course, but —rootiti-toot— 
1 should say, ahem -1 rather doubt if you’d be much of a 
draw without me. 

Judy. Perhaps. The world is very hard on us women. 
But I don’t care; I shall find an opening in spite of you. 

Sir P. 1 should rather like to know where. 

Enter a large Croco<]ilo. 

Judy [driven to dr.sjxration). Where’/ . . . Why, here I 
[Throws herself into Crocodile’s yn;/*.] atul disapjtears.) 

Sir P. [with mild coiwern). What a pity—what a pity— 
what a pity! 

Here ends the drama, which is entirely at the service of 
any travelling showman who has enterprise enough to 
produce it. Jlut i know what managers are. 

“ During the winter months a lady and her husband t>flor to take 
cliargo of tt houso in mturn for a small salary and board.” 

Advt, in “ Lady.” 

Two more world's workers. * 
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^ 8*^® ^^® ftWo-bodied custodian six- uieTi u/e ARP ARSFRVPni 
AN OUTBURST. pence for lieing in the same room in ' ”, OBSERVED! , 

I lUD been to the Butland Gallery which iny hat and stick repose. That {piiggeated by aotM recent tncMents in 
to SCO the Yiddish pictures. As I went is all they do. They don’t brush my theatrical competition.) 

in, an official took my stick from me hat or do anything for me. I can't As dusk fell, the streets about the 
and gave mo a number for it. give them nothing, much as I should beleaguered building began to assume 

“ Can’t I keep it ‘I " I said, for I like like to, but they can easily do nothing an even more deserted appearance, 
its support. in return. And now you flaunt this Hero and tlicro, sinister figures lurked 

llo uointoil to a notice saying that saucer of money at mo to suggest that in the shadows or crept furtively from 
the rolinquishinont of sticks and um- f should pay you. Well, 1 ’m done one hiding place to another. Every 
hrcllas was compulsory, and 1 gave it with it.” few inomonts the orange glara of a 

up. 1 suppose tlmt the idea was that Ho grow restive, as indeed ho might, searchlight from some neighbouring 
I might 1)0 a Buifragist, and desire to but kept silent. tower swept the roadway from end to 

prove my fitness for exercising the “Now look hero,” I said, “if this end. ... ' 

vote by pushing my ferrule through wore a sensibly nm country, which it Near the threatened citadol itself 
I a nituiterpioce. Anyway, I gave it up is not, but a country of stupid tolerant silonce, oppressive and ominous, pro* 

' without another word. sheep, a groat strong follow like you vailod. The long blank wall, broken 


Half an hour later I — 
camo out and, handing | 
in tho numl)or, 1 received; 
the stick. On the' 
counter was a saucor full' 
of pennies; but tliis did' 
not worry mo. I took ; 
my stick and was going. 
out when tho ex])i'eHsiuii. 
of mortification and con¬ 
tempt on tlio custodian’s 
fimo caught my oye. j 
1 went hack. “ Ijet’s ' 
havo this out,” I said. 

“ You think mo dirt for 
not giving you u tip.” 

He denied it. 

“Oil, yes, you do,” 1 
said. “ r know. Hut' 
why should you ? ” 

“ Host gentlemen give 
something,” ho sai<l. 

“ Yes,” I roplied, “ but 
why shoulil they ? Have 
you over asked youraelf 
that? Hero am J, a 


ESTATt 

FREEHOLD 


- -- --- --- —. . - ...jonly hy a small and 

V 4 , secret-looking door, over 

’ 4 j which flickered a solitary 

; turn surface to the world, 

^ m 'Vysteries witiiin. Hut 

^ I j Liiroudod form, took 

I’l'm/V.-' ''5WS shape, moved, and 

'-V'-vpassed. Whispered chal- 
A GOOD ADDHKtS. longes were heard, and 

To Harold Uiuks, Kmi., countersigns. One by 

“ The Oratige," Wimpltlon Vark, Surrey. one tho muffied figures 

Dkah Sih,— \Vu Ik'r to citll your utlunlioii to llio scuompaiiyiiig catuloguo reached in safety tlio 


A GOOD ADDHKtS. 

To Harold Hinke, Kxti., 

“ The Orange,'' Wimpltlon Vark, Surrey. 


much ratlior have had 


were admitted within the 


here more than once. Andtheu,having| wise incapable -to hunchbacks and so these menacing and secret walls? 
taken my stick against my will, you ^ forth. To hand them a penny or so Leaders of a forlorn hope to save 
ask mo to pay you rent for it. Js that, for doing nothing would not be so de- the city from some alien conqueror? 

reasonable ? ” i gnuling. Hut you-” and 1 turned No, they wera actors on their way to 

Ho had nothing to say. to go in ilisgnst. attend a rehearsal of the great elevator 

“ Are you paid any wages ? ” J asked. It was then that ho spoke. “ Ijook scene in the next Musical Bevue. 

Ho adinittm that ha was. here, guvnor,” ho said, “ if you ’re too sa=ss=i===ss! 

"And you want to Iw paid twice jolly mean to give a man twopence ^ . 

“““ why ‘lon’t you say SO? What’s the 

gamo.^ good of doliveiing a lecture on it? — lossons in Spanish convergacionanagramman,’* 

Again ho had nothing to say. which was exactly tho kind of ivtort I Adit, in •• Anto/agasta Mereurio.” 

“I am getting tired of it,” I said, expected. Ho had much better stick to Esperanto. 

“Paying money for something is no Hut none tholossi was, as usual, right. _ 


giWi iark, but paying money for noth¬ 
ing is beyond my onduranco. Every 
day 1 havo lunch at a restaurant where 
thora are no hat-pegs inside. It follows 
therofoi-o tha|. [ must leave my hat and 
stick in the cloak-room, and every day 


^ ^ . A hint from Garden Work for 

Oo^srcial OMdour. Amateurs 

From a Bombay catalogue:— ..... . .. 

- Rjjb.™ s,™.,.? L-h..,.,. r™,. 


possible.) ” 

But not likely. 


I They are very patient little fellows. 
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L’ALLEGRO IN 1913. 

{By a whole-hearted admirer of the latest 
phase ill our national drama.) 
IIkncb, ordinary i’olly, 

Of Dionysus born and Deiicml Rot 1 
Do thou presented not 
Even by Eow-nn-s (Gborok) and 
Fu-hm-m (Cirorir.v); 

Seek out some rustic stage 
Whore bumpkins still admire the 
good old wheeze 
And the sad valses.please; 

There for the ebon pit and high- 
browed gods. 

Who understand thy nods, 

Reserve these pranks that erst were 
London’s rage. 

But come, thou Nymph of the inept, 

In Paris a Bivue yclept 
^y us translated a Review), 

Whom PifSe, if the tale be true. 

With Bosh and several children more 
To undiluted Bunkum boro; 

Or whether Rhis perhaps is right) 

The soul of Bowery, taking flight, 

With coy Lutetia carried on 
In furnished rooms near Paddington, 
Chucked her chin, and cried, “ Ar Har!" 
And, linked with her by R^istrar, 
Bequeathed us ihee, an offsj^ing fair, 
Yidl^rity beyond compace. 


Haste thoo, Honey, don't forgot 
Tiglits and tootli, a brand-new sot. 
Jokes in far from dubious taste, 

And gowns not all too straitly Laced, 
Fashioned by what creators bold 
The programme hath not left half- 
told. 

Cast your bridge across the stalls 
And w'oavo no plot, because that palls. 
Como, and loose from glittering fang 
.Ml the latest New York slang. 

And, hugging closely, load with thoo 
Turkey Trot and Tango Tea; 

And, if these joys 1 rightly class. 

Oh give mo a perpetual pass 
To love thoo and to live with thoo 
And ovonnoro thy patron bo; 

To hear the Yankee accent rise 
That tears the canvas in the *' flies,” 
And see the girls display their charms. 
Not much of wit, but logs and arms; 
Whilst the coon, with lively din 
And well-pied pants, comes prancing 
in. 

Then to the spic^ nut-mode chaff 
And chunks of cinematograph. 

And turns from music-halls, but worse. 
And notes of unmelodioos verse. 

Such as, I aveen, had raised the roots 
Of tufted elms and scared the brutes; 
And Pluto’s self, if he bad heard 
So harsh laments by Orpheus stirred. 


Had changed his purpose and set free 
For comfort's sake Eiirydico. 

These things if thou canst surely do, 
Knchant mo still, sublime Review. 

Evob. 

IN A GOOD CAUSE. 

Last year Mr. Punch published an 
ap])cal from The Children's White Gross 
Ijoaguo on behalf of the sufforers from 
the Jiondon Dock Btrike. Another | 
ap{)cal now reaches him from the same 
quarter; and this time it is for the 
starving wornjDn and children of Dublin 
j that Mr. Punch's readers are asked to 
open their generous purses. Ileventures 
to recall the legend that runs beneath 
his cartoon in whioh ho asked help for 
the wives and children of the Ixmdon 
Dock Strikers: "Como, Madam,” he 
there says to Charity, "you will not 
ask whore the blame lies: you will 
only ask how best you can help.” 

Gifts should be sent to the Hon. 
Treasurer of The Children’s White 
Cross Ijoagiio, 3, Adelphi Terraco, W.C. 

S—-ss==a • • 

" Oustins the Foreigners from our Kitchens. 

A L.C.O. school for turning out Utitish Chefs.” 

, Daily Graphic. 

It really seems to bo for^turning out 
foreign chefs. , 
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THE FINANCIER. 

It itt nearly two yearn ago that 1 
began Hocculating in West African 
mines. You may romomlicr what a 
stir my entry into the financial world 
created; how Hir Isaac Tsancstein 
wont mad and shot himself; how Sir 
Kninucl Kamnolstoin wont mad and 
shot his typist; and how Sir Hoses 
Moscstcin went mad and shot his type¬ 
writer, permanently damaging the letter 
' “a.” There was panic in the City on 

1 that Fehrtinry day in 1912 when I 
i l;otiglit Jaguars and sot the market 
! rocking. 

I Iwiight Jaguars partly for the rise 
an<l partly for the thrill. Jn describing 
my speculation to yon eighteen months 
ago I find that 1 dwelt chicily on the 

1 brill jinrt; I aUeged that 1 wantcil to 
see them go up and down. It would 
have been more accurate to have said 
that I wanted to see them go up. It 
was becauso 1 was sure they were 
going up that; with the united support 
of my solicitor, my stockbroker, my 
land agent, my doctor, my amhitect 
and my vicar (most of them himd for 
the occa.sion), 1 bought hfty shares in 
the Jaguar mine of West Africa. 

When I bought Jaguars thuy were 

at 1 -1]'^. This means that. No, 

on Hcconil thoughts I won't. There 
was a time when, in the prido of my 
new knowledge, I should have insisted 
on explaining to you what it meant, 
hut I am getting hlax6 now;-besides,! 
you probably know. It is enough that 

1 liought them, and bought them on 
the distinct understanding from my 
financial adviser that hy the end of the 
month they would bo up to 2. In that 
COSO I shoultl have niiulo rather more 
than . forty pounds in'- a few days, 
simply by assembling together my 
solicitor, stockbroker, land-agent, etc., 
etc., in Ismdon, and without going to 
West Africa at all. A wonderful 
thought. 

At' the end of a month Jaguars were 
steady at 1 {>g ; and 1 ' had received 
a report from the mine to the clTcct 
that down below they wore simply 
hacking gold out ns fast as they could 
hack, and up at the- top were very 
busy rinsing and washing and sponging 
and drying it. The next month the 
situation was the samo; .Jaguars in 
Ixmdon very steady at Ij'g, Jaguar 
diggers in West Africa very steady at 
gold-digging. And at the end of the 
third month I realised not only that I 

wa, s .not going to havo any thrills nt 

all, but (even woiso) that I was not 
going to Miako any .money at all. I 
had been deceived, 

# ,!> :» * -> 

That^ was where, eighteen months 

ago, I left the story of my City life. 
A good deal has happened since then ; 
as a rosult of which I am once more 
eagerly watching the price of Jaguars. 

A month or two after I hod written 
about them Jaguars began to go down. 
They did it (as they havo done every¬ 
thing since I have known them) 
stupidly, if they hod dropped in a 
single night to 1 should at least 

have had my thrill. I should have 
sutferod in a single night the loss of 
some pounds, and I could have borne it 
dramatically ; either with the sternness 
of the silent Saxon, or else with the 
volubility of the volatile—I can’t think 
of anyberay beginning with a “ V.” But, 
alas! Jaguars never dropped at all. They 
subsided. They subsided slowly back 
to 1—so ^owly that you could hardly 
observe them going. A week later they 
were -J*, -which, of course, is practi¬ 
cally the same as 1. A month after¬ 
wards they were j{^, and it is a 
dobatahlb point whether that is less or 
more Utah Anyhow by the-time 

I had worked it out and discovered that 
it was.slightly less, they, were at 
and one hail the samo trouble all over 
again. At/{||- I loft them for a time; 
and when I next road the financial 
column thoy were at jo, which still 
seemed to Ixi . fairly near to 1. , And 
ovenAVhen at last, after many nidnths, 

I found them dbwn id f 1 was not 
scridusly alirrmed, hut felt that it was 
duo to some little local trouble (as th;it 
the manager hod fallen down the main 
shaft and was preventing the gold 
Iieing shot out pro{x:rly) and that, wlion 
the obstniction hod been removed, 
.fagiiara would go up to 1 again. 

But they didn’t. They continued to 
subside. When they had subsided to 
i 1 woke up. My dream of financial 
glory was over. 1 had lost iny money 
and my faith in the City; well, let 
them go. With an cHort I washed 
Jaguai's out of my mind. Hence¬ 
forward thoy were nothing to me. 

And then, months after, Andrew 
came on the scene. At lunch one day 
ho happened to mention that he had 
hoen talking to his broker. 

“Do you often talk to your broker?” 
I asked in admiration. It sounded so 
iiittgniiicoiit. 

“ Often.” 

” I haven’t got a broker to talk to. 
When sou next ebat to yours. J wish 
you ’ll load the conversation round to 
Jaguars and soo what he says.” 

“ Why, have you got some ? ” 

“ Yes, init they’re no good. Have a 
cigarotte, won't you? ” 

Next morning to my amaxoment 1 
got a telegram from Andrew. “Can 
get you ten shillings for Jaguars. Wire 
if you will sell, and how many.” 

It was raally a shock to me. When 

I hod asked Andrew to mention Jaguars 
to his broker it was solely in the hope 
of hearing some humorous (Dity com¬ 
ment on their futility—onebf those crisp 
jests for which the Stock Exchange is 
famous. I had no idea that his broker 
might like to buy them from me. 

1 wired back ; “ Sell fifty, quick.” 

Next day he tofd me ho had sold them. 

“That’s all right,” I said cheerfully; 

“ they 're his. lie can watph them go 
up and down. When do get my 
twenty-five pounds ? ” To save twenty- 
five- pounds from the wreck was won¬ 
derful. 

“ Not for a montli ; and of course you 
don’t deliver the shares till then.” 

“What do you mean, ‘deliver the 
shai'cs’?” 1 asked in alarm. “I haven’t 
got the gold mine here ; it’s in Africa 
or somewhere. Must I go out and- ” 

“But you’ve got a certificate for 
them.” 

My heart sank. 

“Have I?” I whispered, “flood 
lord, I wonder whore it is.” 

I went homo and looked. 1 looked 
for two days ; I searched drawers aud 
desks and letter-books and safes and 
ice-tanks and trouser-presses — eveiy 
place in which a certificate might hide. 
It was no good. I wont bock to 
Andrew. I was calm. 

".\bdut thdse'Juguars,” I said casually. 

“ 1 don’t quite understand my position. 
What havo I promised to do? -And can 
they put me in prison if I don't do it?” 

“ Yon’ve promised to sell 50 JaguaiM 
to a man called Stevens bv the middle 
of next month. That’s all.” 

“I sec,” I said, and I went home 
again. 

And T suppose you see too. I’ve 
got to sell fifty Jaguars to a man called 
Stevens by the middle of next month. 
Although I roally have fifty fully 
lUatured ones of my own, there’s 
nothing to prove it, and they are so 
suspicious in thq City that they will 
never take my bara word. So 1 shall 
have to buy fifty now Jaguars for this 
man called Stevens—and buy theta by 
the middle of next month. 

.'\nd this is why I am still eagerly 
watching the price of Jaguars. Yester¬ 
day thoy were g. 1 am hoping that 
by the middle of next month they will 
bo down to ^ again. But I find it diffi¬ 
cult to remember sometiinos which way 

1 want them to go. This afternoon, for 
instance, when 1 saw they had risen to 
] * I was quite excited for a moment; 

1 went out and bought some cigars on 
the strength of it. Then I retnemhered; 
and I came home and almost decided to 
sell the pianola. It is very confusing. 
You must see how very confusing it is. 

A. A. M.. 
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Cattdidnotlm (on teeinj her wphm'xfimxctt for the first time). “I tsevKit Hii3ur.D iiavk known you from yoch fiiotoorai'ii. 
Bkooib told mb you webb so raKiry.” 

Jieffffie's Fiancee. “No, I'm not piibttv, so T havk to try and bp. kick, and it’s hl'cti a bore. IJavk you kvkr trikd?’’ 


A SCHOOfi FOR FATHERS. 

A guoQRHTioN was thrown out tlib 
other day at the Hull Congress for 
Women Workers that training for 
parentage was badly needed, and that, 
side by side with schools for mothers, 
there should l>e similar institutions for 
their husbands, to induce the latter to 
pay more attention to tlie development 
of the coming race. We are happy to 
say that this project has already boon 
anticipated, as there exists a flourishing 
aoademy for male parents over at 
Child's llill, whore the middle-aged idea 
is taught toshoot by youthful professors. 
A glance at the following syllabus of 
Lectures for the Winter Session should 
reassure any infant who may be anxi¬ 
ous about the correct upbringing of his 
progenitor. 

FATRtCUr.AT 10 X CoUBSB. 

“The Dawn of Intelligence”—or 
“ Making Him Sit Up and Take Notice 
at 3 A.IC.,’' with Qramophono Demon¬ 
stration by Junior Members of the Staff. 


“ The Vatorgarton"—Object-lessons 
in Nature Btn% for Rudding Owners 
of Nuieorios. 

“AkIs to Conversation,” or Practice 
in the Thi-ce Ws—ripfiinij, rotten, and 
riijhto. 

“Tact and Rack-Chat,”or the Art of 
Deference to the Opinions of a Twelve- 
yoar-old— A series of Dialogues allowing 
the last-word-but-one to the Grown-up. 

“ The Problem of the Only Father," 
or “ How a Spoilt Parent Sliould Ro- 
sUuin his Whims.” 

“Pater Pan, or the Father who 
Wouldn’t Grow Up.” 

“ The Stern Papa, his Rank Balance, 
his Solemn Rlessing, and his deplorable 
Habit of Disinheriting—a Warning to 
Heavy Fatheis,” illusti-atcil hy llio 
Cinematograph. 

“The Art of being a Super-diul,” 
showing how a Father should nicognise 
himself as a Suirerfliiity in the View of 
the Rising Generation. 

We think that a term's attendance, 
even as day-pai'ents, at the Academy in 


question, with such a stimulating series 
of lectures, should produce results cal¬ 
culated to satisfy the most exacting 
filinsfamilias. 

aSBBBSSSBSSSBSR 

From an account of a speech in The 
Fife Herald : 

“Rpciaking of the fwiilluinan whoso doutk 
ho had to propo!>c, ho know that ho had Iioon 
rugunlod in Diindtw as oiio of the tiiosl wpular 
men in that city, a man who hod isiuomo 
popular ill tho exwsution of Iiis duly.” 

And this is his lewanl I 

“At Miinelicatvr, in tho profomional haiidi- 
u.ip, Harry J.aml)ert w.is in brilliant form, 
and after ncf.uunliiiK fur laitham, who con¬ 
ceded 15, defoated Biwiiio iu tho final, (>--1, 
(1-3, .5-7, «-3.” 

Jolrmncilunj Krenimj Chrimirte. 

Wait till ho meets Dedans in the. 
challenge round. ^ 

“Tliu laird Mayor of l.ondoti rotnandid tho 
aocuHod, and lUMii-tcd tho wifoanit of the i>oor 
liox."— f.iretjHMl Krepimj Kji.reis. 

The Lord Mni/or {aheayf polite). Take 
my arm, madam. ■ 
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MR. WALKER- PIONEER. 

Fi;r,r. many a poldon l»ar<l lias sun<{ 
Jtow Kai.kioh l>i'ou;>ht llio wend 
That elioei’s (and suinntiiiics liums llic 
loiifjuo). 

And scL'Vod a world-widi* need; 

Dnl not a Rtar tliivL ever sliono 
lias east onn tiny ray upon 
Oiir Mr. WaiiKkh (name of John), 

And his colossal dcod. 

For,grandly llioiigli Sir Wai.tku strove, 
And inatcliloss though his niighi, 

Tho firo ho kindled never throve, 
liacking tho fuller light; 

His best disciple could hut feel 
A need lieyond tho flint and steel; 

And WaiiKKK 'twas that rose to hu.il 
This lamentable plight. 

Yes, it was ho whoso ardent will 
Game nobly to the scratch ; 
lie whoso indomitable skill 
hivolvod, at length, tho match; 

And, as tho goodly tidings spread. 
Each earnest smokor rose and said, 

“ Blessings on Mr. Wai.kkk’h hoad; 
This is indeed a catch." 

And soon, with that groat victory won. 
For each that smoked before 
There bloomed, like flowei's beneath tho 

Ton thousand, ay, and moro, 

Who, revelling in tho greater case 
Of matchos, not to say fuzees. 

Could light up evoK in a breozo - 
That was lha greatest score. 


And we, from that surpassing start. 
Have risen to things supremo; 

For, with these growing numbers. Art 
Took ^lixturo for her thomo. 

And, greatly toiling, in tho end 
.•\roBO to many a perfect blend, 

T’ho least of which would far transcend 
Stout ItAi.KUiii's wildest dream. 

Then let us. in those happy days. 

Brood gratefully hereon. 

And, as we striko the careless blaze, 
Buflexit on him who's gone; 

Itccull to whom wo owe tho flap o, 

.\nd, in a tumult of acclaim. 

Uplift the mild but honoured namo 
Of Mr. WAI.KKU (.John). 

Bi'M-Dum. 

HIEROGLYPHIC FICTION. 

Thebe aro signs that tho increasing 
tendency of ^leople to bring actions for 
damages because their quite ordinary 
names have been mado use of in novels 
or plays is gelling on publishers' nerves. 

Something will have to bo done about 
it, and Hie only absolutely safe course 
is to dispense with names altogether. 
Surely our halfpenny press could sol 
the example, in this way: 

Orji Ftsriij.KToy. 

“TUB DAY AFTER TO-MORUOW." 

BY CYBUS PlFFRIiHEIMER. 

{Special Notice .—All the characters 
appearing in this remarkable story are 
entirely unreal and not one of the inoi- 


I dents or situations described thoroin is 
taken from life.) 

You can commence this absorbing 
serial at any time. 

Start to-day and get it over. 

This will help you: - - 
Synopsis 

of tho chief actors in this thrilling 
romance; - 

•X* Tho All Star Heroine. 

O A retired Alderman, her father. 

t A rising young airman, in love 
with ^ but suspected of munlering 

*££ A Multi-millionaire found dead 
in Chapter II. by 
# A super-detective. 

P A mysterious adventuress with 
several pasta wlm plots with 

i' Anunspeakable bounder, to ruin f. 
m A nutty young nobleman in love 
with -X", ?, and 

y A musical comedy actress who 
rosidoB with 
A Her mother, 
n AchaufTenr. 

I A lift-boy. 


“ On Saturday lost an interesting wedding 
was solemnised in the paridi church, the 

oontanding parties being Charles - and 

■Amelia- 

IA bad beginning. 
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THE SOEKOWS OF HUERTA. 

Mbxioah PBB3IDKNT. “WHAT H.4VE WE HERE?” 

Ahbbioah Eaoib. “THAT, SIB, IS ANOTHER STRONGFiY-WORDED REMONSTRANCE.’’* 

Mexican Pbbbident. “NO USE FOR IT. I HOPED IT WAS GOING TO BE AN ULTIMATUM." 

[It is anticipated Uict.a definite threat of armed intervention on the part of the Vnitod States would determine ^1 tactions in 
Mexico ta unite in the ('o.nmoa cause of national independence.] 
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SAMUEL THE SUPERCILIOUS. 

Samuei. lives at the top of Regent 
StiBet, eloso to a rather select post 
oilice. The first call I mode upon him 
was at two in the morning. " Samuel, 
old thing,” said I, “ give us a stamp.” 

It is worth while remarking that, liad 
Samuel been a-company promoter or 
a performing elephant, of neither of 
whom is it reasonable to ask a postage 
stamp at two in the morning, it would 
still have been discoui-teous on his part 
to throw my penny on the pavement. 
As 1 took pains to point out to him, ho 
was there for the very business on 
which I approached him. Stamps 
were what he had to sell, and for two 
pins I would take his ntiniher. I con¬ 
cluded with the remaik, possibly ill- 
advised, that ho was a .lock-in-uniform. 

“Bent or battered coins,” said 
Samuel, “will not be accepted.” I 
picked my penny up and brushed it 
carefully. It was an old penny, worn 
with hon(»t service, and boro the Order 
of the Ship and Lighthouse. This, as 
1 pointed out to Samuel, was a dis¬ 
tinction and not a disability. “ When 
you are old, Samuel,” I said, “I will 
write things about you to the news¬ 
papers. Your infirmities shall not 


four infirmities shall not 


escape the public eye; your unfitness 
for the Civil Service shall be duly 
advertised, and for the present just you 
leave my pennies alone.” 

It was tlien that a ^wlicoman passeil, 
so I went home and did not see Sainunl 
till the following night. This time I 
fed him with the newest and thickest 
and shiniest penny in Marylchono, 
which he promptly threw in the mud. 

“That settles it,” 1 said. “ 1 report 
you to-morrow. I should send oil the 
complaint now it only 1 could got a 
stanip out of yon. . . .” 

“ Can’t you read'? ” askoil Samuel in 
a snappy tone. “ The notice says plain 
enough that l'’m empty.” 

fiost Sunday night at half-past eleroii 
—not, 1 tliink, an unreasonable hour - - 
j I paid Samuel iny third visit, lie was 
'not looking so bright and perky asj 
I usual, so I determined to give him no 
loophole for rudeness; and, after wish¬ 
ing him a pleasant evening .and lots of 
business, I produced a painfully re¬ 
spectable penny (la ‘-0 Victorian) and 
handed it to him. 

He hit it once, and then pushed it 
hack to mo. “Come, come,” said I, 
“ you know very well there’s nothing 
the matter with it.” 


“That’s os may ho,” said Samuel 
with a sickly scowl; “ hut thera’s 
something the matter with mo. I’m 
out of order, as you might have known 
if you’d troubled to look.” 

So the victory at prosont is with 
Samuel, the slot machine. And I have 
yet lo discover whether it is my pennies 
no objects to, or myself, or if ho is 
merely touting for half-ciowns. 

But if he is malingering (as 1 strongly i 
snstx’ct, for all his symptonm of dis- i 
oilier) and happens lo l>o an insunsl | 
person umler tlio Act, lot me point I 
out to Samuel that one of the jianel i 
dfXitoi's for his district is a second | 
cousin of mine. j 

.\t the moment of writing, the weather 
is not very ajipivsciiibly colder, and wo 
therefore continue to ix'ccivo accounts 
of robins’ nests in motor-lxinncts, prim- 
roses by the river’s brim, and goose¬ 
berries on Dartmoor. But the most 
[loignant coinmuiiicatinn wo have hud 
is from a husband in Chiswick. “ 1 
wrote lo you last week to say that in my 
garden I still havo blooming violcrs, so j 
mild is the weather; iiow.I Wg lo in- | 
form you that, from Iho same cause, no : 
doubt, on Tuesday fast niy wife iregnn ' 
spring cleaning.’’ * 
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thoTO will be HO game unless they ^ui- ui>wf 

ANOTHER LAND GRIEVANCE, lucky enough to bag a Taller THE NEW CITY. , 

I AM a small landowner. Wait one snapshotter. The complete annihilation of Tam* 

moment, please, before ordering mo to . Gan such things bo in free England ? many Hall has had—-pending its rosur- 
the guillotine. 1 am also a victim of Unless all the gamekeepers are taken roction—anastonisbingeffodt'uponNew 
gamo-prcservei's. That ensures me a from their usual work and set to raising York and its poople. Boss Murphy is 
temporary reprieve, does it not? food for the poople the happy natural in such a state of collapse that he 

liOt mo state my case—which by the life of the countryside is doomed. cannot now take anything, excepting 
way has not yet been submitted to the 1 appeal to the great Gh.\kce]:,i.or, his defeat and occasionally a little bread 
Liberal, Unionist, or Ijabour land in- the Littlo Brother of the Poor, for help, and milk. On the other hand, the new 
quiries. My humble estate.---Mayor, Mr. John Mitchel, 


of throe acres is bounded on 
the north by tbo Marquis 
of Bungay, on tbo cast by 
Sir (iranvillo Toots, on the 
south and west by Ijord 
Brockstoiios. I am sur¬ 
rounded by the best game 
preserves in I'lngland. 
Cabinet Ministers are 
always doing their Iwst in 
my locality to diminish the 
dciully game plague. The 
crack of guns and the click 
of cameras are heard all day 
long. I make a small, hut 
appreciahlo, addition to my 
incomo by cliaiging w.ay- 
loavcs for Tatter snap- 
sbotters as they rush from 
one shooting party to 
another. I have spent 
much money on the cidli- 
vation of my land. Little 
patches of rye and barley 
are spread all over it, and 
it is encireleil by a ring of 
mangolds. Till this season 
I h.vo enjoyed excellent 
sport. Tlio plioasants 
0 !-ciping from the battues 
around mo congregated on 
my littlo haven of ])oaco. 
I assure you that wlion 1 
went shooting inyself it was 
necessary to carry an um¬ 
brella to shield one from 
the falling birds. 

But now, alas, those 
greedy game-kings have 
oi-cotcd foncos of wiro- 
notting twenty feet high 
around their prosorvos. 
They have taken laliourors 


.--^C 




'"W 



M 

imi 











-A-co-JU,., 


KIOATS ON THR MRXICAN DIFPICUl.TV. 
(With Variations.) 


- Mayor, Mr. John Mitchel, 
begins his term of oilico full 
of righteous entljusiasm; 
he has already instituted a 
pretty little custom of 
gathering his oflicials to¬ 
gether at the beginning of 
Iho day’s work and reading 
to them choicx) extracts from 
LoNOFEr,i,ow, Emerson, and 
EnnA Wheeueb Wilcox. 

To the English visitor 
the alteration most ap¬ 
parent is that in the con¬ 
duct of the police. “Con¬ 
stable,” said a gontlcman 
(obviously English, from 
bis foreign accent and the 
shape of bis hoots) to a 
police inspector in Maddisoii 
Square, “ will you ho good 
enough to dh'ect motolT ltli 
Street V ” For a moment or 
two tbo burly uflicial was 
overcome, and could hardly 
restrain his feelings; hut 
ultimately his better nature 
conquered, and, keeping his 
hands strictly behind liim, 
he replied courteously, 
“Sure; go right on and 
you ’ll find it between 173rd 
Street and 175th Street.” 

A touching story of the 
changed character of 
another police oflicial comes 
from the Bowery district. 
A gambling-saloon keeper 
met him one evening, and 


fProsidont \Vooub;iw Wilson and hU Foreign S.'cretary, Mr. William with a cordial wink pressed 


from the productive work of ■- 


Jknninub Butan.) 

So, liko stout CoBTSS, with sproad-oaglo oyos, 
ilo viewed tho unpaciflc; and W. Jkn. 
G-ixod at his loader with a wild surmiao. 
Chatty upon a x>aak in Darion. 


a roll of graonhocks into the 
hand of tho guardian of 
public morals. Slirinking 
back as if ho liad touched a 
viper, the policeman threw 


tilling ti)o soil and stationed them f appeal to Captain Fuktvm.vn, tho, the notes into tho gutter, tlien, drawing 
reuiul my honlera to “ hisli ” hack any Big Brother of tho Dukes, to save tho liis bludgeon, ho felled tho saloon-keeper 
pheasant which desires to pay mo a aristocracy from the consequences of to tlie ground, saying firmly but kindly 
friendly visit. My melancholy mangolds their own greed. If all fails I must as he did so, “Sonny, I'm not taking 
stand unpockod-that is good blank take to violent measures, as most politi- any.” 

vei-se, by tho way. Base gamekeepers cians seem to do nowadays. I will call in! .. ' 

taunt mo over the boundary as they go tiio aid of Mrs. Pankiiurst, the Motlior-! From a notice of the Chemical 


the Chemical 


thoir rounds. And I have arranged my in-law of the People, and arrange for a Society’s publications:— 
annqal shooting-party for next week. Suffragette demonstration on my estate. | « (^nvotsion of orthonitroamincs into 

My tailor bad promism to come. My Then,when every pheasant has tied from jCxadiasoIooxideafFnnizaaooxides).” 
bootmaker bad consoqtod to sot off a tho district, the Marquis of Bungay, Sir Tho explanation in brackets is mrhaps 
battue against his bill. All ray club Granville Toots, and fjohl Brockstones hardly necessary, but it may be wel- 
acquaintance! wnom 1 owe a debt will appeal for mercy, and I shall sternly corned by some of our more ignorant 
of hospitality will bo there. And yet reply, “Too late—too late.” readers. < =■ 
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They LAtKSH 
BEST 

WHO UMWH LAST- 
I HAvrx'T 
UUC^HEO YET. 



A 4 - 


I’liblislter (to Immurous artist who is showiiui him some “siile-splitters”). " Arr d.i.'sk iit'Monuuti MU^wiNtiS? ” 

.■liiisl. “ Veh-KR-’’ Publistier, “You do tiiuji tob amvhbmhst, I st'i*i*osi: ? ” .irM, “Oul xo ! 

Publisher. “ WELt., uitv don’t amchb mb kitiikh!" 


THR DONGO. 

A Ehymb of Rkvolt. 

(Vide Press passim.) 

I sing the deledable Domjo, 

The national dance of the Pongo, 

Who dwell on the hanks of the Congo. 

Historical, 

'Twah danced before great liiiAMrsi- 

MITUS; 

It horrified the Emperor Titus ; 

It soothed the last iioura of Rt. Vitus ; 
It was the joy of AaBii*TiNA, 

The EMFBEss-DowAaiiB or China, 
Sbhiramib, Anacbeon 
And, jnst a littlo later on, 

•Tim IjAbktn and Augustus John ; 

But not, perhaps, of Annie Swan. 
Geographical. 

It cheers the natives of Gaboon; 
Tarantulatos the mild Walloon; 

It makes the Englishman less rigid, 
The chilly Eskimo less frigid. 

And gives the boon of perfect manners 
To sons and daughters of mcat-canners. 
Therapeutic. 

It cures club-feet, arthritis, mumps. 
Expels the doldrums and the dumps; 


It dries up water on thu brain; 

It brings delusion to the sane. 

I’koHomic. 

It finds einployniont for the freak; 

It makes poor Mrs. Grundy shriek; 

It frees from their financial kinks 
Owners of unfrequented rinks, 

And causes their confiding friend: 

To thrill with liopcs of dividends; 

It fills, when other diet palls. 

The restaurants and music-halls; 

And even weans our golfing nuts 
From prattling of their drives and putts. 

Ethical. 

It shows in an engaging shapo 
The antics of the human ape; 
Inkslinging pedants it imiiola 
To search for classic pamllels; 

And very nearly, but not quite. 

Wins sympathy for Aemboth Weight. 
It spurs dilapidated satyrs 
To tear stale passions into tatters; 

It fires the measly amorist 
To tell of kisses never kissed; 

It turns the tea- or dinner-table 
Into a bounding blithering babel; 
Teaches photographers to blush 
And Hoods the press with roncid gush. 


Hovels triumpluint in the voi<l. 

Till Jloason's still small voice is 
drowned 

III billows of insensato sound, 

And Drivel, shou-r and unalloyed. 

“ \Vm worn 17S iiiiloA OAwt of Holla Ixln, nnd 
pracciKliiiB at wry kIow kiico'I, when tlia 
olliciir oil Uio look-out on tho Htoriihcod ni- 
INirlod tho pn<s(!iico of nn ioobors, which wiM 
easily avoidcf1."—(//asifaw Herald. 

stern chase is a long cliaso, and most 
of tlioso iccliorgs are undcr-ongined. 

From a local paper:— 

“Taylortold how ho concoahid liiinHolf at 
iiiKht-timc, and at an opiiurluno moiuont 
fronted tho defendant. Ifo found two rabbits 
in his iKisKCHsion. Istlcr on ho picked up 
seven Hnakes,” 

It was a kindly act, for they hod been 
bothering tho defendant a good deal. 

Mr. .\uBTEN OiiAMiiEiiLAiN on Ilonio 
Uulo: — . •, 

“ Mr. Olodstono suddenly declared his 
conversion, and tho bulk of tho Kiiberal party 
. . . found salvation, and wera baptised fay 
quodreons and platoons.”— Daili/ Teleyraph. 
The coloured gentlemen cdhiing first. 
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THE LAST SMOKE. 

“ T ir.vvE modo up iny mine],” I said. 

•• Al)iolutoly and irrevocably ? " said Francoaca. 

“ Yes, absolutely and irrevocably.” 

“ I 'in glad to hear that,” she said, “ because sometimes, 
when you 'vo merely made up your mind, you 'vo gone back 
on it, you know." 

“ What strange language is this ? ” I said. “ IIow can a 
man go back on his mind ? Minds do not lend themselves 
to that sort of thing.” 

“ Don’t they’/” sbo said. “ I know one that gives itself.” 

” Francesca,” 1 said, " we will hot quibbjo any more. 
1 want you to realise that 1 have inado up my mind to 
give up smoking.” 1 paused to watch the effect of this 
announcement. NoUiing happened. The elock wont on 
ticking. The Pekinese dog continued to snore. ' Francesca 
did not cease to sew. 

“ 1 have decided to give up smoking,” I repeated. 

“ Well,” sbo said, •' there’s nothing in that.” 

” Nothing in that ? ” I crieil. “ The whole world is in it. 
Hero am I, changing the entire coui>:o of my life, sacriiicing 
something that is very dear to ino, deciding to make myself 
extremely miserable, and you sit there doing a piece of 
absurd plain sowing and tell me there’s nothing in it. It's 
enough to make a saint sdllish.” 

“ We won’t worry about saints,” sbo sa'tl; “ they don’t 
come into the (pioslion.” 

“There you go again,”.I said ; “you refu:o to allow mo 
the least little bit of crodit.” 

“.\il I wished to point out was that this is the tenth 
lime to my certain knowledge that you 'vo decided to give 
up smoking.” 

“What of that?” I said. “ If it's u good thing to do 
you can’t do it too often. And, anyhow, the other nine 
times weren't nearly so strong and determined as this one. 
This, Francesca, is the real thing.” 

“ And that, I suppose, is why you are at this moment 
smoking a cigamlte.” 

" Francesca,” 1 said, “ you have an eagle eye. Nothing 
can escape you. I had not noticed ~1 mean, 1 lit it 
without—that is, it's my last cigarette. Yon wouldn't 
rob a man of his last cigarette, would you'/ Please look 
well at this cigarette licforo it's too late, for it is my last. 
There—it’s gone. You '11 never see it again—unless 1 
make it the last but one, and then it won't be the same, 
will it? Still, I think that's the liost way. I really do 
want you to notice the whole of my dolinilely last cigaivtte 
so that you may some day tell the children all about it.” 

“No, you don't,” said Francesca, aiid she soixod the 
cigarette box. 

“Francesca,” I said, “ I am surprised at you. Is it kind, 
is it even ladylike, to pounce upon u gentleman's cigarettes 
at the very moment when ho was about to bid them a 
last farewell?” 

“1 am defending the gentleman against himself,” she 
said. 

“ Put the gentleman doesn't want to bo defended by you. 
Ho feels that you are not acting in accordance with the 
dictates of your bettor nature; that you ’re putting yourself 
forward; that in calmer moments you ’ll bo sorry for what 
you ’re doing; that you ought to show' greater confidence in 
his strength of will; that-” 

“ You may say what you liko,” she said, “ but you ’ro not 
going to have this box.” 

“Then,” I said, “I will have your work-basket,” and I 
removed it dnd her work from her side. 

“ I was hemming a handkorchiof for you,” she said. 

“ And I was going to smoko an absolutely final cigarette 


solely to give you pleasure. Ilow can a man give up 
smoking unless ho smokes an absolutely final cigarette? ” , 
“ You 'vo done that,” she said. 

“ No,” I said, “ it was intended to bo the lost, but, when 
you refused to watch it, it became the last but one.” 

“ Wo ’ll put off the last indefinitely,’’ she said. 

“ Well,” I said, “ you can have your old work-basket 
bock, and you can ketp ray cigarette box, and I ’ll give up 
smoking—not voluntarily, but under compulsion^under 
your compulsion, remember—and whenever I feel wretched 
about it and pine for a smoko and can’t get it 1 shall put 
it all down to you.” 

“ I refuse to bo intimidated,” she said. 

“I’m not intimidating you. I’in merely tdiling you 
what kind of a happy home we ’re going' to have unless you 
give me back my cigarettes and allow me to give up 
smoking of my own free will and in my own way.” 

“Take your old cigarettes,” she said; “I’m sure I don’t 
want them. Only don’t you ever talk to mo again about 
the weakness of women.” * •• 

“Francesca,” I said, “you have done a noble action. 
Observe, 1 take one—only one-cigarette out of the box. 
I close the box and push it away, for 1 have done with it 
for over. I now light the one cigarette—puff—puff—and 
there you are. I’ve given up smoking at last, and I’ve 
done it entirely for your sake-'-becauso you did want me to 
give it up, didn’t you? You felt I was smoking too muck, 
and you couldn’t help trying to save me, could you ? And 
now you 'vo saved mo.” 

At this moment tea was announced. • 

“ Como on,” said Francesca cheerfully, “ let ’a go into the 
drawing-room and give iip afternoon tea for ever and ever, 
absolutely and finally. It's all ready.” 11. C. Ji. 


MAMMOTHS. • 

Ui* and down the high woods, up and down the low. 
Must ’a’ gone a-hunting morts of years ago; 

When the beaver whistled, when the aurochs ran. 

Must ’a’ been a-hunting when the world began. 

F’or I half remember (tusk on kingly tusk) 

J low I ’vo seen the mammoths moving through the dusk. 
Mammoths all a-marching, terrible to see. 

Through an awful oak-wood glooming ghoulishly. 

Shadows huge and hairy, as the day was done, 

Somehow 1 remember, walking one by one. 

Dulls grotesque and solemn pulling houghs in halves, 
Dunning ’ncath their Mfbthers little idiot calves. 

Lumping through the oak-swamp, vast and dim and grey, 
I have watched the mammoths pass at dusk of day; 
Through the quaking hollow, through the tree-trunks 
stark. 

Gleams of mighty ivory breaking up the dark. 

That's the way I dream it, that's the way I know. 

Must ’a’ gone a-hunting years and years ago. 

For I *ve seen the mammoths—’tisn't you that could— 
Moving like cathedrals through a dreadful wood. 


" Smoking room contains a vast number of trophies of the chose, 
including buffalo honis, cone furniture, card and occasional tables, 
rocking chair, arm chairs, carpet, rugs, skins, brass ornaments, has¬ 
socks, ferns and palms in tubs.”— Ailel.tH •‘Hast African Standard," 

Only yestenlay we followed the spoor of a hassock for some 
miles over Hampstead Heath, but at Golder’s Green the 
beast winded us, and we had to return with nothing but 
a couple of occasional tables in the bag. 
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Customer (after mmiihtingpurehate). "Bs iiiB way, uavk vou <i<jt a TiME-TAni.B 1 «'ol'1.i> ixmk at?'' 
Antique Dealer (irith air of gentle relulie). “Mot a uookiis one, Sir.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Uj) Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerhs.) 

Tiikiik i-i a “ reading without tcara,” but it is not iho 
reading of this book, ScM’s Last Expedition, publislioil in 
two volumes by Smith, Ki.dkr. The first voluino givos us 
the journals of Captain Scott; the second, the reports of tliu 
journeys of otlier ineinbcre of the Expedition. Thuro is 
courage and strength and loyalty and love shining out of tbo 
second volume no less than out of tlio first; there were gallant 
gentlemen who lived as well os gallant gentlemen who 
(lied; but it is the story of Scott, told by bimsolf, which 
will give the book a place among the great books of the 
world. That story logins in November, 1910, and cuds on 
Mai-ch 29,1912; and it is because, when you come to the 
end, you will have lived with Scott for sixteen months, 
that you will not be able to read the last pagc.s without 
tears. That Message to the Public was heart-rending 
enough when it liret came to us, but it was as the story of 
how a great hero fell that wo read it; now it is just tlio 
^e of how a dsar friend died. To have road this book 
is to have known Scott ; and, if I were asked to descrilK} 
him, 1 think I should use somo such woids as those 
which, six months before ho died, he used of the gallant 
gentleman who went with him, “ BiLn " Wilson. “ Words 
must always fail me when I talk of him," ho wrote; 
“ I believe he really is the finest character 1 ever met— 
the closer one gets to him the more there is to admire. 
Every quality is so solid and dependable. Whatever the 
matter, one knows Bill will be sound, shrewdly practical. 


intensely loyal, and quilo unselfish." That is true of 
Wilson, if Kcott says so, for ho know men; but most of it 
is also fnie of Scott bimsolf. 1 have never met a more 
beautiful character than that which is revealed unconsci¬ 
ously in these journals. His humanity, his (auirago, his 
faith, his steadfastness, above all, his simplicity, mark him 
as a man among men. It is liocausu of his simplicity that 
his last message, the last entries in his diary, his last 
letters, are of sucli undying beauty. The letter of consola¬ 
tion (and almost of a]^>ology) which, on the verge of death, 
ho wrote to Mrs. Wilson, wife of tbo man dying at his 
side, may well bo Bcott'h monument. Ho could have no 
liner. And he has raised a monument to those other gallant 
gontlomen who died- -Wilson, Oatks, Bowisiih, Evans. 
They are all drawn for us clearly by him in these pages; 
they stand out unmistakably. They too come to bo friends 
of uni's, their death is as noble and as heart-breaking. 
And there w<fro gallant gentlenion, f said, who lived —you 
may re.ad amusing stories of them. 1 ndeed, it is a wonderful 
tale of munliiuMS that these two volumes toll us. 1 put 
them down now; hut I have been for a few days in the 
company of tlio brave . . . and every hour with them bus 
made mo more proud fur those who (lied and more liuinble 
for myself. 

Few readers of Punch should at this date roquitti*nn 
introduction to Mr. Anthony Dnanh, but if such there bo 
I have here a volume of little papel-s brought together 
under the title of In Mij Study (Ni8BKT)'that will furnish 
them with an excellent occasion for making his aequaintanco. 
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Those especially who like to seo what a genial and cultivated | with intervals of the Begen^ of Georob, Fbikcb of WaiiBS, 
writer can make of a great variety of subjects will enjoy' a dozen years of the Premiership of Lord Nobtb, with the 
these scholarly trifles. It was, I think, another kind of | Marquis of Bute, Lord Bocxinohau, Lord Gbeeviu.e, and 
dean to whom our school books alw’ays used to refer as the' tlio Duke of Gbafton successivdy in high places. The period 
“ Witty Divine.” At his best, this Drake is certainly well covered by the Ministry of Lord North was perhaps the 
worthy of the epithet, though his wit is perhaps more'most disastrous in the history of "this Realm, this En^and.*' 
gentle than pungent—as indeed befits papoi-s reprinted from' The American Colonies had been stupidl;^ driven into 
The Treaaury. lie has the eye of the export for unconscious rebellion. With a mutinous army, a leaking fleet kept 
humour in others; though 1 urn not quite sure that 1 believe, manned bjr the agency of the press-gang, a starving popula- 
in the delicious quotation that ho gives from a hand-book to | tion breaking out in riot, England was, at the same time, 
oratory, which, by the omission of hrackots enclosing the at war with Fi'anco and Spain. For its guidance the 
lost three words, was mado to read: “Sir,—Having been country needed a man like Pitt; the Kino imposed upon 
a lifelong Consoivativo or Liberal, according to circum- it liord North. In place of an eagle fluttered a pigeon, 
stances.” I am afraid that this sounds almost too fortunate The only excuse for North was that he never‘sought the 
to 1)0 true. It is in a paper called “ At a Hallway post thrust upon him and was always whining confessions 
Bookstall ”; and I can imagine few raoro suitable volumes of his hopeless incapacity to fulfil its duties. That is an 
to pick up there than this—the chapters are so short that explanation that can scarcely be accepted as a justification, 
vou could master one entire before tlio attendant began to Mr. Lucas's volumes are illustrated with reproductions of 
look inhospitable. Or for five shillingH you could secure | historical portraits of men who played a part in this sod 


the chatty and enter¬ 
taining company of Mr. 
Deane for the length 
of your journey. It 
would be money well 
laid out. Not for noth- j 
ing is the paper wrap-, 









« iLLLf , 


eighteenth-century 
drama. Amongst them 
is one of John Wilkes, 
painted by John Pink. 
The memory of Wiijces 
is partly kept green by 
the lame of exceptional 
ugliness. He is here 
presented as a bright¬ 
faced, intolleotunl, 
aUndkt handsome man., 

Danial A hi-ay was 
quite the most obliging 
follow I over met, but 
also the most mis- 
I guided. Ho regarded 
marriage solely as a 
means of assisting tho 
opposite sox, ami no 
sooner did ho discover 
Tolly Kay to lie in 
trouble than he olTerod 
himself as a husband 
to got her out. Being 
I of a less impulsively 


mg IS the paper wrap-, ,1 -B qpBBSg aj l; 1 " \A exceptional 

per of the look de-| Ho is here 

of an elderly gentleman' '"jfcb!. jjll intolleotual, 

in wig and ruflles; the \ ^ almdkt handsome man., 

essajjr^ is voiy tastoblej ^ 

sonality that thoy^ro-' ^ ^ marriage soleljj as a 

In rare access of . sooner did ho discover 

lucidity and forceful-' _. Polly Kay to lie in 

ness. Georoe Ill.' —-- trouble than he olTerod 

summed up in a sent-! .. i.iunn'r civi-a vt^nrv himself as a husband 

ence tho charocior of ,« to i;ot her out. Jiexnir 

,. , , ., t Thk mas who debu-ks wrs saws solelv pbom the contests bk.ls may not , , *’ , . , . 

Ills long-time favounto | ^r.wAVS get at the fact.4, bvt he receives a rtimclcs to uib imagination. impulsively 

(because always obsc--,--'cliaritablo disposition, I 

quious) Minister, Lord North. ITo is,” said his almost wish that Poffy had survived the wedding ceremony 
Majesty, “a man compo-iod entirely of negative quali-' and lived for many years aftorwanls in order to prove to this 
ties, actuated in ovoiy instanoo l>y a desire of present impersonal and short-sighted enthusiast, and to others of his 
ease at the risk of futura dilliculty.” Mr. Hkoinalu way of thinking (including possibly Mr. AtiOEUNON Gissino), 
Lucas, capping tho King, includes him in an antithetical how much the commonsense of ordinary selfishness is to be 
portrait. “ The King,” ho writes, ” is like a conscientious preferi-od to the folly of dispassionate altruism in such a 
watoh-dog, courageous, ready to resent any sign of insult, case. There were four people involved in A Dinner of 
North may be coinpaied to a peaceful well-disposed wothor llerbe (P. V. White) : Daniel, Polly, IFcstow, her seducer, 
goaded into a reluctant inolToctivo attitude of solf-dofenoe.” and Agatha, tho beloved of Daniel. Upon Number One 
Tlieso shrewd appreciations so accurately and fully desoribo discovering the plight of Number Two it was clearly desir- 
the personages named that his two portly volumes -Lord able, as a first stop at any rate, for him to question Number 
North, 1732-1792—iosti published by Arthur Humphuevs, Throe, with a horsewhip if necessary, as to his intentions 
seem almost superfluous. Nevortholoss tho reader ondoweil before undertaking the burden of his sins and giving the 
with leisure will find himself well rewarded by devoting it go-by to Number Four. Weston't subsequent conduct 
to a close study of thorn. Steeped in knowledge of the showf -that prossuie would probably have induced him to 
Georgian epoch, Mr. Lucas has produced a work that will do the proper thing; and you may m sure tiiat Poi/y would 
have permanent value among English histories. If a fault have been happiei with a brute, who had at least wron^ 
may w hinted at, it is that so full is his wallet of biographical her at tho instance of a passion for herself, than as the ufe- 
and Critical scraps that ho is inclined to he too generous in long wife of a cold-blooded hero who married her only from 
distributing them. a sense of duty to human kind. Howevor, by the inter- 

Having read every page of both volumes, there remains vention of Ptovtdenoe and the looal sergeant of police, all 
in mv mmd marvel at the innate vitality of a nation that ended as it should; and here is an honest and happy tale of 
could Burvira nearly sixty yeara of the reign of Georob HI., 1 village life. 
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ouADiUADiA “'™ prophesying that the reign of Reports as to recruiting continue to 

^ CHARIVAKIA. the Tango will be extraordinarily short, bo disappointing, and the London 

Mb. IIabby Laudeb is to receive, for it is being discovered that this dance General Oinnihus Company is still 
from a Glasgow music-hall a salary of is not necessarily improper. searching fur a satisfactory life-guard. 

£1,125 a week. Wo shall not bo sur- 

prised if this loads to an agitation There is evidently still a considerable There is no pleasing some people. A 
among the admirers ut Mr. Lloyd amount of ignorance in ttio minds of dignified old gentloman of our acipiaint- 
Geokue in favour of Ids stipend being most persons as to the correct form of anco collided with a tram-car the other 
raised to enable the CHANCicriLOB to Tango. A friend of ours who, tiiough day, and was thrown oil' by its cow- 
rosist a tcmijtation which - - -——-- -- - catclicr. lie flow into a 

must bo very appealing to a T-n RDinuTPM cnnTn&i i | temper, and declared that 

comparatively poor man. I TO BRIGHTEN FOOTBALL. ' ho would fur rather have 

{Aj,i,rriniate >1,-signs for gmil anile,>-itume(/goalhce 2 >cr.) biion rim over than cluickoil 


must bo very appealing to a 
comparatively iioor man. I 


catcher. He ilew into a 
tcmjior, and declared that ] 
ho would fur rather have 
been run over than cliiickcd 
aside like a piece of dirt. 




‘ t'ollIVmiANS.’’ 




Said Mr.*IiLovD GnoiiaK j . aside like a piece of dirt, 

at Middlesbrough, “ I am; =■ 

confining myself to the! -- - , . ■ ■■-■-— =1 An account, in The. 

land.” Wo nnist be thank-1 — • Uitckinijham fJj-priis, of a 

fill for small mercies.; ^ H Pro jjf r 1 1 till f IB ^ football match winds up 

Fortunately Mj. Winston ft I ^ \ with the following words. — 

CiiuiKmiLii won’t let him IjotJ ft “The goal-kcoiier stood in 

have the sea. l lPlIll i llltoi CDiiimanding aUitiidoiii the 

thought fill person, a] was .lulius tkesar, when 

groat admirer of Lord . ^ that famous Roman eom- 

Ukewk, wiitos to suggest ’ —--.i*-— • urniSHri—— - - manded the waves to fall 

that Mr. CHtiiiciiir.rj was “toiiivmi.\Ns. ’ b.ick. That kind of busi- 

guilty of a gravo error in ^ > : ness didn't stop the ball, 

allowing The. Jimpress of _r~ ^ tliough.” I'lvcn the ball 

liulia to be sliot at and . know lietlcr. 

Tlio effect of this in oiir n ” - Criticism of our music- 

great Raslern dependency! J+-.-4 -Fff ■l-, / i *'*’'^*’* shows no signs of 

will, ho declares, ho y| I-3 ff ■' lH V iab.ating. A contemporary 

de]>lurablo. /I iil E ^ 'X has now taken exception 

TT/r, vmt li ffimiWv i SVE i™ rf^; to » pariulo of corset models 

Mr. Alan OsTi.Kn has •pX’’ S T ^ lil : 1"' | iMi! which is a feature of one of 

been trj’ing to discover the' JL ^ -V thorn. If this p.arudo is 

source whence the M.ad -'-•--••■MBHWlt- - —■■ —— anything like an illustrated 

Mullah obtains his arms. ' “Vn.i.A.” advertisomont of ladies’ 

Boiiie, he iinds, are taken underclothing published by 

from the friendly tribes who our contemporary in tho 

are supplied by us with /"MuT i same issue as the corn- 

rifles. As tax-payers wo ni^wn plaint, it certainly ought to 

would suggest that in future V""*" "* ^ W" l£n£i~iiJ”iL|i^J ho stop^icd. ... 

tho War Office should place | i I * 

on each of those a distinctly- I a 1 suggested 

printed label “Not to be a £, I ■ 4^ 1 B *’*'“*’’ "'**'** "■ 

Taken.” i . kj O ' 1 relief of traffic congestion 

* ''' I jim TO '' i IwFIiMi'i >•> “low and heavy 

Now that a pioccdcnt has I td-l > wilwUiP’’ 'vehicles should bo allowed 

Ircon mode, it is anticipated ^ W ^ p. 1. - 1 in tho streets at night only. 

that many London boroughs _ ^ ^ L After all, poraoris living 

will in the future choose men on tho main thoroughfares 

of colour for their Mayora, I “lloTsrcii.’’ could, wo suppose, if no- 

seeing that they show tho — -. . .. - ecssary, go to Iwrl during 

dirt so far loss than tho white kind — , ho hud had no time to tako lessons in tho daytime instoiul of ut night, 
which is quite a consideration in a city' the new dunce, yet liked to bo in the 

like ours. movement, wontthrough hiscallisthonic Among recent arrivals at tho Zoo 

* exorcises in tho ball-room, tho other there is, it you ploaso, a “ Lion-faced 


“ V1I.I.A.’ 


* lloTSI'Cll." 


An account, in 'The. 
I Hm-k iiiijhnm Express, of a 
football match winds up 
with tho following words.— 
“Tho goal-kcejier stood in 
commanding attitude in tho 
Centro of tho goal as if he 
was .lulius C'a'sar, when 
that famous Roman com¬ 
manded tho waves to full 
b.ick. That kind of husi- 
; ness didn’t stop the ball, 
tiiough.” I'lvcn the bull 
know lietlcr. 

Criticism of our music- 
' halls shows no signs of 
. aliating. A contemporary 
has now taken exception 
to a pariulo of corset models 
which is a feature of one of 
them. If this p.-irudo is 
anything like an illustrated 
advertisement of ladies’ 
underclothing published by 
our contomporury in the 
same issue as the com¬ 
plaint, it certainly ought to 
be stoppled. ... ... 

It has heen suggested 
that, with a view to tho 
relief of traffic congestion 
in Jjondon, slow and heavy 
' vehicles should bo allowed 
I in tho streets at night only. 
After all, poraons living 
on tho main thoroughfares 
could, wo suppose, if no- 
- cc.isary, go to Iwil during 


Reading that Mr. Alfueo Butt hod evening, with the greatest success, 
last week “ agreed to release Mile. Gaby 

Deslys” so that she could sail for ORKKN-U()OM OOSSIP. 

America, a dear old lady remarked that the bevival of the ciiuius; 
she had no idea that tho impudent bhaw’h new flavs.” 

little baggage hod been sent to prison, _ jMily Kxiness. 


Ape.” U]i to tho present tho nows 
has 1)0011 kept from tho lions, as they 
are so touchy. 

“Asked if ho would not do a lot toiu^or 
people's mids, tho Chancellor said : ‘ Not as 
long as those people are going on like this.' “ 
* hlandarsl. 


and she hoped it would be a lesson to It started, of course, with Amlrocles long as those ^ple are going on like this.' “ 
her, ^ ^ ajid the Lion, but it seems rather a * Standard. 

* pity for Mr. Shaw to bo carrying the Anyhow, ho had Ixitter leave it to bis 

Those who know their modern young menagerie idea still further. friends the doctors. • 


VOFa exuv. 
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YViiy siioir.i) Kin' actjhh, in* tiik b'iiixss of muuui:i( coMtuTiiio.N, no Tin i:i own auvkhtibino? 

Tiik 1'uoTAOosi.sTa m J’haii.aoii Ayi> tiis Coritr Wiiir.K i.kssku mkmiikhs hf tiih <'ast, wirii tiik titi.k of thk 
MU lllT BTIlonr. TIIF. WKST-KSI> with tub now I'AINTKU on a IMtOMINKNT VAttr of Tin: VBIIKON, MliniT IIK THAINKII I'D ciikath 
l'01M’I.AIt AllVKItrihKMKNT A “ lIMll'K ” AT riOCAOII.I.V ('HUM'S AM) OTIIKJI FAVOl'KAIII.F. OKNTIIKS. 


NIGHTMARE OF THE UNDERGROUND. 

I nUKAMED a droadfiil drcain tlio otiior ni^ht; 

I (li'oanicd tliat I was on llio ITndcrgrouiul - 
Ono of tlioso mornings wlicn you havo to liito 
Tlio fog, not bolt it; horror grow around 
Such us in iiiarsliy placos nion Iiave found 
Or Amazonian forests tliick with vapours, 

Wlujro no liras gleam, hut only wandering tapirs. 

Glow’ring wo sat. But oli, not all of us; 

Tlio gangways and tho platforms at the cuds 
Wore lillctl with caroworn spirits dolorous 
Striving to find the halter that suspends. 

Who hat-like seized the shouldors of their friends. 
Staggered and reeled in Dionysic poses, ■ 

Jjit the wrong pities and tended alien no.ses. 

And many asked, when they beheld that rout.. 

What, in tho name of Styx’s ninefold rings. 

The Company's directors wera about 
Not to foresee so blank a state of things. 

And when tho Lord of Darkness stretched his wings. 
Why, for his sake, they did not put mora blooming 
Carriages on. Yes, most of us wore fuming. 

But I, I had a seat. Till suddenly 
I saw an old man silver-haired and frail; 

Not fit to take the tango’s stops was he, 

' Much less to ride on that tempestuous rail. 

Like a blown leaf he was, worn thin and pale. 

For which tho winds of Autumn chafe and chafi'or. 

So I politely rose and said, “ Old galTor, 


I Here, take iny seat.” f felt a kindly glow 

SiilTuse my cheek, 1 felt my conscience warmed 
By service to his vonerahio woe; 

[jiko a hoy-scout, his day’s good detul performed, 

I 1 turned to join tho shades that shrieked and 

sWiiriiK'd, 

I While he, the old man, like a gide-lossed petal 
Hqualted with gialeful words upon my settle. 

Bo f:ir so good. But later, when In pain, 

1 Hurled to tho door, nschoatod of my strap, 

I Miw that auti(pio hulTer disentrain, 

Tho guard saluted him ; he touched his cap. 

“ Who's that?” 1 asked him. •• Who is that old 
chap ? ” 

“Ono of tho Boai'd,” ho said. ... 1 howled with 
sorrow- - 

And woke, perspiring, to the mist-veiled morrow. 

__ I'iVOB. 

Our readers may rememhor that wo called attention a little 
while ago to the alleged visit of Aviator Dancoukt and 
Passenger Roux to Belfast on their way fpm Paris to 
Cairo. The Cork Conxlitulion, in announcing their arrival 
at Bukharcst, heads its paragraph “Capk toCaibo FniaiiT.” 
Aviator Dancoukt’s generosity in showing Passenger Roux 
all these interesting towns not strictly on tho lino of flight 
cannot be too highly praised. 

- » , 

" Imitations of luMunTAUTV.—Uy William WonlsworUi.” 

Timex Ijileretry ISitjiplmnenl. • 

So far Wordsworth’s imitation of it looks almost like tho 
real thing. * 
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, may occur to individual tastes. Tho the space that separated ns diminished. 

TrlE S.P.H.G. hoax is taboo, and tho vulgar We could see our victim vainly rooking 

Evkry sincora and conscientious practical joke is actively discouraged, his brains to try to remember who on 
attempt to increase tho gaiety of Anymomlier.forinstanco, who balances earth the strange couple could be who 
nations must merit tlio respect that a wet sponge above his hostess’s bed- seemed to know him so well, whom he 
all genuine philanthropic effort evokes, room door, lines an uncle’s hat with did not recollect evor having previously 
Tlio man who can make two smiles mustard, or gratuitously rings a fire laid eyes on. He must finally have 
grow where one grew before is rightly alarm, is at once requested to resign, come to the conclusion that he had 
entitled to be regarded as a public But almost every docent practical joke probably made our acquaintance on 
benefactor, and to laixtl my cousin of any importance and originality sue- ^ard ship or in some Swiss hotel, and 
George Biffin a drone, simply because cussfully perpetrated during the last that his memory had play^ him false, 
ho is under no necessity to work for a few years has been planned at the for by tho time he was within ten 
living, would bo as unjust as it is headquai-tors and carried out under!yards of us he hod made up his mind 
obviously discourteous. It may, indeed, the auspices of tho S.P.H.G. |to do what was apparently expect^ 

bo safely asserted that in tho- —-of him, and his face lit up 

course of a brief and appar- . ^ polite but somewhat 

ently otiose existence Cousin | ;!|i 11 f.pi -< nervous grin of recognition. 

George 1ms dono more than , j | i'll lit liji, i ^ This was, of course, thh 

most of his contemporaries "''il'iiy iil i iKf'''< 1 1^11 11 ' signal for George and mo to 

to augment tho sum of human >.111! ' Wr It I Ml" ' ' jj|' assume a loqk of frigid hos- 

happineas. As tho result of j’l jl 1 M /l v l| I' I i , tility, and, glaring ferociously 

his pOTsistent labours, light IM ' 'l J_ Jcnn |i|| li at the unfortunate man, as 

and laughter have invaded |j ^ .i j I though indignant at his im- 

many of the earth’s darkest i.i. i, L. L|'. || ■ L' l! pertinence,- we passed him 

and most desolate places, ! Ill' I' llffflf i rill] I i coldlyby. It was pathetic to 

while innumerable lost and r' '' ' watch our victim’s genial 

broken souls have found fresh t:< > 'i i iJ i i''|l[ IJijH smile fi-oeze upon his lips; 

comfort and courage in tho .n !| il'lllii.', I|j j[ij and, when be looked round 
contemplation of bis face- I' f ^ ' "I Vi |f ( and saw us smiling at some- 

tious activities. M'illi'j 'li' '| j I Ione further up the street, he 

It is now some ten years 1 j -* seemed iuhlined to kick him- 

since George was inspired |' j , f" ' self with annoyance, 

with the brilliant notion of | I j i .'rT George and I repeated 

forming what he called a , j - '-1 process with different. 

Society for tho Promotion of , strangers until wo reached 

Human Gaiety, and it would .. Ti-afalgar Square, buoyed up 

bo no idle boast to claim that I 'i. ^ j ■; tho while with tho conscious- 

during tho wholo of this ^I, • ness that we were supplying 

happy decade tho Society has ' '' victims with 

fully earned the title so folicit- V ' |,;l I''fl ■' stories to toll to their wives 

ously conferred up<m it by . li'n ' i' when they reached homo, and 

my cousin at its inception. thus infusing gaiety and 

Like all successful institu- ’ '■> '' i' ■ * colour into many an other- 

tions tho S.P.H.G. (to give it ' \ ' /^ i ' I wise di-ab and dieary house-' 

its popular name) is con- j ' /■/'/fill 

trolled by a small and select / ' ' V / ^ strong gale was blowing 

committee, of whicli I am / ^ round the base of Nelson’s 

the Manasins Socrotarv. ... . Column, and. os wo stationed 

while my cousin is tho Vico- momkntauv helai>8k wiiilu xuvinu to btbkb uui-xn counbr. ourselves at tho breeziest 

President, and to his aged I. - ■- ..— — — —-comer of tho plinth, my 

mother have Ixxm ontnistml the duties George and I have always regarded cousin and I foresaw that wo should 
of Honorary Troa.surer. The fact that publicity os an essential concomiiant of not have long to wait before carrying 
klra. Biffin is partially blind and success, and in the crowded street we out the second part of our morning’s 
completely bedridden detracts but find tho most suitable arena for tho programme. In less than ten minutes 
little from her capacity to fulfil tho display of those mirth-provoking quali- a particularly violent gust of wind swept 
delicate financial functions associated ties which it is over our ambition to down the square and, as we had hoped, 
with her office, since, although she is cultivate and develop. It has long lifted tho hat from an old gentleman’s 
not too blind to sign cheques, she is been our custom to devote one whole head and bore it gracefully away to- 
sufficicntly bedridden to bo unable to d.vy of every week to tho claims of the wards Charing Gross. Betoro its owner 
spring across to tho bank and stop Society, and on Klonday morning last, hod time to start in pursuit I was at his 
their payment; her physical disabilities when my cousin called for me at my elbow and had placed a delaying hand 
thoreforequalify her in a peculiar degree club and we set off together down upon his shoulder, 
for tho important post to which she is Pall Mall, I was in tlio proper frame of “ What is it'/ ” ho inquired pettishly, 
annually and unanimously re-olected. mind to carry out the harmless project while the truant hat careerra modl^ 
Bi is not necessary to explain tliat that we hod already carefully discussed, across the path of approaching onim- 
tfie by-laws and regulations of tho Selecting the first innocent stranger buses. 

Society i^re all framed with one object, whom we observed approaching in the “ Excuse me,” I remarked politely, 
namely to stimulate healthy human distance, wo fixed him with a radiant “ but 1 thought I ought to tell you. 
laughter l^ any innocent means that , smile, which increased in cordiality as Your hat has blown off.” 


1 •r>?' 




'SU ^ ^ 


I 

' \ /' A 


: I' ill' 


I to do what was apparently expected 
-of him, and his face lit up 

with a polite but somewhat 
nervous grin of recognition. 

This was, of course, thb 
, signal for George and mo to 

assume a loqk of frigid hos- 
. ^ tility, and, glaring ferociously 
at the unfortunate man, as 
though indignant at his im¬ 
pertinence,- we passed him 
j coldly by. It was pathetio to 

> 11 watch our victim’s genial 

|j[ H smile fi-eeze upon his lips; 

__i/i lij and, when be looked round 

’ If f and saw us smiling at sonie- 

one further up the street, he 
i seemed inclined to kick him- 

self with annoyance. 

George and I repeated 
'~.'n process with different. 

^ strangers until wo reached 

Trafalgar Square, buoyed up 
J '; tho while with the conscious- 

!. ■ ness that we were supplying 

! ' I' our various victims with 

II ' stories to toll to their wives 

! when they reached homo, and 

I thus infusing gaiety and 

colour into many an other¬ 
wise drab and dieary house-' 
hold. 

A strong gale was blowing 
round the base of Nelson’s 
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With a mnttei'ed oath tlie old gontlo- 
niati shook me ofT, and was once more 
about to dart away in pursuit of his 
headgear when George stopped suddenly 
in front of him. ^ 

" What do you want? ” roared tlio old 
gontleinaH, by this time coinplctoly 
upset. 

“1 beg your pardon,” said George in 
his suavost tunes. “ I trust you will 
forgive, mo for montioiiing it, but 1 felt 
you would like to bo told. The fact is, 
Sir, your—your hat has blown off.” 

At this moment a gallant policeman, 
risking his life in a worthy cause, 
succored in disentangling the elusive 
topper from the mudguanl of a Na¬ 
tional Steam Car, and bore it towards 
us in a much battered but not irrepar¬ 
able condition; and if you could have 
seen the tears of joy that filled the 
eyes of hardened bus-conductors, the 
smiles that illumined the faces of weary 
bank-clerks on their way to work, os 
they listened to our old gentleman's 
views on the folly of well-meaning 
offioiousness, you would have realised 
that onr efforts had not been vain, and 
that many a human being that day 
had good cause to bless the ceaseless 
ootivitios of the Society for the Promo- 
■thm of'Human Gaiety. 


TIIH TEHllOR. 

The Su'cmkhiglon Estate to Mr. John 
Smith. 

Sirankiiiiilon Estate Office. 

Dkah Sib, —On Ixthalf of his Gi-aco 
the Duke of Swankington wo beg to 
remind you that the lease under the 
terms of which you occupy promises 
in Swank Street, W., granted hy us 
twenty-one years ago, will expire on 
September 99th next, and we have to 
state that wo shall bo happy to renew 
it on the following very reasonable 
terms, viz.: 

The rent to be increased by £1,200 
per annum. 

As you .are aware, the value of the 
premises has greatly appreciated since 
your occupancy. The now stone face 
which you have added is an improve¬ 
ment which alone justifies us in asking 
this small additional sum in rent. Your 
installation of a modernised electric 
lighting system has also added so much 
to the value of the promises that wo are 
not satisfied that we are doing ourselves 
justice in the matter. Still, as you are 
an old tenant, we should wish to treat 
you as generously as possible. 

Yours faithfully. 

The Swankinotom Estate Office. 


Mr. John Smith to the Sicankintjtcn 
Estate Office. 

Dear Sirs, -( have received your 
letter and 1 'in going to tell Liaivu 
Gkokoe. Yours faithfully, 

J. Smith. 

Telegram to “ Smith, Sirank Street, W.” 

Do nothing till you receive our 
letter.— Swankington Ehtatk Office. 

The Steankiugton Estate Office to 
Mr. John Smith. 

Sill,—Wo beg respectfully to acknow¬ 
ledge your loiter, and sincerely apologise 
to you if anything wo said therein gave 
you cause for anxiety. Having care¬ 
fully reconsidered your case, wo have 
decided not only to remit the proposed 
incron.so but to reduce your rent by 
one-half. Hoping to learn that you 
are not proceeding to take the extromo 
step indicated in your letter, we beg to 
remain, Sir, Yours respectfully. 

The Swankinqton Estate Office. 


" An unnoood cycio riao ot n muos asa 
yards is tho wondorful porfonnance acoom- 
plUhod by M. Dcrlhct at I’aris rocentl)^" 
Times of CeyUei. 

This is nothing^. Wo onc^ rode by our¬ 
selves from London to Brighton, a 
distance of more than fifty miles. 
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tho stago . . . and after a little natural 
hesitation the curtain come down. 

Behind the scenes all was conster¬ 
nation. Mr. Levinski (absolutely furi¬ 
ous) hod a hasty consultation with the 
author (also furious), in tlie course of 
which they both saw that tho h'ourth 
Act as wiittcn was now an impossi¬ 
bility. Poor Prosper, who hod almost 
immediately recovered his sanity, tram- 
hlingly suggested that Mr. Levinski 
should announce that, owing to tho 
sudden illness of Mr. Vane, tho L'ourth 
Act could not bo given. Mr. Jjevinski 
was kind enough to consider this 
suggestion not entirely stupid; his own 
idea having been (very regretfully) to 
leave out tho two parables and three 
reminiscences from India and concen¬ 
trate on the love-scone with the widow. 

“ Yes, yes,” he said. “ Your plan is 
bettor. I will say you are ill. It is 
true; you are mod. To-morrow wo 
will play it as it was written.” 

“ You can’t,” said the author gloomily. 
” The .critics won’t come till tho Fourth 
Act, and they ’ll assume that tho Third 
Act ended as it did to-night. Tire 
Fourth Act will seem all nonsense to 
them.” 

“ True. And I was so good, so much 
myself, in. that Act.”. He turned to 
Prosperi •• You—fool I" he hissed. 


” Or there’s another way,” Ircgan tho 
author. “ We might--” 

And then a gontloman in tho g.allcry 
settled it from tho front of tho curtain. 
There was nothing in the programme 
to show that tho play was in four Acts. 
“Tho Time is tho present-day and the 
Scene is in Sir Ocoffroy TbroHscH’s 
town-house,” was all it said. And the 
gentleman in the gallery, thinking it 
was all over, and Iraing pleased with 
tho play and particularly with tho 
realism of tho last moment of it, 
shouted ‘'Author!" And suddenly overy- 
body else crieil “Author! Author!" 
Tho play was ended. 

I said that this was tho story of a 
como<ly which nearly liccamo a tragedy. 
But it turned out to bo no tragedy at 
all. In tbo three .\cts to wbich Prosper 
Vane had condemned it the play 
appealed to both ciitics and public; 
for the Fourth Act (as he recognisetl 
so clearly) was unnecessary, and would 
have spoilt tho balance of it entirely. 
Beat of all, the shortening of the play 
demanded that some entertainment 
should bo jirovided in front of it, and 
this enabled Mr. Levinski to introduce 
to the public Professor Wollabollacolla 
and Princess Gollabollawolla, the fam¬ 
ous exponents of the Bongo-Bongo, 
that fascinating Central Amcan war 


dance which was soon to bo tho rage 
of society. But though, as a rosult, 
tho takings of the Box Oflico surpassed 
all Mr. liovinski's previous records, our 
friend Prosper Vane locoived no prac¬ 
tical acknowleilginent of his services. 
Jfo had to Ik) content with the hand 
and heart of tho lady who playod 
Winilred, and tho fact that Mr. fjovinski 
was good enough to attend tho wedding. 
There was, in fact, a photograph in all 
tho paiHM-s of Mr. liovinski doing it. 

_A. A. M. 

TO CYNTHIA, 

WHO MAY COMMAND HIM AMfOST 
AMYTHIMU. 

Dkak, when amid the babel, 
Baiicous and insincere, 

’riiat rules tho dinnor-tablu 
You whistler in niy ear 
With breath so sweetly hated 
Words only meant mr me, 

1 feel myself translifted 
'To realms of chivalry. 

Do you require a token 
Of such a love as mine ? 

Tho many vows I ’vo spoken 
My deeds shall underlines , 

But though, os your defender. 

My very life 1 ’ll yidd. 

One thing I wqn't surrender— 

The walnut 1 ’vo jpst peeleil. 
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l.illlf fliil (foilixi<imo]. "On! ij>uk, MtiTiirii, tiii'.uk's a i.miy HKM.iXti rfKB." 


FKUHDOM OF Till’. PKliSS. 

Thr Apo un<l I w roll! llwi wliolo of llio 
(irat luiiiiboi' Dui'snivc's, hut tifUn' lluil 
wo used to tuke outside contributions, 
only of courso wo iniulo c;ba])S pay tj 
(;ol tiioir Ibiiif's into tlio paiK’r, except 
advcrtiseinonls. Wo found wo liad to 
pay for tliorn or wo sbouldn't liavo got 
any, and a paper looks roltiui witliout 
odvortiscnionts. It was called Itiltje, 
and it caino out wbenevor wo bud 
onougb money to )>ay the printer. 
Lator oil we gut old Clarko bo's tlio 
Fourth Form master and bo milly was 
pretty decent al>ouI it —loguarauiootlie 
tiling up to ton liob, and tlieii wo could 
go to prcss on Ibo olY-clianco of selling 
enougli copies to make U]> the amount. 
Tbo Apo mronted a splendid motto 
that w&s always put at the top of tbo 
front sheet: “ NYbat tbo I.owor School 
thinks to-day tbo Sixth will tbiuk 
to-morrow." , 

IIo always put in a good deal of nows, 
of course. ■ When tbo finder Fifteen 
team playod tbo Lunatic Asylum bo 
hod an account running to at least two 
columns; and then bo used to put a 
rotten little paragraph in a corner 
called “Other Alatcbos," just giving 
tbo scores of tbo First and Second. Of 
course that made, them ratbor mad. 
Wo had any^mount of poetry, in fact 


we got so iniicb of it that we put up 
our pricos; but 1 am nut sure that wc 
got Mio best sliiir in that way, because, 
as 1 pointed out to tbo Ajie, the chaps 
that have the most nionoy aron’l always 
tbo best pouts. It doesn't follow, 1 
mean. 

Mut tbo chief object of tbo paper was 
to show up abuses, which the A{hi says 
is tiie highest mis.siun of tbo Press. 

One of tbo Ape's host ideas was bis 
series of Cbaract<>r Studies of tbo 
I’lufocts, They used to make it soil like 
hot cakes sometimos. IIo called them 
*• Tbo Man of tbo Week,” and they were 
supposed to be interviews. They were 
friglitfully clover and sarcastic, but the 
Apo is an extraordinarily brainy chap. 
Alter n time tbo prefocts baixlly' dare<l 
to touch him, bouause if ono of tboin 
licked him bo used to put in little 
snipoy paragraphs about bis hatting 
average or bis voice (if ho was in the 
choir) or tbo colour of bis hair. And 
then be often got licked again for 
ebook. 

Of course the whole thing was sup¬ 
pressed at last. That's the worst of 
this place. They can't stand bearing 
the truth. The* ^e had started a now 
column called '* IHitngs they do better 
in Other Schools.” Of coui'se ho didn’t 
‘know anything about other schools, but 
that didn’t, bother him. And in one 


number be showed up all sorts of things 
—tbo butter, which certainly bad been 
putrid for weeks, and tbo clock in the 
tower of tbo I’av. that doesn’t go, and 
a shirt of bis that was lust in tbo wash, 
and tbo electric light in tbo Gimmy, 
and tbo chimuey in the Fourth Form 
room, and the rotten supply of new 
lives bulls, and tbo beastly uncomfort- 
ablo scuts in the cba))ol. 1 think that 
numbor would probably bavo hnisbod 
ns in any case, but it also had an 
Mditorial which even I thought was a 
bit personal. 

" Of course wo don’t wish to impute 
anything," it began (tbo Apo was 
aUvays using " imputo "), “ but it is a 
coincidence that the whole of tho funds I 
of this, newspaper, amounting at tho j 
time to 3s. 5d., should have disappoared 
on tbo same day on which Mr. Sinks, 
our lato Thinl Form master, sailed for 
America." 

Tbat hnisbed it. The Apo will have j 
to try to think of something else. 

From a Baboo letter received from I 
an applicant who was selected for the 
Police Training School:—■ 

“Your honour is, I may aay, the Hen of 
Benevolence. If your honour will oonseut to i 
continue to ait upon this poor egg. there is 
great hope that it will batch into efficient 
police-ofiicer." 
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BRANDY. 

(A hill-man.) 

Gni/.xLKD and sliif with liis oighb Do- 
ceinhera 

The old dog hohhlcs acims tho yard, 
Eyes blood-shotttcn and ivd asonibors, 
Goat worn thin and a face l)o-8carred; 
Poor old bandy dog, poor old Brandy 
dog, 

liHill of battles and fights fought hard. 

Time to sit in tho cosy Ingle? 

Time to curl on tho roc-skin mat ? 
Where tho warrior dreams shall uiinglo 
Fox and ottor and mountain-cat ? 
Tom eai-s cock to thorn, grim jaws lock 
to them 

(Devil a doubt—you’d say—of that!). 

“ Passed your best,” so ths ci-itic said 
it, 

” Bit too old for the hill," said he; 

” liked the looks of you ” (to his credit. 
Captious Sassenach though he Ire); 
That^s bis say of it, that's the w’ay 
of it? 

Let him climb to tho cairns and 


Cairns and crags whero tho snow-ilako 
flurries. 

Coigns whero the groat hill-foxes grin, 

Hostiio caves of a hundred worrit»A— 

Tako tho terriers, hide tlioni in; 

fithoand littlodogs, keen and kittlcdugs, 

Two twin devils (hat thrust and pin I 

Hark,they’re up to him, hotanddrmlly 

(Hark, and liear it, and liold your 
hroath); 

Yards bolow how the light roars re«lly— 

Gallant Bosom and littlo Both; 

Hark the noise of ’em, hark tiio joys of 
’em. 

Battle, murder and sudden death ! 

Beat, tliough out again, bristling, 
bleeding, 

I.rf3st him somehow (your young 'uiik 
can): 

Pick them up, they shall prove tlieir 
breeding 

Yet with many a cateran; 

*' Now, old pup, to him! in, and up to 
him I 

Lou in. Brandy! leu in, old man! ” 

Mute and murderous, in ho bustles; 

Never a whimper leasts he’s found; 


Only an ccrio wind tliat rustlos. 

Moans and moils as tho flasks go 
round; 

Dark and cliill it is, on tho hill it is. 
Yes, hut tiio old dog’s still to ground I 

’f * 

Out at last crawls tho grim old savage, 
lied as ribbons from crest to pitd; 
Ono hill-rohber no more shall ravage— 
J fad tho Ijrush of him, eli, old lad ? 
Ijord, no fears o’ you, eight hard years 
o’ you: 

Wouldn’t ’a’ left him ’less you hud I 

Gri/.Kle<1 and stiff with his long Do- 
cemhers, 

Tho old dog hirplos adown tho hill. 
Eyes blood-sbollon and nxl as embers. 
Humbling y<!t of tho grip and kill; 
Poor old Brandy dog, poor old handy 
dog. 

Worth tho pick of tho young ’uns still! 

“ PricKt wanted January or citrlicr, tfaronxh 
preferment. £180—ilXX). Qradualo, 
active, good clear voice. Married if poHHiblr.” 

jidvt, in ** ChunJi Times." 

For a single man we jtro afraid it is not 
possible. , 
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THE HAT-HUNTER. 

Dkaii Mil. 1'Iditou, - -T know yon 
litiifli. TIicko facts <1(> r.ot OHCupo iiic. 
1 liaro even itna^inccl your ■loitif' it to 
rliymo and l)i'in»ing tiiu matter to a 
logical conclimion by amplifying your 
name into Mr. Punclicon. 1 also know 
lliat you do it KometinuH at the Inner 
Tornplo Hall, and liavo actually seen 
ytiii informing a bored and apatlietic 
clerk at tlio pay desk what you have 
eaten (this hetwecii you and him, in 

the strictest eonlidenee).- 

Possibly your roa<lors also 
luncli; Imt they do not all 
perform that feat in that 
JIall. It is therefore neces¬ 
sary for mo to explain that 
Templars who arrive in 
lulls and reinovo them fur 
luncheon purposes place 
them on n side table, unless 
they avo lucky enough lo 
secure one of the few pegs, O 

Among these said Templars 13. 

are, as often as not, myself 
and my friend Carr. 

Any man ran lunch, hut 
it takes a genius to select 
his hat afterwards from a 
mass of some hundreds, the 
names of which, if they are 
there, it is next to impossible 
lo retul. CeniuH is a matter A 
of instinct, and it is an 
instinct which all of us at 
tho Temple, except Carr, 
possess. When ho began 
the lunching habit, ho used 
to manage tlio hat selection 
all right, because he care- 
fully chose his spot to begin 
with, sat firmly opposite it ' 

to go on with, and fur tho 
rest concentnited his atten¬ 
tion on it till tho end, to 
tho exclusion of a considered 
ordering and a projier enjoy- . 

mont of his victuals. When j 

wo used lo talk to him in— - 
those days, wc never got his undivided 
attention. I of all his fellow-lunchors 
was tho first to distract him. 1 engaged 
him in conversation on this very sub¬ 
ject of hats and he became so engrossed 
111 describing his method of idontifica- 
I tioii that he forgot to carry it out. It 
was only by thinking backwanis, by 
reminding himself of tho site of bis 
past meal and looking inside every bat 
that could possibly bo said to be 
opposite that site, that bo over found 
it again. 

.'JKiat event alarmed Carr. Ho posi¬ 
tively refused for a while to speak to 
any of us> between the dofling and the 
donning of bis h^t. We took exception 
to this an(\ for a few days bo lunched 


with bis bat on. But some casual one to find both the bats, since ho had 
person, noting the fact, chaiTed him soon to it when bo came in that both 
about it. “ Hallo, old man! are things were together. * 

ns busy with you as all that ? ” Carr The other day bo nearly bad an acci- 
is very sensitive. The bare suspicion dent. He informed Baxter, just before 
of his deliberately keeping his hat on tho decisive moment, that be was do¬ 
te identify himself with tho brisker ponding on him, for Baxter can, be 
practices and to suggest tho inforence says, always find bis own hat on the 
that be could only just snatch timo for unconscious impulse of tho moment, 
lunch and iiono for removing bats, was But tho responsibility of having to find 
repugnant to him. Ho gave up trying two hats unmanned even B.axter, and 
to avoid tho problem and returned to as the two stood or fell together there 
his effort to solve it. must havo been a double disaster but 

--— t-for a bit of luek. “ Ah I" 

^ tliose bat-owners who did 

“So, niiturjlists observe, a Ilea . not know the scrupulous 

HaUi smnllcr fleas (hat oii him prey. and conscientious nature of 

And these havo gmallor still to bito eiii, « . ..ivnn (rrniinri for 

And BO proceed ad infinitum."-Swin'. f K>von (?rouna tor 

r t* n tr * consiucrsiuiB ckTixictN's Ali 

r»ITRD KiKCiUOM C. TTl.8TKn. __ r I.I™ 

uRf.Asi>. I). CATiiomc Ulstkb. I Jfljn later, 

----moving across King s Bench 

Ho resorted to a numlicr of different | Walk bare-headed and slightly damped 
devices. He would arrange a series of | by tho rain. Ho greeted mo with the 
other people’s bats upside down and'remark, “My woret fears are realised 
place Ills own in tboir midst upside at last!” 

up. 1 le would reverse tho process. As be told me this, I felt glad that I, 
This failing by reason of the mutability at any rate, had secured a hat. Later 
of bats, bo resorted to the devico of invostigatiou, conducted in private, 
going without lunch. Not being able showed me that the hat I had was 
to bear that, bo tried lunching else- Carr's, Sorr^ though I am about this, 
where. Not being ahb to bear that, I am not going to tell Carr until he 
be joined us once more, adopting yet has retrieved my hat, which (I hold) he 
another system. He would wait out- has lost. Can you please (as between 
side Hall for one of us, go in with that barristers) tell me what is the law 
one, and 'stick to him through the thick bearing on the matter? Otherwise 1 
and thin of the meal, sitting on, or even shall havo to look it up, and I'bate 
leaving before his appetite was appeased, doing that, 
for the purpose of coming out with that Yours very faithfully,' 
one. By this means he left it to that Inner TEMrrMR. 


-W-t-J-ka/C 

“ So, niiturjlists observe, a flea „ 

Hath smaller fleas (hat on him prey, 

And these have gmallor still to bite 'em. 

And BO proceed ad infinitum," — Smi'r. 
'SITRD KiKCiUOM C. TTr.8TEn. 

HRr.ANu. 1). Catholic Ulstkii. 
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THE STAR TURN. 

Jamkh and I do not think very much 
of Ennyntrndo; wo find it impossiblo 
to undomtand her paronts’ enthusiasm 
for ono so small and, apparently, so 
imbocile. Of course wo havo not told 
them of our perplexity, but wo have 
definitely stopped tryinj' to teach tiio 
thing tricks. 

We tried very hard; and I some¬ 
times believe wo came near success. 
James and I both say that it was only 
a matter of stage fright that our 
respective tricks wouldn’t come off 
before an audience. Hut, after ail, 
Erroyntrude has no business to bo 
bothered with stage fright at her age— 
three months, or naif a year, or some 
similar ago common in babies. 

James hod wagered that ha would 

r irfect Ermyntrude in his trick before 
got her ready with mine. 

His trick was throwing envelopes 
into a waste-paper basket; mine was 
simpler but more rational; it consisted 
in her accepting my bowler hat and 
patting her head in it. Then 1 would 
take it off and she would make a sort 
of noise which passes for a laugh 


among people of Ermyntrudo’s station 
in life. 

1 could not got her quite sure of the 
laugh part, but in otiicr respects our 
mbcarsals were perhset. James says 
the same of his, but, in view of J’lrmyn- 
trudo's pcrforiiianco on the day, 1 do 
not feel quite sure of James. 

When the day came, everybody was 
thoro. Mr. and Mrs. I'lnnyiitrudo, 
Nancy—the only person who professes 
really to undonstand Ermyntrude— 
.Tanies and myself, brothers of Mr. 
Ennyntrude, and, last and easily least, 
Ermyntrude. 

James won the toss and elected to 
take first knock. The waste-paper 
basket was brought and banded round; 
after inspection it was deposited in 
front of Ermyntrude. It struck me 
that James hod placed it in such a 
position that any envelope dropped must 
fall into it; hut 1 said nothing. 

Ho began with an ordinary envelope, 
that had boon through the post. 
Ermvntrude received it gravely, took 
ono look at the basket, turned to the 
right and dropped the envoiopo over the 
side of her chair. Ho plied her with 
an income-tax-i'eturn envelope; witli a 


largo maiiila at fourpenco the pocket; 
and with a stamped envelope as yet 
unoiiiployixl. Thu first two went over 
the side of the chair; tlio stamp attroctetV 
her, and sho sucked it until her parents 
summarily stopped play. James ohjocterl 
I to having his innings declared closed, 
j but was over-ruled by a huge majority. 

I After a brief interval, 1 approached 
|wi(li my bowler hat on my head. I 
smiled; Ermyntrude smiled. 1 tfjok oil 
■ the hut and showed it to her; Ermyn- 
triido hold out her hands with an 
undcratanding glance. I placed the hat 
in them with every confidence. The 
five shillings wore os good as mine. 

Without a sound, but still smiling, 
Ermyntinide ioano<1 over and dropped 
jniy hat into the waste-paper bosket. 

I Then sho laughed. 

Clause 3, rule 16 of the Stock Ex¬ 
change, according to The MmichcsUr 
(huxrdian :— 

'* Tho Coimnittoo in.ay cxim-I or Hiisp<-n<l any 
mcnihcr who may bn guilty of honourublo or 
disgiuccful conduct.” * • 

Tho golden mean lictwoon those two 
extremes is tld3 safest dn the Stock 
{Exchange. • 
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CONCERNING PHEASANTS. 

Tiikrb is noti (;oin" to bo anythin)* aliout niaiif'cl-wur/ols 
in Ihoso nnt'.is, th'>U)'h thora will bo rcinarky about other 
matters wliicii do mt, at first s!)’lit, tooin to concern 
pheasants. Jicavos, for instance. l'’.veryhody wlio goes 
out to shoot pheasants must ho jirepiircd with his little bit 
of leaf-lora. This is approximately liow it goes: ■ - 

!.■!< (hin. It’s quite extraordinary how tlie loaves hang 
on this year. Standing in covert you can't see the birds 
till they ’re right on toj) of you. | 

'2nd (hill. It’s the same all ovei- the coimtiy. T was 
shooting in Jflanksbire the day before jesterday and thuro 
was hardly a leaf olT any of t be t rocs. 

1st (Inn. It’s those mild autumns that do the mischief. 
What wo want is two or thns; nights of sharp frost and a 
gale of wind on the t )p of tluif. 

'Iiiil (hill. The wetitbor isn’t what it used to ho. 

h>l (hill. No, you're right there. 

hio miieli for leaves. Next let us take the subject of 
luncheon. It is, I think, reasonably aeciirato to say that at 
1.1.*) the thoughts of all the guns begin to turn irresistibly 
to the question of hmcheon. Are we going to lunch after 
this heat, or is there-deadly notion- to be another heat 
before wo are allowed to «l(!voto oui-selves to eating ? The 
keeper always wants just one more heat. The sportsmen 
always want to eat. A good luiudieon puts oven the worst 
shot on easy terms with himself. Itut wlnit is a gocsl 
luncheon? 1 answer without hesitation: Irish-stow is a good 
luncheon : so is hot-pot; so is beef-steak pudding nr pie. A 
really good lunch must show a lot of steatn, and the potatoes, 
whether peeled or in their jackets, must ho large. Oohl 
ham or tongue may come in as a s('eond course, hut the 
hackhono of tliu hmcheon must be hot -hot and stciiining. 
And there should ho tartlets (preferably with jam in them) 
to finish up with. It is hardly credihle how much elderly 
sportsmeii -I do not call them old, for in those days wo 
must call no man old until he is dead -how much they 
iclish jam tartlets. Jhdtered men of the worhl, who might 
he sup])Osed to have out-grown the delights of their hoy- 
hood, may ho seen munching jam tartlets with evident 
satisfaction at any shooting-hmelieon. Hy way of these 
sweets they return to a pristine simplicity of taste, and may 
ho heard, while their mouths are clogged with strawberry 
jam, telling innocent little anecdotes about shooting-hoots 
or gaitiu's, or the man who killed a rabbit and a woodcock 
with the same shot, or the special malignity of the 
pheasants in deciding to sweiTU instead of 11} ing straight 
and giving an honest jnm-cating gun a fair chance. Swerve 
in pheasants is an inexhaustible topic. 

Another by-product of u shooting-hnichoon (when it 
takes place in the kou)Kn'’s cottage) is the discussion of the 
keeper’s artistic taste. They all love to decorate their walls 
with cheap Uonnan coloiiri'd prints. Imagine a i)icturo of 
a ferociously hlnck-bcarded and ho-whiskered gentleman 
dandling on his knee a fair-huiml, hlue-oycd cliild in a 
sailor sint. In another the same or a similar gentleman is 
teaching the child liis letters. The first picture is called 
“ His Motor’s Eyes ” (the letter “ h " coming after “ t" is 
Toutonically n^Iccted) and is intended to show that 131nck- 
l)eard once iiad a beloved and hlue-eycd wife fur whom ho 
is now in mourning. The second pictuio is, perhaps, 
entitlerl “ in the Motcr’s riiice" and indicates the same 
domestic tragedy. Now in leal life, if tho keeper chanced 
to meet Blackboard, ho would call liiin '* a poor furriner,” 
and despise him accordingly. Meeting him, however, 
through tho medium of art, he is atlectod to tho very depth 
of his honostr velvctoenuioul, and learns lessons of hope and 
consohation from thq. dreadful prints. 


A GENTLEMAN OF THE HOUSE-TOP. ’ 

The light beneath tho bushel was never popular with 
tho disscminatoi's of literature, but wo have hod to wait 
tnany years for such a desperate signed appeal as the pub¬ 
lisher of a certain new work of sentiment has just put forth. 
It runs thiH, except that tho blanks represent the name of 
tho hook, and tho name of the favour-asker is at tho end: — 


“A BEaUEST. 

• -is a hook with u spell, and it has an appeal 

so tender that it is difficult to road it w'ithout tears. 
Yet there is laughter in its pages, and to tho 
despondent it contains a groat lesson on the<dittle- 
noss of losing courage. 

• — radiates a nobility of spirit which seems all 

too rare to-day, and I hope that everyone who likes 
to spi-eml tho news that a good hook* has comb into 
the world of literature will help me to make it 
known." —•>—- 


Since few persons, not oven the devisers of revues, are 
more imitative than advertising jmhlishers, wo now know 
what to expect. Something like this, for certain; — 


THIS CONCEBES TOTT BEEFLT. 

Df.au I'lnuND,—[ want you to know that I have 

just finislied reading a hook called- , an<l I cannot 

rest until you and in fact all tho world have read it too. 
It is nothing to mo that I am also :ts publisher and 
shall not do badly out of it if it succeeds. Tho solo 
reason (hat I want you to read it is that it is a pure 
and tender evangel of joy, and it will make you fool 
better. Also it will here and there make you roar 
with laughter, just as this advertisement could never 
do. Yours in all good will, NASKir.Kuur Eve. 


'J’hat is tho fairly thorough stylo which wo may count on 
very shortly seeing. But there is something more snappy 
also to ho done with a now hook that has to ho got down 
tho public's throat at any cost. Thus: - - 

HEBE, YOVI 

There 'a only oiio hook worth re.ading at this 
moment and it is called-. Now then? 

• Nrvki.eioii Ash. 


Finally there is the really unctuous:— 

HEABT TO EEABT. 

My brethren, do you want to read tho most ex¬ 
quisite and intimate story in tho world? Do you 
want to weep and smile by turns and feel as though 
you wore tho darling of tho gods, and tho heir of the 
ages, and tho pick of the basket, and tho leader of the 
modern Athens all at once? Because if you do 

I have the voi-y thing for you. It is called-; and 

1 implore you to sing its praises near and far, talk 
about it at dinner, ask for it at every bookshop and 
Ixiokstall, and generally make it boom, as I too am 
endeavouring to do. What does The Short Cham of 
liiterature say about it in his Littery Ijetter? He 
says that the author “ has, if 1 am not mistaken, pro¬ 
duced an undying classic." And how can The Short 
Cham be mistaken? So I beseech you to let the 
book do you good, make you feel all nice inside, and 
force you to force it on others. Abhiubiqb Neve. 
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AGENT TRIUMPHANT. 

Bill, and you, 'Erhert of the unknnpl heard. 

Take each a spade and delve, until the earth 
lielease. this notice of a house to let 
(Or to he sold, pe.rdie), while 1 uplift 
A lyric ptean on the proud event. 

They wora many that came to view, 

That came and that liastoiiod away ; 

For tlio toil was so palpably clay, 

And they spotted the place where the plaster peeped throii(;h. 
They saw that the woodwork was rotten. 

They saw that the banisters trembled. 

They saw that the sink was forffotten. 

They saw that the tiles of the hearths had l>ccn cheaply 
assembled. 

The ideal was their evident vision, 

And they went in their wrath and derision. 

Some of them noticed the ran^e. 

Some pulled the knobs of! the doors. 

Some put their feet through the doors. 

Some of them thought that the paint had the mango, i 
Some saw the cracks in the coiling. 

Some of them looked for the larder. 

Some said the papers wore peeling. 

Some of them felt that the mortar might well have been 
harder; 

And the house (it may bo with some reason) 

Stayed empty from season to season. 


Then, then came the greenhorn, the mug. 

The uboiit-to-he-marnod young man! 

Ho saw notliing wmng with the plan, 
lie considered the dining-i-oom “smallish i)ut snug,” 

He asked not for wash-housu or kitchen. 

Ho accepted the coal-hole with gladness. 

And lastly ho did a thing which in 
The eyes of bis bride and his mother will simply soem 
niiulncss: 

Ho bought (on my recommendation) 

This house without their approbation. 

Bill, and yon, 'Erhert, have you dinj it up. 

That hoard irhich seemed so wetlded to the soil f 
Oo, hear it tenderly to otlmr scenes, 

Chantimj the tchile a song of holy joii; 

“ /I silly ass 'as been and bought this 'oitse — 

A silly ass ‘as been and honghl this 'otise -- 
An 'opeless ass 'as bought this bloomin’ ’ouse." 


Mr. S. A. Ml'ssauini in 2'he Daily News :— 

“Thc-ro is a record Huinowhoro —I fancy it was made by the 
Into Scottish champion, J. fi. Snia—of over sovonty oonsocutiva 
losers oil the white ball, often described as ii shorr wanton wants 
of billiard skill and energy. If ho hiid b.'tcn playing now the Italo- 
8rot would have known b.Hter than do such things. Ho woigd havo 
saved his shots fur tbo moro prolific [siints raising cochineal dipped 
sphere.” 

In other words lie would have scored off the red, but it 
would never do to say so. • 














“ OEonuii, OKOnaul Savk uKt li 'h bunniko away I " 

"Au:. BiaiiT, DABLIKO; YOC KEEDS’T UK AiniAID. Don'T VO«t ShH 1 'm «;KTTI\-U DOWS TO IIKLU YOU?" 


OUR BOOKiNQ-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It IB strange, after so long an intci’val, to bo shown once 
again the cruel and grotesque beauties of Mr. Hauuy'h 
world. In this collection of stories, A Changed Man 
(MACMintiAN), I have rocoivod the impression of life 
isolated and remote, sometimes sharply unreal, sometimes 
almost naively anTtngod for unliappiness, always arresting 
and provocative—that world that was, it sooined, finally 
closed with the tragic histoiy of Jude the Obscure. The 
life that Mr. Uabdy reveals has in it some of the unsuspi¬ 
cious credulity of a child. There are here old wives’ tales 
about dukes and corpses, graves at the cross-roads, fair and 
unfaithful wives, that have alxiut them a strangely simple 
trust and confidence. By kitchen fires on Bgdon Heath 
such tales have for many years licon told, and the grand 
reality of rocks and moor beyond the lighted windows gives 
the Duke and Alicia and the Dainjnuiid a spectral contrast 
that causes the narrator, in the full flood of his story, to fling 
a glance over his shoulder. “ Tlie Grave by the Ilaiidpost,” 
“ What the Shepherd Saw," “ The Duke’s Keappcarance,’’ 
betray this same glance. On Bgdoii, by night or day, 
anything may occur, and hero, in these pages, wild desolation 
and primitive history have their overwhelming efTect. It 
is finally the simplicity that remains; and, as always in 
Mr. Hardy’s world, it is a simplicity that is huge and 
tragio but never artificial nor self-conscious. These tales 
were there before Mr. Hardy, and they of themselves chose 
him as their interpreter to the world; and very wise they 
were. 

It is not often that the public-school novel (as opposed 
to the school story) has an original central idea. As a rule 
the author is content to take a small boy without any 
particular characteristics to distinguish him from other 
small boys, and describe his life at whatever public school 
he, the author, happens to know best. kir. Chardrs 
TuRiiESY, in his latest work, .4 Baiul of Brothers (Hrine- 


mann), has been more ambitious. Ho has hit on the 
excellent idea of making his hero the last of a siqier-athletio 
family. Mr. liumhold hiul been a member of “ one of the 
best elevens Granby over had,’’ and four of his sons hod 
established such a ItumMd tnulition at the school that, 
when Joe, the youngest, wont tiiuro and began to show a 
disposition to bo head of his form instead of a marvel at 
football, there was something more than mere consternation 
in the family; and only the discovery that this black sheep 
had the maiEings of an excellent long-distance runner pre¬ 
vented Mr. liumbold from taking him away from Granby 
in disgrace. Eventually Joe displayed other gifts, so that 
on the last page wo find him receiving from his father the 
following compliment: "I’m afraid you will never ^et a 
Blue at Oxford, hut all the same it may Im) worth while to 
send you there.’’ To my mind, the liest thing in an admir¬ 
able book is the subtlety with which the charactera of the 
four groat brothers are drawn. They appear but seldom, 
yet it is quite ca.sy to see that Pads is a thoroughly good 
sort, that Bingo has the worat kind of swelled heiwl, and 
that Miji ami Jumj.y are so magnificent that they can 
hardly Ix) trcnto<l as human beings at all. If Mr. Turdky 
has a fault (which is very doubtful), it is that bo is apt to 
allow his sense of caricature to run away with him. But, 
after all, it is not a serious fault, and it is certainly one of 
which other school story-writers with a sense of humour 
have been guilty. It should bo unnecessary to add—but I 
do it for the benefit of any curious reader who does not know 
this best of suhool-chroniclcrs —that the Jtiffnhald portraits 
come straight out of Mr. 'i'uiti.Kv’s own head, and are not 
drawn from the members of any well-known athletic family. 

After begging Mr. Kdkn Phidt.potts to come out of his 
groove I should indeed bo an ingrato if I did not thunk him 
for the leap he makes in his now book. The Joy youth 
(Chapman and Haul) ; for he has left his Dartmoor rustics 
and landed rather plumpingly upoy people qf lineage and 
inherited traditions. Devonshire is still the background of 
his story, but it is only the background; the salient events 
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Imvo Italy for thoir iinmodiato setting'. Hero tho author ! confess to having entertained an unworthy suspicion 
finds scope for much instruction and entertainment, but (unworthy in one who admires Mr. Caikk’b work as 1 do^ 
the erudition of tho painter, lierlram DamjerJield, is over- tliat the unlanientod Swift was going not to be dead after 
emphasised. His rival. Sir lialc(jh Vane, Jtart., talked—, all. But tho real blow was something both more original 
and was doubtless meant to talk —like a prig, but JMngcr-' and more human. 1 don’t think you would over guess it. 

fieUl'n long-windcdness was often boring, and this could - 

scarcely have hccu intended. I.ovcihiy Mert m, however, I turned with tho greatest excitement to hear The Truth 
was charmed by his convei’salion. liociil inlluenccs may uhonl Camilla (IIkinemann), for all that I knew previously 
liavo had soinctliing to do with this, for no sooner had about any lady of tliat namo was oomprised in tho last 
she reached b'lorenco, wliere he had a stiuliu, than slio firtcen linos of tho seventh book of tho.^’»rid; but from 
fell a victim to tlm spell of that hewitehing city, and that brief account I had gathered that she was an extremely 
came to tho conclusion (hat she had only just begun to interesting, able and active young person. As a matter of 
live. Meanwhile Sir Ualrijh, whom she was originally fact, the triumphs of Miss Gkutrudk IlAni/s heroine lay 
engaged to marry, rcinaiued at home and wrote letters to in a difTcrent held and at a dillcront date fronl those of 
her, in which ho announced that “I’roviflence, in Whom I 'J'lirnus' Amnxonian aide-de-camp, but none tho loss she 
trust absolutely, will order things for the Lost fioin a diil not lielio my hopes, an<l hardly-fur a moment of her 
standpoint veiled in clouds bi-yond tho mind of man to c.ir.vr between tho ages of nine and fifty did I weary of her 
roach,” and similar things, lieloro 1 was half through tho exploits, b’airly sure from tho beginning that she was tho 
hook 1 know'that the baronet wouhl never marry Loirday daughter of Count Mari, and not of his stew’aid, I was 


if Mr. rniiinro’iTKcould help 

it. For ho deliberately mars r i 

his story in order to be unfair j 

to tho type. To make an' , , --I ■ _ 

Aunt Sally out of an aristo- yy|' — 

oral is too cheap an amuse- t.' JmS .*,»■ • -- 

ment for a novelist of his ' j ! 

ability. Ncvorlbcless, when j | ' ' ^ ^ ' 

all my complaints have been 111 ' 

made. The Joy of youth re- , A 

mains a pleasant guide to " i' U 

the treasures of Florence, and >^(' ‘ - > 

to tho heart of a peculiarly fl 

attraclive girl. '' Jj | ^'^’1 

When a story with a title ■' -A -' ' 

Who The Irresixtible Intruder 'i.' 5 TV- 
(liANKjbeginswiththeoxpect- 
od visit of a small boy to some 
quiet ])coplo in the country, 

and thoir fears that ho is go- ^ ' 

ing to prove an unmitigated _I”.. 

nuisance, you may lie pretty. — 

safe in assuming that he will ... 

lum 0.1 to .bo of ii,o 


/s . Ill 


kind. Which of course is^ ifouseMiler. “W’ki.i,, no I r.ooK ukr a fairy imunck?” | moves in many circles dur- 
wbat hap^ienod. Publius, im - — - . _ — - - ing her varied career—in the- 

homclyand freckled but allogether lovable little guest of tho humble homo of her youth, amidst tho entourage of the 
Fennels, has not ontorcil the story for ton minutes before famous American novelist, Mrs. Northmere, in tho glittering 
his instant subjugation of his host is followed by that of tho world of Monte Carlo, and behind the scones at the opera— 
roiuler. But it is nut till later that you will relish the full but in all of them with a light-footed agility almost rivalling 
signilicanco of the book's title, and see that Publius was that of her Volscian namesake, self-possessed, adequate and 
not tho only irresistible boy whoso arrival sot a peaceful triumphantly facing tho buffets of tho world. I ought to 
neighbourhood by tho heels. Another, not carrying a straw- add that Miss Geutrudk IIall made mo feel as if 1 hod- 
hat and a Gliulstono bag, but a pair of wings and a bow- witnosseil all those scenes and met all these people myself, 
and-arrows, was certainly present upon tho station platform and since I have not for a long time post come across a 
when Publius inti-oduced Jlill Fennel to Mrs. Swift, bis more vivid personality in fiction than that of Camilla I 
travelling companion. Mr. Wh.liam Caine has in short have every hope that tho crowd of readers will overlook 
written a love-story, and as captivating a one as I remember her numerous peccadillos and follow the rapid flight of her 
to have read t^is gi^t while. Jo.in Swift was a v'oungish daring fortunes, as I did, attonitis inhians animis. 

widow, pretty, appealing and moderately'well off, \vho hiul . —. . 

come to Berwick Flvias to lodge in tho cottage of an old Xhe Uartyr’a Vay. 

nurse. Naturally, JiUl Fennel, who was the middle-aging jf j.o„ ,voul<l climb to Pabnell's throne, 

squire of tho place, fell in love with her at sight, the more iq-ison t,,e place to make your mark in; 

so ns there was another roinaneo matunng at tho tune m, that once was Hedmond’s own 


scarcely surprfsed at tho en- 
! gaging mixliira she showed 
1 patrician pride and good 
with a peasant’s emlur- 
simplicity. Her 
1 -1 V* I’t'auty and her bi-'sins (she 

j i U , told such faicinating lies as 

^ * believe, only possible 

' to children of the sunny 
South) raised her to tho proud 
' Xwl a position of censoii to a worn- 
W out and cynical Jlussian 
AI Hf prince; but she met the love 
],g|. ufg j,, opera singer 
~ I y^ars ber junior, with 

- - ‘ whom she would not consent 

~ {to stay lost he should tiro of 

- HIB - 1 her as she grew old. Finally,- 

. — - ! after his early death, wo 

^ ; leave her enjoying a peaceful 

moderate splendour, 

* _ — -: — I richly deserved, as a niarchcsa 

jin her native Florence. 

. There is a great deal more’ 

I than this, however. Camilla 


Jfiiusehotiter. “VYki.i,, no I 1.00K likr a fairy imunck?” 


Xhe Uartyr’a Vfay. 

If you would climb to Parnell's throne, 
Ih'ison’s the place to make your mark in; 
Till crown that once was Bedhond’b own 
Now lies upon the crest of IaARKIn. 


« j 1 • • 1 ^ • t • iV n .■ bllUU UtlCO YliX9 XXiSiUat 

betvicwi biB smtor and a «onial young neiglil)our. So tlio Now lies upon the crest of L 

four of them, and tliat jolly Vtibbus, h:ul tho tmio of their _ 

livos, till BOUielhing happened. Of com-so, it had been •• Clothes—Adv.'-riiscrw.mts to sell her son's Clothes privately.” 

bound to come, 'rhoro was an occasional air of mystory Advt. in ” Sorwood I’ress.” 

about Joan Swift tliat foredoomed it from the first. Andj Tliero will bo trouble when he finds out. 
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• 

It is denied that the Kaiseb has 
forbidden his officers to danco the 
Tango, the Ono-Step, and tlie Two- 
Step; but it is well known tliat ho 
piefoi's tlie old-fashioned Goose-Slop. 

“Mexico Teams Jump" was a heading 
which caught our e 3’0 the otlier day in 
tile financial column of The Star. This 
gives one some idea of the state of 
nerves tl^at eveiyono and everything is 
in just now over there. 

The Budapest Court of Appeal has 
sentenced an ex-member of tho Uun- 
garian Parliament to one month’s im¬ 
prisonment, ^nd two others to two 
weeks* impnsoninent, for throwing 
ink-pots at tho PnEMiRn. It is clear 
that any usurpation of tlie right of 
journalists is very jealously watched 
m Hungary. .. 

. ♦ . • • 

“It has been suggested,” said the 
Postmasteb-Genehai. at a dinner last 
week, “that, when tho Ixmdon Post- 
Oflico teleplione system ' is in full 
working order,•wo should have our 
hair cut by telcphono.” As a matter 
of fact wo have already heard people 
who declaro that they have been 
fleeced by it. 

During the official round of inspec¬ 
tion before tho opening of tho Autumn 
Salon in Paris, a study in tho nude 
by a Dutch artist was adjudged to bo 
jierilous to tho morals of Parisians, and 
the police hod it removed forthwith. 
Tho sense of relief in Paris on tho next 
day, when tho citizens-realised what a 
narro.w escape their morals had had, 
is said to defy description. 

The painting in question, wo arc 
told, was thrust into a dark cupboard. 
This sounds like the appropriate place 
for it if the cupboard was like Mother 
Hubbard’s. ,, 

if 

■ Excavations at Jericho, it transpires, 
prove that the walls of that city wore 
not destroyed to tho extent we were led 
to holiovo, and a great deal is lieing 
m.ado of this fact. For oui'solves, wo 
think it would be well to lot by-gonos 
be by-gones. - 

Free shows for the people are not so 
common that one should omit to draw 
attention to the fact that those star- 
artistes, tho Ijeonids, are now giving 
their clever vol plani performance early 
in tho morning. .. 

Preparations for amusement on a 
colossal scale, we read, are lieiiig made 


for the Panama Exhibition. One of 
the attractions is to bo a scenic repre¬ 
sentation, entitled, “Creation," baseil 
on the first chapter of Geno.sis. An 
attempt, we underetand, is to be made 
to persuade Groat Britain to lend Mr. 
Justice Eve, and France Mme. Adam, in 
connection with this show. 

With refeicnco to tho announcement 
that Mr. Skymoub Hicks will probably 
bring liroaihray Jones to the Prince of 
Wales' Theatre in January, the manager 
of tho Strand Theatre would like it to 



f iml IloHsebreahfr (rafitu/from his labours). 
“ An’ ’k bkz to hk, ‘ Why don’t ykh join 

TIIU SVHPKBTHKTIC BTaiKK? ’ *K SKZ. * YuS,' 
HKZ I, ' THAT *8 AI.L VKUY WKLt., BUT 1 001' 
TO I.IVK. T can't TAKK no IIIXIOMINU 1M8K8.' ’’ 


bo known that this friend of Mr. Hickh’ 
is not ono of “ The Joneses.” 

A' 

“I spend £14,000 a year on my 
clothes,” says Milo. Gaby Dkhi.ys in 
The Patrician. So much for tliose 
pcmons who think sho docs not wear 
enough 1 

Attontion is once more Ixiing drawn 
in tho Press to the danger of crossing 
tho road in fiondon, and u recent draw¬ 
ing by our Mr. Moitnow Icails us to 
ask the authorities seriously to consider 
whether it might not bo possiblo to 
train powerful birds to carry littlo 
children and old ladies and gontlomon 
from ono side of tho street to tho other. 


“Tlii'oe hundred and sixty mill girls 
came out on strike at Braintree 3 ’estor- 
day, and paraded tho town singing 
in rag - time.” This should suroly 
have Ixjon headrd, “Stuikkbs’ New 

WK.vros.” ... 

.•> 

••• 

During his Iweiity-throo years’ ser¬ 
vice at Ej'e, SulTolk, tho rato-colloctor, 
it is slatttl, has never had to issue a 
single summons against a ratopaj’or. 
Thoso who holtl that miracles nover 
happen nowadays would do well to 
remember this instance of a rate-col¬ 
lector golting tho universal Glad Eye. 

A statement that live animals were 
shut up ill the old hattloship Empress 
of India during the i-ocent firing 
exercises is officially denied. There 
was nut even a single roprosentativo of 
n hostile naval Power on board. Could 
liumanily go further’? 


“ SCAPE -SCAPE.” 

The lawn is all with rime embossed, 
Tbei'o miiHt have been a touch of frost 
This fair ofTuct contriving; 

Hut blue of coriillowcrs is the sou; 

Tho mui'sh is guld; it seems to mo 
Tho snipe sliould be arriving. 

The snipe's a nimble little elf; 

His bill’s as long as he himself; 

Ho dodges like the devil. 

1 take my gun and look for him 
Beside the ditch’s silent brim 
And round tho sea-girt level; 

And there the bouncing Clumber pup 
Tempestuousl}' puts him up - 
"Scape- Scajic,” bo blithely carols; 
And so be does, liofuro my eyes. 
Because I hate the way ho flies. 

And miss with both my barrels. 


" KorsalaasuIioingConccrt.—By Dinxiliuii 
ol TnisUicH. Viiluablc I.rf)aKafaold SiiwiiiR and 
TurniiiK Mills.” 

Adrt. ill " Manrhestrr Oiiartlinn." 
Wo have often licanl them ut work in 
an orchestra. 


“Alirp, do ono kwli-I thing more, bL>causo 
it 'h ClirlHtnuis innrniiig. ‘Coiai! and watch 
tliosuii'.ct round tbu curncr.’ ” 

(IranH Majasinr. 

.nice { 0,1 her return). “Aren't tho 
evenings drawing in'? ” 

“ Tell thousand! It rolls doliciniisly uimii 
tho tongue, n rich, a satisfying nuinlsir. 
I'lcttsaiit its figures arc to tho i-yo; a picturo 
of round nchiovcinc-nt i.s in lO.IXX), fivu inagio 
circles and tho upright stall that has tro^ 
thi-ni." 

‘'Krenimj S'eirs ’ ’ (in case you hadn't gSessed if). 
“ Five magic circles bo blowo'l,” said 
tho unpostical oompnsitoi! “ Ho's got 
to have four ovals and u comma, like 
the rest of ’em.” - • 
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0«r Demon Taiujnisi (to fair stranger, to whom be has just been introiliin<l). ‘‘ What's ikhn’ Wiia i- 'k hoin’ ? Wii.i. you hiioi-r? ’’ 
Fair Stranger. “How auoux numiikh kiitkkn?” Demon Tangoist. “Nothin’ doin’, noitiin’ doin’. Shout aciain.’’ 


IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS. 

(3/r. Amox,i> Whitk ami Mr. hno 
Maxhk.) 

Mr. Whitk. “This Government of 
political Gkhakih-” 

Mr. Maxsjj. “ How ilara you com¬ 
pare them to Ghiiia/.i, Sir? Gkuaki 
was merely a leper, a liar and a tliief. 
And you call yourself a Die-Hard! ’* 

Mr. Whixu. “I am a Die-Hard. I 
die hard in The. lixprcss every Monday. 
My blood will bo shed in the last ditch 
—the very last ditch. No one will die 
harder.” 

Mr. Maxsjs. “You aro not a Die-lmnl. 
You are a base, trimming mamlarin. 
Gkha:<i, indeed! Gkhaki would have 
blushed even to walk post Downing 
Street.” 

■ Mr. WntTD. “ I live in hopes of 
seeing Ananias Asquith swinging from 
a Downing Street lamp-post.” 

Mr. Maxsjs. “Your humanity. Sir, 
is that of a coward. I live, in hopes of 
seeing that disgraceful cur, whom you 
grossly flatter by comparison with 
a not wholly worthless character like 
Ananias —I say I live in hopes of 
seeing him stamped under foot by the 
herd of polluted swine ho is leading to 
a political Gehenna.” 


Mr. Wiirri:. “And lltnimi.T,, tlio 
Herod wlio (leiiiands slaughtered lieca- 
tombs of Ulster’s liabes?” 

Mr. M.ixsK. “If I am to contimio 
conversing with you, Sir, 1 will endure 
no insults to lii<uion. Hkhoo may 
have had a trifle of inhumunity, hut, at 
any rate, ho was never swayed by 
American dollai's.” 

Mr. Wuirn. “ Hut what do you think 
of CiiuHUHiLi.-Ciiuiiciiii.n, who took 
a roval salute on the high seas, thus 
prociaiming himself a traitor to King 
and country? Surely you agree witli 
me that he would lie none the worse 
for a hanging ? ” 

Mr. Maxkk. “ I disagree absolutely. 
A hanging! Wliy, many highly re¬ 
spectable men have hcen hatigcil! I 
would have him impaled over an oil-' 
furnace in one of those Dreadmnajhls 
whoso plans he has sold to Germany. 
Then, liko his fcllow-criininals, ho will! 
for once lie dabbling in oil.” ! 

Mr, Whjtjs. “And McKknna, the 
paltry, mean, squalid roblier! Should 
wo not have Ins head oiT? ” 

Mr. Ma.xsj-:. “ Sir, I percoi\o you aro 
a vile Coalitionist. Why this tender- { 
ness to traitors? These are times for 
men to speak but, not to mince their 
words. Beware of lukewarmness. As I 


fur the caitifl' you mention, I would 
iinniei'so him in a viit of boiling leeks 
and enjoy, as a patriot should, his 
coward howling.” 

Mr. ll'jiiris. “ Still, wo shall agree 
on one point. Wo cannot difTer about 
tho Marconi saint?” 

Mr. Mass!-: (yaspimj). “ I need a now 
languiign. 1 cannot speak- -1 choke. 
(('oiirerses riolcullif in Ilia deaf and 
dumb alidiahel far ten miniilea.) Now 
talk to mo of somo one pure and noble 
and disinteroded.” 

Mr. Whitj-;. “ What a comfort wo 
have Y. K. Smith •- 
Mr. Maxsj-:. “ That accursed Moder¬ 
ate ! A man who dines witli memborsof 
tho Criminal Cabinet--whoso speeches 
aro all courtesies and hunoyed compli¬ 
ments to tho traitors! ” 

Mr. W'lirn-:. “ At any rate Lord Wir.- 
nouniim m-: Biiokk- -- ” 

Mr. Ma \sii. “ ,\h ! Thci'o you have a 
man. Biiokk and myself aro tho liost 
of tho Old Guard.” 

Mr. WiuTK. " What alxiut me ? " 
Jlfr. “ Biiokk and myself 

and not another to help I Woqld there 
were one more outspoken man oT brain 
and heart. For such a onp 1 would give 
an army of mealy-mouthed Moderates.” 

. Mr. Wiurj-: (teitibj). “ Good night.” 
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ouvMiMr> ei Awr* principlo it has is a pervcrso head is a limp of lead, a pillow is 

RnYIVlINu SuANu. passion for obliquity. a weeping willow, and to sleep id tp 

“How’s the bother and gawdfers?” Wlicn an American is asked a quos- plough the deep. A certain bibulous 
1 heal'd a porter in Covent Garden ask, tion for which ho has no answer, and and quarrelsome peer was told by a 
by way of afterthought, loudly of a ho says, “Search mo,” he is emphasising cabman that ho hadn't been “first for 
friond from whom ho had just parted, in a striking and humorous way his a bubble.” It was probably only too 
“llight as rain,” was tho shouted total lack of information on that point, true; but what do you think it means ? 
reply; and I went on my way in a When ho calls a very strong whisky It moans that ho hadn't been First of 
stato of bowildermcnt us to wliat they “Tangle-foot,” he indicates its peculiar October for a bubble and squeak’. 
werb talking about. Wbat was a properties in unmistakable fashion in reduced to essentials, sober for a week, 
bother and what a gawdfer'/ I could tho briefest possihlo terms. When tho All this and more my friend.told me. 
think of notiung except possibly some same man sees a notoriously intellectual Here are some anatomical terms. The 


friend. In a higher commercial rank brow,” ho at once calls up a picture of tho noso is I suppose, this bofng one of 
they might have been gold mines. Shakkpeauk, Mr. ilAnij Caink, Sir the cases whore the whole rhyme is 
Among soldiers they would have been Oliver Loour, or some other domed always used; tho brain is tho once 
oflicers. I asked a few acquaintances, cranium associated in our minds with nj/atn, shortened to “once”; tho eye is 
but without any result, and so made a literary pursuits, llis slang is ossun- a mince, from mince pie; the hand is 
note of tho sontonco and dismissed it tially pictorial. Hut when a Londoner bag, from bag of saiul ; tho arm the 
until the man who knows should arrive, asks another after his “bother and false, horn false alarm. 9 ho oesophagus 
In course of time 1 found him. Ho gawdfei'S,” thcro may bo a certain | (so to speak) is the Derby, or Derby 
knows liecauso ho hasi. ..^- ,Kell, from one Derby 


had a varied career in I 
both hemisphei'ca, oven ^ 
to tho navigation of ' • . 
trump stcamors, and is 
able and ready to talk L y -j, 
with anyone. Conver- ^ 

sational case and natur- '^^3 

alncss in every class of 
life are pro-cminently 
his. Ho has scon some 
strange things too, in- 
eluding tho hanging of 
women, and ho lias 
swapped stories with ^ 

both Stbvenbon and 
Mark Twain. To-day 
ho is journalising in 
Ijondon; to-morrow ho 
:"“y off “gain for 
hnsco, Sydney, any- ,„p.» 
whore. That is my man.' 

“ What are a bother and a gawdfor? 
I asked him. 


}‘'4 /A 








THH JOy-TOUU, 

,SHi>er-Cargo {irith delight), "i say, tuksk cross-nauxs on ihk niAO mai* 
don't MKAN SSCONDAHY oh dad, ONI.X VKUY nCTUBBSqVn, so WS can LKT UKlt 
HIP." {They do, ns usual.) 


— Kell, from one Derby 
Kelly; tho garment 
that covers it is the 
Charlie, from Charlie 
Prescott; but who these 
. heroes wore I have not 
; discovered. A collar is 
j an Oxford, from Oxford 
\ scholar. Nothing, you 
; see, is guinoil by rhym¬ 
ing slang; no saving in 
time; and often indeed 
tho slang term is longer 
than tho real woid, as 
in tic, which is all me, 
from all me eye, and 
hat, which is this and 
that in full. 

Your feet are your 
plates, from plates of 
•meal; your lioota are 


whore. That 18 my man.' - — — --- ' yourdaisies.tiomdaisy 

“What are a bother and a gawdfor?” asinine funniness in tho remark, but roofs; your teeth are your 
I asked him, there is neither cleverness nor colour. I from a northern common; money is 

“ A wife and kid, of course,” ho said. Hu might as well have said wife and do»'f be, from don't be funny; tho 

(" Of course 1 ” Think of saying “ of kids, whereas, when Americans use a lire is tho Anna, from Maria. 

coui'so ” thcro.) slang word, it is because it is better Whisky is 7'wi so, from J’m so frisky; 

I lookcil {icrplexcd, and ho addod— than the other word. beer is pig’s ear in full; the waiter is 

“ Rhyming slang, you know. Wife is Ordinary liondon slang has few the/(of, from Aof perfofer; and so forth, 

'bother and strife.’ Kids are ‘God merits. “Nut,” for example, carries And these foolish synonyms are really 
forbids.* And then, iicconling to the no picture with it. Nor does it explain used too, us you will find out with the 

rule, tho rhyming word is eliminated itself. “ Swank ” happens to bo a good gmatcr case if (as I did) you loiter in 

and the others are tho only ones used ; ” word, but it is not dusei'iptivo. In the Dqlly, “ In tho Dollyyou ask. 
and wo settled down to discuss this Americon slang every phrase, like tho Oh, if you want any more information 
curious development of language and advertisement pictures, “ tolls a story.” lot mo give it: in tho Garden—Covent 
tho Londoner’s mania for calling Hut it wo condemn ordinary London Garden, fiom Dolly Vardan. 
nothing by its nght name. slang for its duliioss, what shall we say Diit what I want now to know is 

Some ono (said recently, when a of rhyming slang ? Only this, that tho the extent of the rhyming vocabulary 
member of the company had accused Knglishman should blush for it. Tho and the process by which new words 
America of having no pooti*}', “What silliness of it is abysmal. Look at this ara added to it. Supposing, for example, 
then is her slang ? ” And he was right, sentence ; “ So I took a flounder to the it was felt that Mr. Bernard Shaw had 
American slang is poeti-y, her poetry, pope, laid my lump on the weeping, to bo referred to in rhyming slang, 
It is descriptive, vivid and full of and did a plough.” That is quite a who would decide that no was to be 
images. But no such certificate can normal remark in any public bar. It known as, say, Holdyer, from hold yer ! 
be given to rhyming slang, which is means that the speaker went home in jaw 7 Who would invent that term | 
without any reason ali all and, after the a cab and was quickly asleep. Why 7 and how would it gain currency 7 That 
rule referred to abqvo has boon put in Because a cab is a flounder aiul dab ; question my friend could not answer, 
operation, without rhyme too. The one’s homo is tho Pojw of Home ; a Is there not some sociologist who can 7. 
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. A LAPSE IN ART. 

^27(0 photographic mile ie going out of 
famion. A aleepg look is said to be 
taking its place.) 

1 BEAD it on the printed page; 

It stood out sharp as fate, 

That that wide smile, so long the rago 
With ladies of the lighter stage, 
Is.doomed and out of date. 

Those steady lips that served to show 
Twin rows of glittering white. 

The canines well exposed, as though 
The artist meant to put below, 

“ I3o caroful, for I bite,” 

ironceforth,if what men say is truth, 
Are wholly banned and barred; 

Of all I've loved from early youth 
There will not bo a single tooth 
On any picture card. 

Mj' comrades chai'go mo not to weep; 

For, tho’ the smile bo doomed. 

In placo thereof a look of deep 
And calmly idiotic sleep 
Even now is being boomed. 

Bnt how could such a thing atono 
To my disllhicted heart ? 

'Tis worse. I do not sigh alone 
For that long smirk so tried and 
known; 

I mourn tho fall of Art. 

For lock of truth I hold a sin ' 
Of infinite degree; 

There was some colour for the grin; 
But where tho sleepy look comes in 
Is one too much for ino. 

Ni^, judging by the strenuous way 
In which these damsels make 
Their noble matches, one would say 
That, far from being sleepy, they | 
Are very wide awake. 

Dum-Dum. 


THE PENALTY OF GREATNESS. 

Tiikhb was once a man who went 
twenty-three times to the performance 
of Peter Pan, and was inspired thereby 
with a belief in fairies. Ho confessed 
his belief openly and vowed to devote 
his life to proving its truth. He him¬ 
self would find a fairy. 

And to this end he cut himself off 
from the world, and dwelt in wood¬ 
land ways still untouched by hoardings 
blatant with the praise of petrol. Until 
at last, by great good hap, he found the 
frontier of Fairvland, and was called 
upon to display his luggage for inspec¬ 
tion. ■ 

“ Nothing to declare,” ho announced 
boldly; but his word was not deemed 
sufficient, and be had to submit to a 
. search. Not that this troubled him, 
for hie conscience was dear. In fact. 



Conmtl . •• Now tkt.l m'luu and okntf.kukm of tiik jviiy what was tiik dkfenuaiit's 

CONUITIOK WUKM IN YOUH BAB." 

lUtOirffi. ".WkUi, Sib, I snour.D bat 'fuksii but bkhvable.*" 


as his spiritual equipment was unpacked 
ho was very proud of it. 

“ What is this ?" demanded tho 
Customs officer suddenly, and the man 
hod to confess that ho did not know. 
Ho was dimly conscious of possessing 
tho thing, but that was all, and so it 
had to be examined. And lo! it proved 
to bo a little thought, tho thought that 
his ability to lielieve in fairies raised 
him above his fellows. A little thought, 
hidden away right at tho bock of his 
mind, but it was enough. Tho fairy 
regarded it sadly and shook his head. 

“ That sort of pride,” he said, ** has 
over boon contraband in our countiy. 
You must leave it outside.” 

But the man demurred, offering to 
pay tho heaviest duty upon it; for ho 
realised that tho thought had become 


a living pari of himself, oven as his 
fingers and toes. Ho hod boon but 
vaguely aware of it, but now he felt 
that life without it would bo a joyless 
thing. 

“What,” bo asked plaintively, “is 
tho good of believing in fairies, it it 
does not make one a superior person ? ” 

But the fairy inspector was adamant. 

“ Either you cast tltat aside, or you 
go,” bo said. 

And tho man wont. • 

“To-night and oviiry evening: 

(jBAND SOCIKTV OlUCt'B ^ 

The most remarkable collection of* trained 
animals ever seen in London." 

Adrt. in “ Ktening AVnt’s." 

Shall we never hear tho lost of this 
Tango business ?' • 
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OUR ANNUAL MASSACRE. 

Major ITortiDgfonlbury telegraphed: 
“ Dcliglitod. Will 1,000 cartridgea bo 
cnoiigli ? ” 

To which I replied: “Thanks very 
much. Will lust ino nicely for season.” 

Jim stmt a post-card : “ Jliglifc. Kiip- 
]>oso it’s going to ho liko last year, 
ijimcli at 1.0 V ” 

TI 10 wcathf?r was exccllciii. So w as the 
lunch. L poinied out that they should 
make the mo4 of what might prove 
easily the host feature of the day, and 
wo got o!T about *2.:10 i’.m. Jarge, the 
gaivlcncr, sciaped his hoots on a spade, 
slung the potato-sack 1 should say, 
game-hag—over his shoulder, whistled 
to Spider, and followed us as soon as 
his ))ipe was well alight. Jim stared 
at the dOg in an extremely ulTcusivo 
manner, hut said nothing. 

Any idea of walking the lough licld 
in lino for a rabbit was frustrate*! by 
the spaniel. I hail left strict oixlers for 
him to he taken a long walk in tJio 
morning and, if possible, to he 
thoroughly tired nut; hut the brute 
luul kept a good hit in hand, and wo 
wem all well blown Ixsforo wo got him 
on a load. This delay gave time for a 
maid from the house to catch us up 
with the nows that the men had finished 
cleaning out the ashpit and would liko 
to see tho master hoforo they went. I 
scut a verbal honurariiim, pulled the 
shoot together, and started olT again. 
Wo spread out through tho allotments, 
the occupants courteously ceasing w’ork 
to noto our passage, and entered the 
stubble. 

There was a great deal of stubble, 
acres and acres of it, with only ono 
procious patch of roots into which 
wo hoped to chivvy the binls—when 
found. Wo walked and walked ; had a 
breaiiher; walked again, and at last 
canto upon them. A covoy of thirteen, 
all full-feathered in tho wing, strong in 
tho leg aitd kcen-cyod. Uiduckily they 
found us a fraction of a second sooner 
than wo did them and hopped over a 
hedge. Wo nipped round and chivvied 
cautiously up wind. I was afraid that 
Spider's breathing as he horo on the 
leash would put tlioni up. Wo breasted 
rising ground and saw them. They 
saw us, too, and began running towards 
tho station-sidfhgs, where we had lost 
them last time. Jim and 1 doubled 
hack and round to cut them olT. .\n 
engine shrieked and the birds got up 
wide to swing round hi'hind us . . . 
down with a turn of wing in tho far 
metuloJI'. Tho tirat chivvy was a 
failuro. 

At this pofnt ^lajor llortingfordhury 
came up and askc«! whether wo in¬ 
tended driving at all, as, if not, his 


man could take his second gun and his 
stick bock to the house and see to a 
few details on tho car. Jim said the 
birds were a bit wild, hut how would 
it he now to send .Targo well round 
behind them, casual liko, to push ’om 
hack on to our ground, wo keeping low 
in the ditch ? Jargo said that, knowing 
(jrici’son's cowman, he thought it might 
he done and that without olTenco, if 
anyone would lake on Spider for a bit 
and the light held uj). 

It worked all right. Tho tovey 
winded him tho moment ho crept 
under tho stile into tho meadow; they 
seemed thoroughly roused now and got 
up Kipiawking their loudest. They 
made a wide circle, shied at the sidings, 
and filially settled in the roots. It 
was tho moment of the aftoriiooii. 
.large returned hroalliless and beaming. 
Thero was no time to shako hands. 
Wo gave Spider hock to him; thou, 
the Major in the centre, .Tim and I on 
the Hanks, pale, grim, and at the ready, 
wo stole up. Tho swedes wore high, 
our hopes higher. . . . 

I still think we might have got tlieni 
hut for sheer had luck. .Targo trod on 
a rabbit, hit at it with his stick, and 
missed it. The spaniel harked himself 
free and plunged into tho chase with 
all the pent-u]> anlour of tho' lost two 
hours, llis idea seemed to ho that if 
ho only jumped high enough and camo 
down lianl oiiough, listoning for a 
moment b.'itwcon whiles, he might stun 
something before it could escape. Like 
a porpoise at play, ho leaped on hoforo 
our outraged oyes and raucous voices. 
Woll out of shot, sudden as pantomime 
demons, the biivls rose around him. 
Fiu' down tho valley they skimniod— 
woro seen as specks against tho sotting 
sun as they rose to tho river . . .^thon 
no more. 

Wo tilled our pipes and walked homo 
in silence. As I stopped hohiud to close 
tho gate thero was a pattoriiig of feet, 
and out of the darkness came Bpidor. 
In his mouth was a rabbit, it just 
saved ui from a blank day. 


Ono hesitates to accuse any class of 
men of cowardice, hut the following 
oxtiact from T/m Post Office Oitiile 
seems to |)oiiit at least to vicaiious 
timidity on the x>art of our postal 
oll'icials:- “ Packets containing liquids, 
greasy substances, or live bees can lie 
sent to eountrics in tho Postal Union. 
Thoy iiiiist ho made up so that they 
can ho easily opened for purposes of in¬ 
spection, with the exception of packets 
containing livo liecs, which must ho 
enclosed in boxes so constructed as to 
allow the contents to bo ascertained 
without oponing." 


GOOD NEWS FOR RUPERT# 

{Suggested hj an inspiriting paragraph 
umm a recent exhibition which stated 
(hat a reaction against luxurious and 
effeminate apparel for toy-dogs had 
set in.) 

So long as Poms and Pekingese 
And lordlier tykes, mayhap, than these 
Would go to Pond Street tailors, 

.\nd every day adown tho road 
Ono saw exotic rejitiles towed 
Tn fancy suitings d la mode ‘ 

.\iid llombiirg hats or “ sailor.;,” 

1 also did my hiimhlo best 
To have my Irish teirier drorseil 
III fairly decent clothing. 

Lest some proud daiTingcOn a chain. 
Attached to ITcniity’s chatelaino, 
Blioiild point tho foropaw of disdain 
And lloiit him as a low thing. 

r could not give him patent hoots. 

Nor all tho gear of hats and suits. 

That made these playthings too port: 
Put what my humhio moans allowed 
(I may ho x>eor, but I am proud). 

That nono might scorn him in tho 
crowd, • 

I freely gave to Jliipcrt. 

A thickish coat of homespun tweed, 

A c.ip to save his ears at need 
Prom that brute of tho vicar’s, 
rjargo-hrimmed, Ixicausc ho fights with 
cats. 

Two pairs of jmrple-colourod spats 
To guard him from the bites of rats. 
And two of football knickers. 

Yes, that was all. Yot 1 may say 
He jibbed at even this display. 

Ho simply loathed his swathing; 

You should have scon his coat, by Jove, 
On days when he decreed to rove. 

His Tyinan gaitcra turned to mauve 
By dint of frequent bathing. 

BuHiow the edict issues forth— 
liet it ho barked from south to north— 
Pashion has changed her habits; 

The hat, tho gown, the sock, tho snood 
Have sunk into desuotudo, 

Tho sto.ut goloshes may ho chewed 
As substitutes for rabbits. 

.‘\nd Bupert- -with what conscious pride 
lie praiicjs at his master’s side 
And leaves him at his daily ’bus; 

.-V freer, hut a happier hound, 

.And (gcntlo ladies, gather round) 

I think quite adequately gowned 
In puris naiuralibus. UvoK. 

“ Cmbbo proposed marriage, whidi, though 
followeil by a short engagement, nevor cumo 
off."— Daily Chronicle. 

Perhaps the marriage would have been 
more successful if the engagement had 
come first. 
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Proud Member. “Now iF-i.t me, how did you find ocn oitKENS?'* 
JMsHnguinhed Viiilor, “Weld, you see, they imo rr-AON os them I’’ 


THE SUPER-AGITATOR. 

So long as Mr. James Larkin cou- 
tinues. his tiniut and linlf • Iiearted 
methods ho will uevor gain that full 
publicity and approval which ho so 
much desires. Only the weaklings were 
improssod by tlio inannor in whicli, on 
his return to freodoin, ho staggered 
Dublin, shook Ireland, and made threat¬ 
ening grimaces at Great Britain. A 
really competent agitator would have 
staggered tlie earth, shaken tho solar 
system and shot ink into tlie Milky 
Way. . 

A Daily Mail writer lias told us that 
“ if Larkin at a public meeting is given 
tho lie direct he jumps from tho plat¬ 
form and hits his accuser on tho jaw.” 
Surely that is a totally inadequate 
method of dealing with such an amasing 
contretemps. A really strong man Avould 
take hold of the dioirmau and hurl him 
at his accuser, striking that unhappy 

E rson on both jaws and also giving 
in a thick ear. 

"Every man, woman and girl who 


has gone back to work while I liavo 
been in prison must come out again,” 
Larkin is reported to have said. But 
give us a thorough agitator, ho would 
have oiilcred the racall of all tho Irish 
wlio liiul settled down comfortably in 
the United States; ho would have wimi 
at the same time to tho Channel Fleet 
to lie off Dublin at daybreak and await 
orders for projier treatment of tho em¬ 
ployers; and in tho moanlimo one of 
his assistants would havo forwarded 
instructions of different kimls to (he 
liord Mayor of liONiiON, Mr. .\ni)i<ew 
CARNKr.IE, tho (ilOKMAN KmI'EROR, tllC 
IjOhd Ohikk .Ti'sticm, and even Mr. 
.John IIedmonu himself. 

As a matter of fact, L.iiikin has bec'ii 
merely toying with his task. It may 
not bo true that tho ideal strikc-leiukr 
never sleeps; but bo should bo of the 
stuff that demands to be wakened 
every hour so that noliody else may bo 
allowed to rest. At midnight tho at¬ 
tendant rouses him. “Time*to wake. 
Sir,” he says, keeping his juw well out 
of reach. “ Tell O’Larrikin to ’phono 


.\sQiMTii that I want a Cabinet mooting 
called at J1.30 to-morrow,” says tho 
great one; and he settles down to sleep 
again. (Ipmiing his eyes promptly at 
the next reveille, “Bing up Diililin 
Co-stle,” he s-iys, “ and fell IahiI Aukk- 
OEKN ho is not io have porridgo for 
breakfast.” At2.0 A.M.: “Tell BniitKi.ii 
he's a B(vl Bussian; and, if tho lino's 
engaged, call out the telephone opera¬ 
tors " ' and so the night would drag on. 

It is no compliment to tho really 
capable strike - leader to bo callc<l 
Napoleonic (a teini applied by an 
evening newspaper to Larkin). If 
Nai’iii.eon wero alive now it would 
1)0 a risky thing fol^ him to venture 
near a first-class .agitator; every bone 
in his body wotdd bo in jeopardy. 
"Damn tho I'-nipire!" Larkin is re- 
liortcd to have saiil; but it is still not 
certain that wluit be has said bo lias 
said. If be wants to be rcal(y*popn'ar 
and respected bo will not be content 
with so mild an iittefance. Larkin 
must roally pulk biinself togulbor and 
try a little harder. • 
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Matul (lo yoi'enieta, after Imvinij rrceived a tetU-deserved whippUtg from her mother). “It isn’t tub smacking I minp, it’s—it's 

MuMUV AIAKING UBKSBLl' SO UIUICCIAIUS.'' 


THE “FULL-STEAW” OPTIMIST. 

f“ Tko real tvinposl is over, .tiuI. uHIioiiKb tho wind may he Bhriekiii<{ through the rifling, although the waves may still look 
a little angry, the sky is clear, the glass is riHiiig. and wo know in a very, very short time wo.will ho iiioalm water." 

i'rom a sjieetU at liirmhujham by Mr. Itednmid, antlu.r of the neto na/itieal jihrase, “ Full steam ahead.”} 


Thk worst is over, the storm is done. 

The clouds have all rolled by; 

Notice how nicelv lieains the sim 
Out of a nice liluo sky; '.U. 

Ixmg have wo been the bligBurd's sport 
Till hojKJ was as good os,dead; 

But now wo are pounding straight for [lort 
At tho word “ Full steam uliead!" 

Tlie wind (there’s some of it still) may blow 
And the waves rise ridge on'riilge. 

But the Cabinet's stoking down below 
And 1 am on the bridge; 

Yes, I am tlic Captain of this stout ark, 

A mariner born and bred; 

And the mercury’s soaring like a lark 
As we gO'full steam ahetul. 

There never was such a loyal crow; 

Thero’s trusty bosun Tim; 

There’s inato O’Biukn, ns true as true - 
• * I'm torrildy fond of him; 

Bather than quarrel with friends so old, 

Thi^ I would 'do instead- 

I’d clap ’em an irons down the hohl 
As WQ drive full steam ahead. 


AsguiTti and Winston, too, I like. 

Excellent stokers-both; . 

' ’They never would think of going on strike 
■ And breaking their briny oath; ■ 

‘ They may prattle of rocksr that leeward lurk. 
Charted a bloody red, ■ 

But they soon get back to their bunker-woi'k 
When I shout “Full steam ahead.” 

Thus in those poor brief seaman’s rhymes 
Broadly I’ve shoWn tho gist ’i 

Of tho hopeful signs of tho present times 
That make mo an optimist; . 

There’s no sting left in the beastly foam; 

We can die (if wo must).in bed; . 

For everything points to a clear run home 
As wo forge full steam ahead. 

O loud and long will the welcome be 
(And it's going to comb quite soon) 

When wo cross tho last roof (No. 3) 

Into the still lagoon; 

Already I hoar tho local smiles. 

For which we have toiled and bled. 

Break on the greenest of Blessed Isles 
As we plunge full steam aheadi O. I 
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. “ON APPRO." 

The Oables, SarJcchesler. 

October 29,1913. 

Mi-s. Berkeley-Biggo will be glad if 
Mejsrs. Velour and Chatt will send her 
a few heavy satin coats on approval. 
They should ho quietly smart, well cut 
and thoroughly up to date, with small 
inside p^x’kets if possible. 

Oxford Street, London, W. 
, October 30, 1913. 

Dear Madam, —In reply to your 
esteemed favour we send four satin 
coats on approval, as per invoice. 
Ti'ustiug that you will bo able to make 
a selection. We are. Yours faithfully, 

• Velour and Chatt, 
Mrs. Beukkley-Biuoe. per A.O.K. 

'The Gables, Sarkchester. 

Mocember (5, 1911. 

Mra. Borkeley-Biggo rcgiets to say 
that owing to unexpected circumstances 
she is unable to keep any of the coats 
forwaixled by Messrs. Velour and Chatt. 
She, therefore, returns thorn, per rail, 
carriage paid, to-day. 

Messrs. Velour SAND Chatt. 

Oxford Street, Tendon, W. 
Noivmbcr 7, 1913. 

Di4.ar Madam, —In reference to four 
satin coats returned by you, we regret 
to inform you that No. 695 coat, (te. 
.€8 19s. 6(f., has evidently been worn. 

VVe shall, theraforo, lie glad to return 
you the coat upon receipt of cheque for 
the amount. 

We arc, Yonra faithfully. 

Velour and Chatt, 
Mrs. Behkklly-Biuob. per A.O.K. 

The Gables, Sarkchester. 

Nooemlmr 8,1913. 

Mrs. Berkoley-Bigge is utterly at a 
loss to underetand Messrs. Velour and 
Chatt's extraoitlinary cuiiununication. 
She is handing their letter over to licr 
solicitor. 

Messrs. Velour .and Chatt. 

The Gables, Sarkchester. 

November H, 1913. 

My dear Mr. Btraiuhtkr,— Wliy 
should I pay for the coat? 1 returned 
it intact to those stupid drapers. 1 en¬ 
close details. Youi's sincerely, 

KtHKL B. BERKKLEY-BlOaE. 
Bowin Straiohter, Esq. 

Lincoln’s Inn. 

November 13,1913. 

Dear Mrs. BERKELKY-BiaoE,—Un¬ 
fortunately there are two damaging facts 
in re Velour and Chatt and the satin 
coat: (1) A Prayer-book, with your 
name inside, was found in the inside 
pocket of the coat, and the said book 
IS still in the possession of Messrs. 
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THE ESCAPED PARROT. 

Voire (ajiparently of a j}hcas(tiit). “ Now tiik . n , aviio aup . voi ; shovi . n * ! 


Velour and Chatt; (2) The head mantle | 
woman at V. and C.’s was sitting { 
hohind you at St. (leorgo's, Hanover; 
Square, on Nov. 3, during a fashionable | 
wedding. She lecogniscd you an<l the! 
coat. Yours truly, , 

Kdwin Strahjhter. . 
Mrs. Behkeley-Biuge. ^ 

'The, Gables, Surkchesler. 

Morember 14, 1913. 

Dear Mr. STRAiairrEu. The whole | 
thing is horribly unjust. Kindly s<ittle < 
the business with Velour and Chatty 
and let mo have your account. 

Youra sincerely, l 

Ethel B. Berkeley-Biooe. ^ 

Please ask Velour and Chatt to; 
forward coat dii'cct to the Gables. 
Edwin Straiqhter, Esq. ' 


Lincoln's Inn. 
November 15, 1913. 
Dear Madam. —Kindly forward us 
I cheque for .t8 19s. (id. for Velour and 
' Chatt. 

' In raply to yoms, our little account 
; is £2 '2s. (W. Yours faidifidly, 

' Ki'raiihiter and Facer. 

^^RS. Berkeley-B i(i(iE. * 

I “ 'I'ho sitcoiiil gainn was a hollow win fot thn 
I visitors, J.l-l, in which the suimmkI hiring 
I ([tl.ayvd witji his head." 
j Klon Collvije Chronicle. 

'■ Ilcnco, perhaps, the hollowness. * • 

! - 

■ “ Fine play ^y a Swede.” 

I Mmichestrr (,'iiardiias. 

This was in a thrco-ball uatcli with a 
' pheasant and a mangold-wurxol. 
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THE BUTTON-HOOK. -““Si"* «» 

.. “Ph,” said Francesca, coming vigorously into the . " No," site said, " I'm just leUing it go to sloop. It's 

library^ “ so you 're back, aro you ?" lirod.” ' 

“ Yes," I said, “ I 'ra back. I really am. But couldn’t Jjot us," I said, “ have no more of this bandying of 
you‘have.'guessed it by just looking at me? Was it words. What was it you were pleased to ask?" 
necessary to make mo say so ? ” “ 1 asked if you had sliot a lot of things to-day ? " 

“.How wi^ I to be sure that a heap of shooting clothes “I do not,” I said, “like the form in which you put 

in an^ arm-chair was really you ? It miglit have been your question. If 1 w'ore to say that I had shot a lot of 
anything." things ." 


“ No, it must have been mo. What was it doing when 
you came in ? " 

“ It was snor-- I mean, it was hroathing with much 

regularity and heaviness.' It almost seemed to ho asleep." 

“ Asleep ? " I said donbttully. “ What a strange thing! 
It can’t have been mo after all. I haven't been asleep. 


“ You would say so, wouldn't you, if it were true? ’’ 

“ Certainly not," I said; “ it would savour of boastfulness.'’ 
“ Well, what ought I to say ? ’’ * 

“ You ought to ask me it we had good sport." 

“ Did you have good sport?” 

“Meek and submissive one," I said, “wo did; but I 


I’ve boon sitting by Iho lire and thinking—thinking of should have enjoyed it more and shot more accumtely-’’ 

writing letters, you know, and all that sort of thing; andi "Then," she said, “you didn’t shoot your best. Why, 
seeing pictures in tho glowing logs; and resolving to be up oh, why do you always bring this shame*upon me? Wo 


and doing, and to beat 
down things, and to Icavo 
the world a better place 
than I found it, and to 
strike a blow for frob- 
doin and good govern¬ 
ment, and to pay the 
rates under protest, and 
to try a now trick with 
high pho.isants swerving 
to tho right, and to put 
on my slipiiers, and—and 
lots of other things. My 
brain was very busy." 

“ Adorable droainor I ’’ 
said' Francesca. “ And 
did I intenupt you ? " • 

. '“.^I wasn't dreaming," 
I said. “ I want to have 
it cleiwly understood that 
I Was thinking. What 


you mistook for heavy 
bimthing——’’ 


women sit at home and 
knit—yes, and wo knit 
our best, and the men go 

out and miss-” 

“ And that,” I said, 
“ U just it. Some of us 
get most frightfully good 
at missing, it is an art 
like any other. I myself 
was ^ot in my best 

: missing form to-day-” 

“ But w'hy did you 
miss at all? " 

“I will toll you," I 
said, “since you are 
determined to wring it 
from mo." 

“ It’s going to bo my 
fault,” said Francesca. 

“ You have guessed 
rightly; it is. I shot 
below my true form 


bimthing——’’ ' , . .. , , because you had taken 

.. «r “ 11 t 1 r NoUiing makes a Btronger appoal to the mau of business than a clean cut i_•• 

“Was really hard awaynybutton-hook. 

thinking. Yes, I know. BurinesiUan^regardingeardof applicant for pon^i). "On, I’h too max „ .lanv 

When you ve sat before oujj anvonk. Ask him to bh bo good as to t.kavk his collab.” You must not deny 

tho fire after shooting'---—---your guilt. I found it 

I’ve often hoanl tho working of your mind quite plainly." eventually on your toilet-table; but before that I had 
“Francesca," I said, “Is it quite lady-like to spoak so hunted for it throu^i all the nooks and corners of my 
harshly of one who sometimes has a ravelled slcavo of caro dressing-room. The time began to slip away. At last I 
and trios to knit it up ? ’’ found it and then began to use it hastily to tighten the 

“ I ’ll take it all book if you 'll admit that you were laces of my boots. As I was doing this a lace broke, and 
asleep when I came into the room just now." my innocent hand flew up and struck _me on tho mouth, 

“ No," I said, “ I cannot do that. Woman, would you Result, a swollen lip and an agitated mind. So you see, if 
have me—have me palter with tho truth ? ” I shot but poorly the blame must rest on you.” 

“ But you know,” she said, “ you did sno—you did make “ I see," she said, “ I see, and I am profoundly sorry, 
a funny noiso in the back of your nose." But why did you not mention all this at the breakfast-table 

“ Of course I did. I was practising making noises in this morning, so that we might have comforted you ? ’’ 
the back ol my nose. It’s tho now Swalish gymnastics. “I did not," I said, “wish tho children to know that 
You've got to, develop overj' part of your l^y to tho fhoir mother was a potty-larcenist of button-hooks. I 
utmost, and naturally you can't leave out your nose, preferred to suffer in silence.” 

Liston: Honk-ho onk. Wasn't that tho kind of noise?" “But, you know,” she said, "that wasn’t your button- 
“ That was it, more or loss." hook at all. You haven’t got one. You left yours in 

“There you aro. It is Exercise 19 in Professor London last week." 

Ckibtafsen’s System—tho hardest of' the lot. However, “ So I did. Thon that rascally button-hook this morning 
1 ’ve mastered it, but I’m not going in for the Gustafsen was yours, after all. Francesca, that makes it worse." 
gold medM.” • “ I will now,” she said, “ leave you to pnustiso the nine- 

“ Generous gymnast,” said Francesca, “nnsleeping teenth now Swedish exercise. Honk-ho-onk. And, when 
guardian of our domestic hearth, tell mo, did you snoot you’ve done, perhaps you 'll restore my button-hook to my 
a lot of thmgi to-day?” room." B. 0. L. 


m't that tho kind of noise?” “But, you know," she said, “that wasn’t your button- 
3 .” hook at all. You haven’t got one. You left yours in 

is Exercise 19 in Professor London last week." 

lardest of' the lot. However, “ So I did. Thon that rascally button-hook this morning 
lot going in for the Gustafsen was yours, after all. Francesca, that makes it worse." 

“ I will now,” she said, “ leave you to pnustiso the nine- 
said Francesca, “nnsleeping teenth new Swedish exercise. Honk-ho-onk, And, when 
leartli, tell mo, did you shoot you've done, perhaps you 'll restore my button-hook to my 

room.” B. 0. L. 
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STUDIES OE EEVIBWEHS. 

’ 1.—The Omeisciemt Eootist. 


(irt/A acknowledgnunla to Da. Asruvn 
Lyscb, M.r.) 

Birmarck onco told mo of aa evening 
at VoH Ranke’r. The great historian, 
then in his oighly-iifth year and hanl 
at work on his WelUjeschichte, was 
askod whetlior he thought elegance of 
stylo was of vital importanco in his 
branch of letters, and replied, “No 
more than your favourite mixture of 
cl]ampagn% and stout is osseutial to 
the making of the German Empire." 

1 have boon I'emindcd of this story 
by the perusal of Post-impressionist 
Musings by our excellent friend, Orlando 
Wambloy. The volume revives in my 
mind the old cAnflict of the Nominalists 
ami Healists, Duns Scotub, Thomas 
Aquinas and Bonaventuha, Ahis- 
TOPnELES the Traiiezuntine, Psittocus 
Ambulator, and, above all, Corcorygus 
the Borhorygmatic, to whom Wambloy 
is the most perfect modern analogue. 
I will only say, whatever you read, 
never allow your epistemological bias 
to deflect you r mind from the conceptual 
basis of an altruistic empiricism. Wo 
are all po-it-impressionists iiowmiays, 
but, as Beroron onco remarked to me, 
when I criticised his golastic hypothesis, 
the ditVcrenco between “ |)ost ” and 
'* ante ” is an arbitrary convention. Aa 
ho wittily observed, “oven a postcard 
can 1)0 antedated." Sappho was a 
post-impressionist, so were PAur, the 
Siientiary, Conkuuiur and Hokusai, 
whom 1 once mot at Prince Ito’h 
bungalow on the slopes of Fujiyama, 
where Hokusai, the Baroness Oitoxv 
and Mr. Waeteu Savage Lanoor had 
taken refuge during a protracted earth¬ 
quake. I mention these names, not to 
emphasixo the range of my acquaint¬ 
ance, but simply to illustrate the 
advantages of foreign travel. It is true 
that Gihhon, whom 1 knew intimately, 
once observed, “ Conversation may 
enrich the intellect, but solitude is the 
true school of genius," and my friend 
FiTiSON Young, who once lived for 
sovonteen weeks in a lighthouse, is a 
living example of the truth of the 
saying. But genius can bo gregai’ious 
too; witness Goethe, Xouhimilco the 
Axtec philosopher—with whom I once 
spent a delightful fortnight at his 
cli&let at the foot of Ixtoccihuatl—and 
Bunyan, whom, alas I 1 never met. 

Personality is the true antiseptic of 
literature, and in this vivifying quality, 
1 regret to say, the work of our excellent 
friend, Wambley, is somewhat to seek. 
Thus, though he gossips cheerfully of 
BaudeIiAibb and Babbey D’AuREVitii.Y, 
the intimate savour of personality is 
lacking in his pages, and I, who knew 



^^rs. Maepherson {always careful lo qiial 

BONSX THU DAY—OR KLSB IT *8 MM THAT ’S : 


them all,look in vain for anything that 
recalls the many hours spent in their 
stimulating conipiuiy. Not one woni 
is said hero of Patrb'k moustache, or of 
Baudelaire’s green socks, or Bakiiev's 
wonderful nankeen pantaloons. 

I often marvel why it is that in such 
a book as Wamhloy’s, the product of 
ail esoteric cinacle of choice spirits, the 
application of the craniomctrical test 
should ho conspicuous by its absence. 
1 know that the Italian anthropologist, 
Sergi, has led a revolt against metrical 
methods of all kinds, f am content to 
take my stand under the banner of 
Poupinas the French, and Blddifbl the 
Hungarian, expert. Bkoueleff, who 
taught me scouting, had practically no 
bock to his head. Pebicles’s head was 
compared to a sea-squill or sea-onion, 
which has a large acrid bulbous root. 
And that brings me to the important 
point that all first-rate genius is bulbo- 
cephalio. Skobeleff was only partially 
bulbocepbalic—that was the tragedy of 
his career. As the late Professor Vau- 


nfuiYsaid to mo at Plevna, “ SkobeijEff’h 
sphcno-maxillary angle is little iiettor 
than a gorilla's." 1 think VAMiutHY 
went loo far, us ho often did, but to 
cliininaletbisaspoctofgcniusaltogothcr, 
as our excellent friend Wambloy has 
done, is even more roprehonsiblo. For, 
in spile of all the fatuities of the 
so-called phrenologists, wo can never i 
get away from tlio basic fact that 
genius varies in a direct ratio with the 
cuhical contents of the cranium. When 
I oll'orcd myself as a pupil to Haffkine 
ho said nothing, but took up my hat, 
and, seeing that the sixe was B^, 
accepted my application ferthwith. 

Still, I admit that this in no way 
justiiioH my venturing fo sit in judgment 
on a pundit like Wambloy. But 1 feel 
that the foregoing remarks may bo not 
without their interest to those who 
rccognixe that, in lettere as im life, 
personality is tlie paramount asset, and 
that the louder the personal note is 
struck in journalisni^tne more resound¬ 
ing must bo the success of the journal. 
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THE ROUT OF THE THEORIST. 

Fob a full minuto the oxoitomont was 
simply tremendous. The ball kept liolj- 
bing about in the mouth of the goal 
amid a perfect frenxy of kicking legs 
and twisting bodies, liebind which the 
goal-kcopcr danced on his Iocs in an 
agony of approbension. Then, all at 
once, it shot clear and landed at the foot 
of our outside right, wlio without hesi¬ 
tation raced with it down the field. We 
were saved again! 

“ 1 am i-oady to wager. Sir," said the 
little man sitting next to me, “you 
wore not awaro thair you wore gripping 
tlid edge of tho scat just tlien as it your 
very life depended upon it." 

“Well,‘what about it?” I asked 
coldly.' “ It's a perfectly natural action 
at such a lime.” 

“ Just my point! ” he cried briglitly. 
“ I always say it is in moments of great 
emotional stress or excitement tliat tho 
power of atavism loveals itself. Ages 
and' ages ago our ancestors, living in 
ti-ees, had to ho gripping tlio hranclies 
uir day long. Their lives, in fact, did 
depend on a tight grip. And so, when 
you got violently excited just now, you 
simply' reverted. You grasp tho iilea ? ” 

1 tried hard not to listen to him. 
Tho play had again reached an aciitely 
intcrosting stage. Sandemon, our out¬ 
side loft, had just forced a corner, and 
was about to tako tho kick himself. 

“Now do just look at that!” cried 
tho persistent voice in my car. “Another 
really remarkahio proof of my theory. 
J )id you notice how the player nioistened 
his hands? What possible, what con¬ 
ceivable reason could ho have for doing 
that, sinco ho is about to kick the ball, 
not to pick it up? Atavism, 1 assert, 
my dear Sir, simply atavism. Fur hack 
ill those days of tree-dwelling, of which 
I spoke just now, our anccstoi's would 
naturally moisten their hands Ijofore 
some great effort—a more than usually 
long spring, let us say—in order to 
ensure a good grip. Now, you observe, 
when called upon to make a supreme 
effoit ...” 

lie was cut short by a shattering 
roar of applause as our inside right 
dodged skilfully round tho opposing 
hacks and sent tho hall whix/.ing past 
tho helpless goal - keeper. One ex¬ 
citable spontator in our neighbourhood 
snatched off his hat and hurled it high 
into the air. * 

“Here wo have another remarkahio 
example of reversion,” continued tho 
little man when he could make him¬ 
self hoanl. “ Ages and ages ago our 
ancestors, ns you know, wore no 
clothes. * Gradually, very gradually, 
tlioy Inquired (ho habit of covering 
thomselvoB with skins and other sub¬ 


stances. Now, I think, after a little 
reflection, you will admit it to be more 
than probable that a covering for the 
head, or hat, was tho last article of 
clothing to he adopted, and this being 
so it U naturally the first to be dis¬ 
carded by our friend when, in his 
emotional moment, ho experiences this 
overpowering instinct to revert to the 
primitive stato of mankind.” 

Just at this point tho referoe gave a 
foul against one of our side, and in the 
torrent of abuse and exhortation which 
followed 1 missed tho concluding words. 

But ho had by no means finished. 
“ Now let us consider tho manifestation 
of anger," he went on imperturhahly as 
soon us tho noiso hiul cxliaustcd itself. 
“ Ages and ages ago ...” 

I turned upon him in desperation. 

“Ho far as I undoi'Sland you,” I 
intciTuptod, “you assert that in a 
moment of supremo emotion a man’s 
actions are dotormined by atavism, that 
I'.o dues precisely what a primitivo inan, 
or monkey, if you like, would do in 
similar circumstances.” 

“ Not quite us I should have put it,” 
he replied, “ but still you have tho idea.” 

“ V'ery well, then,” 1 went on. “ I 
am going to jirove that you are wrong.” 

“Good!” ho replied, rubbing his 
hands delightedly. “ This is really most 
inlercsting.” 

“ You were about to deal with tho 
manifestation of anger,” 1 continued. 
“ 1 f your theory were correct, a man’s 
instinctive act in a moment of intense 
irritation and annoyance with another 
man would not he to snatch out a pistol 
and fire at his tormentor, or to draw a 
dagger and stub him, hut simply to 
seize hold of him and attempt to bite 
him, or possibly to double up his fist 
and hit him between tho eyes, oven 
though ho realised perfectly trell that 
tho effect of this would ho trilling 
compared with tho effect of other 
measures ho might take.” 

“Exactly,” cried tho other. “You 
could hardly havo chosen a bettor 
example.” 

“ You are wrong,” I ro][)oated, opening 
tho big pocket-knife which I always 
carry, and leisurely testing its edge on 
niy thumb. “ Ages and ages ago our 
ancestors may havo been satisfied .. .” 

But ho was gone. 


“ South-W'ostom ViRtnets ballod first, and 
»t tho lunchoon interval had lost eight wickets 
for 50 rons. M. C. Bird kept wicket. 

Lunch score.—South-Wostern Districts, 60 
for oight wickets. 

Lunch.—South-Westorn Districts, .50 for 
eight .”—Mmiehexter Kvening Chrmiicle. 

Wo are a little slow at acquiring a new 
idea, but, when once it has penetrated, 
wo never forget. 


A TIME-HONOURED TYRANT. 

[“Tho popular bolief that.influenza ik a 
comparative!/ new disease is quite wrong; it 
is as old as tM hills .”—Daily Chronicle.] 

Last year, when a sudden affliction 
Put me prone on the pillow of pain. 
When tho flu brought the sombre 
conviction 

I should never ho happy again. 

Times past, although rougher and ruder, 
To mo seeinoil unspeakably blest, 

For I counted this chilly intruder 
A parvenu pest. • 

But it seems 1 was making an error; 

No better our forefathers fared; 

They too fell a prey tO' this terror, 
if their wood was improperly aired; 
it watched our historic upheavals 
In-the days-of tho Saxon and Jute, 
And hari'icd tho hapless coevals 
Of Hakuicanutb. 

For this in their wisdom the master 
Physicians who ruled at the dato 
Gave Boadk'BA a plaster 
And bled Alexandeb the Great, 

Or (what is more likely) selected 
Some quainter medicinal boon. 

Say, the tail oi a ra]>hit bisected 
At full o’ tho moon. 

And, could wo obtain his confession. 
That sage of the cynical snub. 

Wo should find that it caused tho 
depression 

That ruled in Diouenes’ tub; 

Proud Tabquin it tortured with ill ease. 
Kept Remits a prisoner pent. 

And fully explains why Achilles 
B at tight in his tout. 

Can wc catch consolation from knowing 
This horror by which we are hurled 
To tho depths of despair has boon going 
Quito strong sinco tho youth of the 
world? 

Dare wo hope it has long passed its 
high day. 

That writ is its history's page. 

And that haply to-morrow or Friday 
’Twill die of old age? 


A Fond Hope. 

Deab biR. Punch, —I see by the 
papers that the postmen al'e threatening 
to come out on strike just lieforo Christ¬ 
mas, but I am afraid it is too good to 
bo true. If they only wotdd, what a 
halcyon time wo might have I 

Yours, Old Foqky. 

“ Purple is a colour which is prominent at 
present, but it is very trying to some oom- 
plozions. It looks voiy well veiling a bright 
green .”—Sunderland Daily Echo, 

So if any of our women readers has a 
bright greet! face she should order a 
purple veil at once. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Gbkat Catherine.” 

The l)ost form of charade is that in 
which, having chosen your word— e.i/., 
“Punch” —you proceed in dumb sliow 
to act episodes m the lives of famous 
people whoso names begin with the 
lottoi's of the word. Thus you would 
liave five characteristic scones wherein 
figured in turn Po.mi*by, Upybhkh, Nkuo, 
Chahpbs I., and Hannihal— or any¬ 
body else who occurred to you. Per¬ 
haps, very late ono evening, liaving 
already used up Chaupeh I. and If., 
CitOMWEiJi, Canute, and JuMi'H C/Esar, 
the name of Catherine might occur to 
you- Catherine II. oe Kussia. It is 
doubtful whether yon would consider 
any incident in her lifo to ho suflicicntly 
well known to a mixed audicnco to 
need no words to explain it, hut anyhow 
it would.amuse yon to try. After all, 
charades are only meant to amuse 
the actors; the audicnco is there at 
its own risk. 

At the Yaudovillo the other night 1 
felt that Great Catherine must have 
started lifo as a family charadn. 'I'ho 
incident represented was probably that 
in the fourth scene, where Catherine 
tickles a trussed-up English prisoner 
with her foot. She mentions casually 
that this is her favourite torture, 
and if (as is quite likely) history men¬ 
tions it too, then it would ho a scene 
which an audience of Mr. Shaw’s 
friends, better-mid than myself, might 
cosily recognise. I’ossibly Mr. Shaw 
himself played the small part of A 
Cossack Sergeant. 

And then next morning, so I picture 
it, the jolly charades of the previous 
night came back to Mr. Shaw, and 
in particular the fun which they had 
got out of “C for Catherine.” “If 
only wo hod been allowed words, we 
coidd have hod a lot more sport with 
it.” Idly he playcil with the idea in his 
mind, giving first hinisolf a few words 
as the Cossack Sergeant (including a 
joke about his “ swcotbivad, ’ subse¬ 
quently used three times) and then 
allotting an occasional s]^)ccch to the 
others. Gradually his ambition for it 
increased; by the afternoon ho was 
I'efieshing his memory at his oncyclo- 
paidia (can—ule); by the evening the 
whole tiling^ was planned out in his 
mind. Next morning saw him at work. 
Great Catherine’(ho wrote). .1 thunih- 
nail sketch of Russian Court Life in the 
XVJIL eentiinj. In Four Scenes. And 
before he went to bed it was finished. 

only can 1 explain Mr. Bernard 
Shaw's now play at the Vaudeville. I 
am sure it ainuse<\ him to write it; 
1 am sure it would amuse him to act 
it with his friend!; but ho mustn't be 
_ 1 __ 


selfish, lie must think of the amuse¬ 
ment of others. That the English 
have an elementary sense of humour 
is probably his opinion. Captain 
Edstaston, of the Light Dragoons, is 
shown us as a very solemn gentleman 
until the Bnssian name ‘•Popoff” is 
mentioned, when ho goes into uts of 
laughter; and no doubt when Mr. Shaw 
himself (in Ccesar and Cleopatra^ got 
so much fun for us out of the mis¬ 
pronunciation of Ftatateeta's name he 
was purposely writing down to the 
English level of humour. But there 
are people in his audiences who are 
not entirely English—people also who 
have Koine feeling for Mr. Shaw and 
a groat admiration for his genius. It 
is a pity to disappoint them. 

To Mr. Norman MoKinneld I owe 
most of my laughter; us J*ri»ce Votem- 
kin ho was delightful. Mr. Edmond 
Breon played excellently us the Eng¬ 
lish captain, being particularly good in 
his last speech, and Miss Gertrude 
Kingston was the Empress Catherine 
to the lifo. (Not that JL ever saw the 
Empress Catherine, but I feel now as 
if 1 had.) It is only fair to say that 
Great Catherine is precededhy Ilettoein 
Sunset ami Dawn, a play which of itself 
demands a visit to the Vaudovillo. 

M. 

“Ik We Had Only Known.” 

The characters that pleased me most 
in kir. Inglis AiiUEN's play wero 
Meeks and A Loafer. Meeks was a 
Scots maid-of-all-work who spoke, 
through the medium of Miss Jean 
Cadell, with a fine native accent and 
a pleasant directness of expression. 
.1 Loafer, though ho caused nearly all 
the subsequent trouble by omitting lo 
post a crucial letter, was only on just 
long enough to state, and reiterate, to 
Meeks his opinion that she was a 
“dirty general servant." But those 
two smaller parts served to i-ocall the 
roputution that Mr. Inglis Allen made 
long ago in literature for the observant 
liumour which ho brought to his 
dialogues of the highways and byways 
of humble life. 

If it wore not the recognised ambition 
of every humorist to bo taken seriously 
one might have been surprised at his 
choice of such a theme as the de- 
liliorato avoidance of fatherhood and 
motherhood. There are grave subjects 
which yet lend themselves to a light 
treatment; but this is not of them, if 
otfence is to be escaped. Mr. Allen 
started lightly, but when once ho had 
entered on the domain of gynmcology 
and obstetrics ho found little chance 
for humour, and had all his work cut 
out to spare us unnecessary embarrass¬ 
ment. Hero he managed as tactfully 


as could be hop^. For the rest, I 
think that consdentioutness was his 
prevailing virtue. When he' thought 
that dull and futile things would be 
said in real life he never hesitated to 
make his characters say them. 1 am 
afraid that this is a virtue which he 
will have to slough if ho means to go 
far with a Bntish audience. 

If it is a test of a good play that it 
should arouse sympathy in the hearts 
of the audience 1 think Mr. Allen has 
here failed of complete success. One 
can imagine oneself deeply fnoved by a 
father’s emotion in the deadly waiting 
hours before the birth of his first child, 
but unfortunately the exhibition of 
stupid and vulgar misunderstanding 
between husband and wife in tbe First 
Act (tliough no doubt* Iho wife could 
plead the excuse of her physical con¬ 
dition) had permanently disabled mo 
from taking inoro than an academic 
interest in their subsequent histories. 
Then again I am always annoyed when 
a woman shows a morbid hesitation—so 
rare in real lifo and so common in books 
and plays—about letting her husband 
know that she is to bear him a child, 
though hero again there was an excuse 
fur the wife in the play, who understood 
that her husband did not regard his 
income as wairanting this luxury. 
Thirdly it was never explained to us 
why she should choose to consult a 
lady-doctor whoso male friends were 
offensive. In fact we received the im¬ 
pression (too clearly to loso it later, 
when the author wanted us to) that the 
heroine was half prude and half vixen, 
and in consequence the question of her 
fate in child-birth left me brutally cold. 
Still, when all is said, 1 must credit 
Mr. Allen with an honest and not un¬ 
dignified attempt to glorify parenthood 
as the brightest joy of marnod life and 
the most satisfactory solvent of its 
diflicultics. \ 

"The jealous irritability of the wifij 
in the First Act seemed to suit Miss 
Mary Jurrold’s gifts better than the 
subsequent pride of maternity. Mri 
Malcolm Cherry, as the husband, was 
sincere within his limitations; and Mr. 
Budge Harding, as a medical amicus 
eurite, went meritoriously through some 
very trying alternations of humour 'and 
homiletics. 

Miss Madge McIntosh, as the 
mother-in-law, boro the unrelieved ban¬ 
ality of her utterances as if she enjoyed 
it. Mr. Perceval Clark began funnily 
as a paronthotio observer of life, but his 
chances tailed off. Finally Miss Aim^.e 
de Burgh (a temptress) needs to be 
reminded that an affected modification 
of vowel sounds is not necessarily a 
guarantee of great wickedness of hrai^. 

O. S. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In tho inodorn literature of humour Mr. Stkiuibn Li<:.\cock 
is what the Harlequins used to lie in Rugby football, lie 
takes risks. Sometimes he will try for a joke where a more 
cautious man would have [wreeived that no joke was. Jlut 
far more frequently Jio will extract humour of the finest 
kind from alrsulutefy nothing, and score, so to speak, a try 
from his own goal-line. In his latest l>ook. Behind the 
Beyond (fjANB), ho is in brilliant scoring form. 1 can see 
Behind the Beyond breaking up many homes; for no family 
will be able to stand tlio sudden shuip yelps of laughter 
which must infallibly punctuate tho decent after-dinner 
silence when one of its members gets hold of this book. 
It is Mr. Lkacock’h peculiar gift that ho makes you laugh 
out loud. I am a stem, soured, sombre man, one of those 
people who generally show that tlioy are amused by a faint 
twitching of tho hp; but, when Mr. Lkacook'h literal 
translation of Homer on page 193 met my eye, a howl of 
mirth broke from me. I also forgot myself over tlie inter¬ 
view with tho photographer. As for " llehind tho Beyond ” 
itself, tho sketch which gives its title to tho book, it is the 
last word in polished burlesque. I cannot say that this 
book has actually disploceil Mr. Leacock's Sunshine 
Sketches of a Little Toivn in my esteem, for that classic 
created a new world for mo and has a place of honour of 
its o\ra on my shelves. Sunshine Sketches was super- 
LEAitocK. The present volmne is merely Mr. Leacock at 


his best. But T respectfully submit that that is worth 
four-and-sixpenco of anylwly’s money. 

Mr. Bohun Lynch is a bold man. 1 do not know 
wbether thoi'e actually exists any family called Ttbshelf, 
but, if such them be, these are days in which they might 
quite possibly bring an action for defamation against the 
author of Cake (Murray) ; because tho whole plot of his 
tale hangs upon the unpleasantness of lieing called Tihshelf. 

I must say 1 agree. It seems to mo a quite beastly name; 
but of course this is a pure matter of opinion. In Cuke 
there are some wholly charming poisons called Luffinyham, 
who own a delightful old house as piclurosqiio as themselves, 
but not enough niady cash to support it. To them comes 
the chance, through a will, of wealth attainable only on 
condition of calling thcmsclv6s T’hslielf. Well, of course it 
wouldn’t be exactly a happy exchange; but 1 do think that 
Mr. Lynch makes too much fuss about it. To lym evidently 
a Luffinyhnm by any other name would by no means smell 
so sweet. However, his cbaroctcrs seem to have been of 
my opinion; for half-way through the book you find tbcin 
basking contentedly enough in the aiiluenco that this name' 
of Tibshelf confers. They, in short, eat their cake with an 
appetite. And, after all, the ingenuity of their creator.v^'as 
to find a way in which they could falsify tho proverb and 
still have it. What that way is 1 shall not explain; though 
indeed the plot of this story is not to be compared with the 
pleasant way in which Mr. Bohun LvNCif tolls it. Ho has 
tho gift of a chatty and yet witty stylo that fbrees you to 
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bccotno a friendly listener to oven the thinnest tale. And done both), they meet all fortunes with a smiling pair of 
tlicre is one character, an aggressively broad*mindcd parson, hearts. . 

for whom alone the hook should ho road as an awful warn- “Ho who is Unlit o!heart ond hocla 

ing by the entire Clergy last. 'Vay."-P/ownfaf Vmerb. 

- Somewhere an editor tolls them: “ It's the great complaint 

Between ourselves and I'h.i.EN Tiioknbycboft Fowi.eh against life that it’s so little like the books.’’ But that 
there is by now a complete understanding based upon the docs not worry the author; she just goes on with her 
jovial uccpiaintanco of years and in no w’ay affected by the doliglilfully impossible story, revelling shamelessly in the 
less familiar “ The IIo.niu.e. Mits. Aekuku Felkin ’’ wliicli kind of coincidences that never think of occurring outside 
has more recently taken to a))]>caring in brackets on the books. It is only as an artist that she takes herself 
title-page. His tacitly agreed that all our attention shall seriously, growing really eloquent about colour and the 
lie concentrated on the dialogue and that the plot bo loft values of shadows. Her sense of beauty, though apparent 
to take care of itself; no offence will be caused, then, when throughout the liook, gives a special charm (o the story 
I remark that the machinery of Her Lruiysliijt's Conscience of her journey through Provence, and I was particularly 


(llouDEii AND Stouhhton) is crude , — - -. . grateful to her for refreshing my 

and primitive and croaks a good memory of the littlo-knorvn marvels 

deal. The book is less a story / ^ of l^es Baux, where the troubadours 

than an animated Zfurlrc’-s IVerayr ; / held their Courts of Ijovo ; Los 

a pocket collection of Dukes and Baux, the headquarters of “ gilded 

Duchesses, Dowagers, Marquises gOT platonics,’’ “the most wonderful 

and other aristocrats who place in the world.” And a very 

thoroughly discuss themselves and suitable scene for the first stage of 

each other, us illustrating the the “ pilgrimage ” of this pair with 

foihlos of humanity' and the ox- ^ whom “ platonics ” were a fine art. 

ccllence of the Divine Provuienec. Indeed (for I will say nothing about 

It is the conscientious Lcuhj Ksllier the rci>cllent shape of Peter's head 

who brings grist to this convei'sa- in her clever frontispiece picturo) 

tional mill by denying herself the my only serious complaint of Miss 

love of hunt Westerfwm on the Jesse’s work—a curious criticism 

score of divergent ages, thus letting to make in tint uge of the sexual 

in the youth and iKxiuly of the novel—is that she carries sexless- 

soulless Jicnjl to secure the ness to the verge of indecency, 

coronet and lead the soulful lord The innocence of these two—of 

to disillusion and dismay. Ko! Peter, anyhow, who is also a little 

much for the main idea. As to the! precious at times — seems 

talk to which it giivo rise, ho itj ¥/ almost more than one can licar; 

said that this is as fresh and as| and there is at least one episode in 

witty as over and full of the most{ flraw the book which may bo very good 

delightful obiter tJiclo. I must, ^ Wm _ milk for babes, but is rather strong 

however, note a tendency in ourj Y meat for groxvn men and women, 

authoress to lecture, oven to ])reach \ — ' 

at us, sometimes through the' Mr. Jeffeuv Faii.soi. has me at 

mouths of her charactei's, but more' wHIDn sooner do I begin 

through her own. At one time 1 . _about his roistering, he- 

foiiiul myself sympathising, out of tender-hearted blades than 

pure devilry, with the flippant Vy what critical faculty I have is 

naughtiness of lienjl as contrasted j 'll stifled; Ihecomopassionatelyea^'er 

with the utter godliness of Lady- gp{ip;Ai> OF TANGO * cross swords and swagger with 

A’sf/icr; and I was quite upset' Auikst ok a Mii..TisT SrmiAOEVrK. ‘‘ho best of them, and my he^ 

when the former, to pave the .. -. . — - .. jg possessed with envy of the 

way for the latter's ultimato reward, was overtaken by' days when we referred to our friends not ns “ two- 
suddon death in tho last chapter but one, though 1 must handicap ” but as “ two-bottle ” men. The quality of )iis 
own that I had been expecting it since about the first work I could praise unendingly, but in 'I’he Honourable 
chapter but two. Mr. Tuwnish it is possible to regret the meagre quantity 

■ ■ of it. In The liroad Highway and The Amatettr Gentleman 

In I’he Milky IVaij (lfEiNE.MANN), by Mi.ss F. Tennyson ^ we were given abundant measure, but not even Mr. Bbock’s 
.1 ESSE, there is a very pleasant fusion of matter and manner.! illustrations make up for the fact that this book only 
The light-hearted courage of tho true Bohemian is presented, occupied me for an hour. It was a crowded liour enough, 
with the bi'Avost gaiety of style. It is tnio that both Vivien, for Mr. Farkoi. has never written anything more exhilarat- 
who tolls the stpry, and Peter, who shares her unchaperoned' ing than his account of the efforts of Mr. 'fawnish to prove 
adventures, have deliberately chosen poverty for the sake; liimself worthy of Penelojie Chester, nor has ho ever been 
of freedom of soul; but this docs not make their experience I more completely master of his plot. His tendency to 
any loss exhilarating cither to theinsclvos or to us. Starting j ramble is gone, which means, I suppose, a bettor craftsman- 
acquaintanco on a ship that easily gets wrecked; acting in' ship, though I, for one, would always be glad to ramble 
fifth-rate circus-drama; chalking pictures and selling fiowora | with him when ho gives me the chance, 
on tho pavement; playing in a tent on tour, and ending up ===ss======s=sasa=s=s==: 

with a Belitiipentaltlourney out of which they make between 

them a conmiis«oncd book (ho dooi tho letter-press and “ Brokm-hcartod.—Tiy sucking lomons."- orlshir; Gazette. 
she tho piftitres, though I ’in sure she could easily have ‘ If only Borneo hod known of tliis in time. 


THK SPBKAD OF TANGO. 
Arikst ok a Militant Sukkiiaokttk. 


grateful to her for refreshing my 
memory of the little-known marvels 
of lies Baux, where the troubadours 
held their Courts of Ijovo ; Los 
Baux, tho headquarters of “ gilded 
platonics,” “the most wonderful 
place in tho world.” And a very 
suitable scene for tho first stage of 
tho “ pilgrimage ” of this pair with 
whom “ platonics ” were a fine art. 
Indeed (for I will say nothing about 
the rciMsllent shape of Peter’s head 
in her clover frontispiece picturo) 
my only serious complaint of Miss 
Jesse’s work—a curious criticism 
to make in tbit age of the sexual 
novel—is that she carries sexlcss- 
ness to the verge of indecency. 
Tho innocence of those two—of 
I'etcr, anyhow, who is also a little 
too precious at times — seems 
almost more than one can licar; 
and there is at least one episode in 
tho book which may bo very good 
milk for bubos, but is rather strong 
meat for grown men and women. 

Mr. Jeffery Far. son has me at 
hi.s mercy, for no sooner do I begin 
to read about his roistering, he- 
wigged, tender-hearted blades than 
what critical faculty I have is 
stifled; 1 become passionately oa^'er 
to cross swords and swagger with 
tho best of them, and my heart 
is possessed with envy of the 
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‘ rkUADiuADiA TOideainnon. ■ We should hsvsthought word of complaint from the Bishop Of 

CHARIyARIA. that it would have been better to have Krmbikoton in regiu:d.to the oostumefe 

• Mu. Qobdok Habvsv, a Badioal M.P., the names there| but to alter them on in Oh t I toy / it is that tiie 

has declared that he will resign his the outbreak of hostilities. It would, entire play has been re-dressed, 
seat rather than vote for a bigger for instance, lead to a rate scene of 

navy. The country is thus placed in confusion if a German general, on It has been decided by the Divisional 
the awkward dilemma of having to reaching what he imagined to be Paris, Court tlut sheep that pass in the night 
decide which it would rather lose— were to find it labelled ** Balham.” need not carry tail-lights. This is just 

UTa* TTA-ni.*w At* f.YiA T(!mnirA. Tl: ia na waII /as* AVAn 1tn«l ii> Kaam 


Mr. Habvey, or the Empire. It is 
scarcely fair of Mr. Haavky to place 
us in such an embarrassing position. 


ipiro. It is ns well, for, even had it been decided 

KY to place Mr. P. Auaury Talbot, a commis- otherwise, it would always have been 
position. sioner of Southern Nigeria, in the possibie to allege that the sheep had 
course of a journey in the Eket district left their tails behind them, 
i.thedaugh- came across traces of bird-worsliippors. 

'HE United For aviatora on the look-out for a new According to The Jteliyiom Telescope, 
y last weak, religion, here surely is the very thing, the official organ of the United 
(nly by Mr. Brethren, of Dayton, Ohio, somnolence 

this reversal Acconling to a contemporary, the is often due to the sober colour scheme 
liimsclf. militants “are losing their he^s." of a church. Parsons all over the 
There certainly liave boon a good many world will ho delighted to hoar the 
Obey " was timber fires lately. true physical icason why so many wor- 

---- - -.shippers give up the 

fight soon after the 
! sermon liogins. 

I >» * 

j “ROMAN REMAINS IN 
NORFOLK," 

;nnnouncos a con- 
! temporary. But why 
i shouldn't he ? 

( ' V . I 

V ' * 

It is pointed out tliat 
^ . our winters are now i 
always late. One n:ore j 
. sign of tlio growing | 
habit of unpunctuality j 
in our degenerate ago! 

tjs 

A Baltimore gentle¬ 
man has married a 
veiled lady whom he 
Fare (Imiff past/ler (/esHitaihii}. “Wiiy uoms'i UK amr, cosDi iTon? I i’(;i.r.i;i> did not see until after 

tf ttwr. a rjwri. wtrsfl w aaa ** ... 


Tliefact that Miss Wilson, thedaugh- came across traces of bird-worsliippors. 
ter of the Fbebioent of the United For aviatora on the look-out for a new 
States, was married quietly last weak, religion, here surely is the very thing, 
is said to bo resented keenly by Mr. 

Roosevelt, who considers this reversal Acconling to a contemporary, the 
of bis policy a slight upon himself. militants “ are losing their he^s." 

- There certainly liave been a good many 

By-the-by, Jihe word “ Obey " was timber fires lately. 

omitted from the mar----- - 

rioge service. President 
Huerta is said to have 
noted this, and ex¬ 
pressed himself as 
willing to enter into 
closer relations with the 
United States on those 
linos. 

Ithasnowtranspirod, • 
witli referenco to Mr.' 

IjIAIyd Geobok’s recent ^ > 
visit to Oxford, tliat, 
there was a schemo on' 
foot to kidnap the 
Chancellob after tlie 
debate and duck him 
in the fountain of a 
certain college quad. 

News of the plot leaked (?"»»?fw destiiMthny “ Wav aoKSs'i im sror, cosi 



out, but Mr. Geqbqe thk bell a lono wuile aoo. ! the ceremony. Weean- 

laiKfhed afc tho danr.«r Conductor. “^KRY SORRY, LAOY. I CAS’t out 'IK *0 STOP KOWHKIIK i,„i„ *u«t 


Innnhod afc thn dtinnnr Vonaucior. ••VERY SORRY, LAOY. 1 CAST OW 'IK TO STOP KOWHKIIK THIS : 1,„1„ tl.fnirinn th.l: 

lauguw at the OMger ,o„aj,Ey-KOT prompt-like—’k's that bkkt oh beatimo kihukh UW- ba\s ’e ■ *. P, 

and refused to make stop wherk *e can afford to.** I done more fi*o* 

his speech in bathing-----'quently than one 

costume. The Tango craze shows no rign of imagines, and may bo the explanation 

''' slackening, and there is a rush for any- of many a union which has puzzled us. 

It is proposed tliat our public tele- thing that resembles it. For example, 
phono boxes shall be equipped with last week as many as two gentlemen t ^ n a 

writing pads. It would bo an act of named Tanoye are reported to have „ Commercim Oandw. 
humanity if at the same time a shelf been sued by their wives for restitution “Twenty-flvo yoara reputation gam with 
of readable books could be added to of conjugal rights. cv^ry tyre i«i<i. -Met 

enable one. to while away the weary ^ ^ Manner (de^trvHf^/. as he 

hours of waiting. To judge by the following notice 

*** , exhibited In a provision shop, Wion ‘-"Pvtation gonol 

The Montrose Town Council has Eggs have had their day:— „ „ . . 

_. -..iL iL. ^ "AIm Rwnalc of I’orllaiid. Ore.. hoA bean 


Commercial Candour. 

“Twenty-flvo yoacs* reputation Roos with 
every tyre sold.”— Adrt. 

Manager Iflespairinghj, as he VMkes out 


arranged with the War Office that a 
large portion of the Montrose Golf 
Links shall be used as an aviation base. 
How is it that there has been no out¬ 
cry against this? It really does begin 
to lo^ as if the nation were losing its 
spirit. « , 


By Ordeb of thz Sanitabt Ikspector. 
MUST UK BOLD. 

A LABOR BTOOK OF 

ELECTION PHEASANTB. 


“Alex Swnek ol Portland, Ore., has been 
aolootod by President Wilson to be minister to 
Siam ."—Saraimah Morning News. 

This is headed “ Typhoon sweeps 
Guam," in order to^ catch the eye of 
tlioMof Mr. HwBHK's'friendB who might 
otherwise miss it. 


• Garments of tiger-skin are the latest onfi. o 

On the ground that they would be of freak of fashion in Paris. As a matter a. Hompooi (Ora). • A Defona^ the 
use to a hostile army in war time, the of fact there is nothing new in the idea. Su^r-tanaurloUoin . shrdlu etooin shrdul 
Frenoh War Minister has forbidden the Tigers hare worn them for years. cmtwyp natural.'" , 

painting of the names of Frenoh towns It wants no defbndiug; it speaks for 

on the roofs of their railway stations to Although we have never heard a itself. * 


VM. vmrr.v. 


A A 


/A 
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A UNITED FAMILY. HOW WE LOST A LitTLE DOG. 

».<* 6 .., n,ara. U, ,H. C^f 

[At the last performance in his orgy of oratory at Bristol, Mr. cheerful tail-\ragging going on in it. Amonmt others who 
Birsell is re^rted to have said dedicated to our use their genius for friendship and 
“ During the last two days the Cabinet have sat for a consideraMo affection WO reserve a high place for Soo-ti, a dusky little 

n'Sj'i^sz s? £»«»»» "i ;-»»‘7 i>« b...«»,.^d 

dtaetenra of opinion. We am one and all lihind the Prime Minister, bio companion. I have spoken of him before. To-day I 
... We are a united Oovcmmont.” propose to relate a crisis in his existence. 

SubsMuently, in addressing tho National Ijiboral Federation at ^ - 

Leeds lu. AsquiTU endorsed this allegation of perfect unanimity.] Soo-ti has oil the engaging characteristics of his race. 
_ , . T I. ,• IXI , lie is shaped on a leonine model, heavily maned, broad- 

Thimk not tlmt I would lightly play headed, thin in tho flanks; his nose turas up ihost per- 

bunoon or comic mime versely, and his eyes are large, luminous and expressive. 

With this grave theme that night and day compact 4ibodimont of all tho obstinaciM, inde- 

Has tasked my manho<^ s serious prime, pondences and humorous wilfulnesses that have always 

Others may choose to triflOi hut spaniels of his brood. His courage is 

It 18 not 80 with Bristol 8 Birbeltj, tremendous. Ho faces a cai-t-horse, a mastiff or a motor- 

Who owns that Ireland is a nut cq^^l coolness and disdain, always walking by 

preference along the centre-line of whatever road he happens 
to be on, and refusing to budge for vehicles of any'detorip- 
tion. I low ho escapes destruction I cannot understand; 
but there seems to txi amongst coachmen and carters and 
chauffeurs in our district an agreement that ho is to be 
considered a soit of policeman's hand, and, when his airy 
impudence is seen swaggering along, traffic stops and even 
butchers’ carts delay the delivery of joints in order that 
Soo-ti may walk unscathed. . > - 

Such, then, was and is Soo-ti, endeared to us by much 
wickedness and many virtues, and not least by his infinit¬ 
esimal size. He is, indeed, an absurdly small ^ntpendium 
of aU that is great and glorious in dogdom. With ofiA littdo 
hand a child can lift this tiny mass of faith and aftogance, 
of devotion and defiance, into the air, hold it out at arm’s 
length and deposit it on a sofa cushiim, where, after its 
three ritual circlings, it goes to sleep and becomes a mere 
little black blot on its soft bed. Wo had watched Soo-ti 
grow up from puppyhood, but he had never seemed to 
become Vrger, and whenever we spoke to him or thought 
of him it was in terms of diroinutiveness. 

Now it happened that some eight weeks ago, Soo-ti was 
suddenly, and without being, in the least aware of it, pro¬ 
moted to the konoufahle state of being,a father—*' Sire” is, 
I believe, tho technical term. A puppy was assigned to ns, 
was duly invested {iii absentid) with the nune of Puk— 
short for Puk-wudjie—and was yesterday fetched -Eway 
from its agitated and protesting mother to its new; home in 
our midst. We were all gathered to receive it, and when, 
released frotn its basket, it was set down upon the floor there 
was a univei-sal shout of joy and admiration. It was an ador¬ 
able ball of soft and seemingly boiieleBs black flulT, so small 
lliat a man’s coat pocket coidd easily contain it, and, savo 
for a wiiite shirt-frill and four sots of tiny white toes, it was 
tho born image of its father, who, as it chanced, was not 
present when it was unpacked. It began its new life with 
enthusiasm, licked whatever hand or cheek it could lay its 
coral tongue to, waddled about the room or turned itself on 
its btu:k, submitting to everything that fate might decree for 
it, got up and gave throe short prances that brought it into 
collision with an armchair, sat down gravely and looked out 


We are a united Oovcmmont.” 

bsMuently, in addrcHcing tho National Liberal Federation at 
■ lu. AsquiTU endoned tnie allegation of porioct unanimity.] 

Think not that I would lightly play 
Like a bulToon or comic mime 
With this grave theme that night and day 
Has ta-sked my manhood’s serious prime; 
Others may choose to trifle, but 
It is not 80 with Bristol’s Birbeltj, 

Who owns tiiat Ireland is a nut' 

That might unnerve tho stoutest squirml. 

Nevertheless I plead excuse 

tf, just for once in all this while, 

1 let my solonm features loose 
And lapse into a pensive smile; 

I cannot hglp it when I meet 
. With men who think (oh, how erroneous!) 

OuTr dovecote up in Downing Street 
Might possibly be more harmonious. 

* V - ( r 

1 have been there and taken part 
In high debate, and so I know, 

And 1 assure you, on my heart, ^ 

'.’.’^as “’lUco a little heaven below;” 

,Tii(m WM not one at that bright board 
Who mutihwred or oven muttered; 

When Asquith dpoke we all encored. 

We echoed every' word he uttered. 

Though on tl]e platform (3 h§X invites .. 

. ^^6 conversazione’s aid, 

WHilo RuNciiUN, with" lesser lights, ' ' ''• 

Cries “BloodI” and'bores-his‘infant blade; 
Though various voices float through space. 

F^m dul(»t coos all down tho gamut 
To roarings in a Devlin bass ’ 

(“Sure, who’s afraid of dstor, damn ut!”)— 

Yet on my conscience''! protest. 

And for a token, as I speak, 

I lay. this hand u^n my chest, 

This tongue against my bulging cheek — 

I swear (and, when I swear, you’ve got 
Something tiiat-you may safely trust in) - 
We are a most umted lot; 

Believe me, Truly yours, Avqustine. 


Bishop Boyd Caiu'enter as reported in The Tim^s 


physical, moral, and intelloclual. in such a state of healthful upon this perplexing world from its blue puppy eyes, laid 
activi]]i that they shall ho combined in yonr own individuality iu offerings of overwhelming and undying affection at every- 
Kuch Mrt tn to bo real powers for good through the whole length of body’s foot, and altogether behaved as if it realised its import- 
your days. ^ ^ without being in the least abashed by its lock of size. 

Harold {continaing to pull the cat's tail). “ What did you - 

say, mother” {She says it again.) While we were engaged in this scene of worship tho door, 





Mb. Bxdmomd. “DON’T DROWN IT I” 


Mb. AsQuitH. “ VERY GOOD, ..SIR." 




























































OUR YOUNG SCIENTISTS. 

“Oil! Dad. rLXASK si>I':\k to IjoiiRV. Hk wimj fut jus fkkt mt siuk of Tim iiki), anii iiia toks auk iiKnow xkiioI" 


wliich was ajar, was slowly anti soleiniily pushed open, and 
a large black I'otrievor atalketl majestically into the room. 
It seemed to me that I hud never seen him beforo, and yet 
there was a familiar somotiiing about his aspect, lie 
approached Puk and sniffed at him witliout interest, while 
tlio small dog, turning himsolt into a temporary fried 
whiting, witli his tail in liis nioutli, protested his harmless- 
noss and insignificance. Then the giant, liaving finished 
liis inspection, turned away and took no further notice. 

“ Who *8 tiiis ? " said Helen. 

“ It’s- No, it can t bo," said Jlosie. 

" It must ho-No, it isn't," said Peggy. 

“ It's Soo-ti,” said John. “ He's giow^ up." 

“It is Soo-ti,” they all shouted together. “How big 
he’s got!” ■ _ 

• 

As a matter of fact, it was Soo-ti, but, by contrast witli 
the atom to which we had boon devoting ourselves, lie liad 
grown in our eyes to proportions so gigantic that for a 
moment we liad soon a retriever in Ids place. And oven 
to-day we have failed to reduce him to his normal si/e. 
Something we managed to effect by taking him for a walk 
with the Groat Dane, but as soon ns he came homo and 
found himself in the same room with Puk he began again 
to swell visibly, and now ho is once more a big dog. The 
pratty graces that belong to the very small seem througli the 
pi-oscnce of his son to nave dropped from him. In short, 
we have lost our little dog. But wo still hope that, when 
Puk himself shall have grown up, our old original Soo-ti will 
be restored to us in all his delighUul dwarfishness. B. C. L. 


TUB WINDOW-CLKAN MR. 

IIk mounts Ids ladder and attacks eacli pane 
As though, lichind it, i elude his vision; 

If I were robbed lieforo his eyes or slain, 

Ho would clean on witli mdnipaircd precision; 

In short, with tho first action of his wrist, 

1 simply cease by some means to exist. 

It stands to reason that, my light grown dim, 

My peace destroyed, my business dislocated, 

I'm forced to take an interest in him 
(However plainly unreciprocated); 

I 'vo thought his mien a studied insult --yet 

At other times I 'vc hoped it's etiquette. 

Of course I don’t expect him to convoi-so 
Or doff tho pride so proper to his station; 

I merely wish that he w'ould let mo nurse 
My natural self-respect (in moderation). 

I fo won't; and it is very hard for me 

Thus to resign my dear identity. 


Despair. 

“ Hardingo i;ot tHo ball, but, bowovrr, inoda a terrible attoiiipt at 
Hcoring, putting tho ball high over tho bar. Again KulhurforihrppaaUxl 
his iMrformnneo, and alter hio contra had boon again s'astod ho triod 
to shoot himseif .”—Evening Nev's. , 

It would have been more natural (but, we hasten to say, 
no less regrettable) if he had tried to sRoot UAiiDiMOU. 

















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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** MR WU afraid of yoa. I'm a a moment? (Mr. Gregory takes out the 

mn. WU. plain, blunt Englishman, and I'm not cartridges and hands them to him.). I, 

[A thrilling Chin^ Night’s Entcrtainioout to bo bullied by all the spirits of all the was wondering if you used the old* 
at the Strand Theatre.] ancestors of all the mandarins and fashioned smokeless Gregory powder. 

Act I.— The garden of Mr. Wu’s house, tangerines in China. Why are you {He puts the cartridges into his own 
Enter a good deal of Local Colour, persecuting me ? empty revolver, whi^h he takes from his 

Local Colour. AIleo*sameo, pioceo- A/r. ITu. Please explain. pocket.) Now then,'Mr. Gregory I {He 

pieces, chop*chop {and other things Mr. Gregory. Throe weeks ago my presentstherevolverathishead.) Eindly 

which I cannot translate for you property son disappear. Now I don’t say ring the bell and ask your wife to come 
until I have unpacked my Chinese die- Basil is a nice boy, but I happen—er, in. 

(ionary). [Exit Local Colour. his mother happens to be rather fond Mr. Gregory {overwhelmed .by this 

Enter Basil Gregory and Mr. Wu’s of him. Wo miss him—that is to say, sudden turn of fortune). Confound you 1 
daughter, Nang Ping. she misses him—well, anyhow, he is You have got the better of mp by your 

Basil. Darling, what a heavenly missed ... at times. But that is devilish Eastern cunning, but you can- 
fortnight vre have had together, while not all. Yesterday one of my ships not cow my English spirit. 1 will not 
your father has txien away. went down; to-day my coolies have ring the bell. {Bings it.) What do 

Nang Ping. Basil, my velly own! already struck three times in five you want my wife for? (£n(er Murray.) 
{They cntbrace) minutes—no, you needn’t look at that Murray, send Mrs. Gregory in. 

Basil {withdrawing himself). And clock, it doesn’t go—^liave struck three [Mrs. Gregory comes in. and Gregory 
now, darling, 1 have some bad news times in five minutes for higher pay. goes reluctantly out; leaving his 

lor you. I am going back to England Worse than this, my manager, who is wife alone with Mr. Wu. 

with Mother. So this is good-bye for supposed to do a good deal of the work Mr. Wu. Mrs. Gregory, I can help 
a year ... or two years . . . y°“ 


or throe years . . . or—well, 1 

moan I might easily turn up I 

again some time. In these days Affi 

of rapid locomotion- ^ 

Nang Ping. Basil 1 You have 
bloken my heart. 

Basil. Oh, come. You’llmaiTy 
some nice mandarin and bo quite |MN|w 

Natty Ping. Never. My father 
will kill mo when he hoars what rntpasma 
has happened. mi 

Basil {kindly). Oh, I hope you 
won’t let him do that. ^''' 

Nang Ping. Ho will kill you 
too.' 

Basil {seriously alarmed). In QUIEI 
that case, Nang Ping, you cor- Gregory 
talnly mustn’t tell him. ’ ’ 






A QUIET BUSINESS CHAT IN HONG KONG, 
r, Gregory ,. .. .. Mr. Lkslib Cakteb. 

r. IV'tt.Mr. Maxiiesok Lako. 


[Mrs. Gregory cotnes in. and Gregory 
goes reluctantly out; leaving his 
wife alone with Mr. Wu. 

Mr, Wu. Mrs. Gregory, I can help 
you to find your son. Mr. 
Gregory doesn’t know how to 
talk to a gentleman, so 1 have 
sent for you instead. If you will 
come to my house this evening 
at six I will tell you my plans. 
No, you needn’t look at that 
clock, it doesn’t ^o. 

Mrs. Gregory. Oh, Mr. Wu, if 
you could find my son for me, I 
I should bo so grateful. But I 
f oughtn’t to come to your house 
alone. Might 1 bring my Chinese 
maid. Ah Wong, with me ? 

Mr. Wu. Certainly. Till six 
then. [Exit. 

^ The Audience {excited). Ah-h-h I 

CUHTAIN. 


tainly mustn't tell him. Mr. na . Air. AiAxitEsoK aiako. — lioom in Mr. Wu’s 

Nang Ping. But if ho has found out ? of this ollice, has adopted of late a house. 

Basil. How could ho? He’s miles play of facial expression and a wealth Afr.Tf’»(< 7 cnta%). Ah, Mrs. Gregory, 
away. {Two Chinese men sprimj on of gesture which reminds one of the you have come. Will you please send 
Atm/i-ont bc/tt«id.) 1 say, shut up there I worst excesses of the transpontine your servant away? 

Help 1 Oh lor’, here’s Mr. Wu I stage. He can’t say the simplest thing Mrs. Gregory. Oh, Mr. Wu, 1 don’t 

[Mr. Wu appears suddenly tn front in a natural way nowadays. I fed think I ought to. 

of the lovers. A terrible silence cn- convinced, Mr. Wu, that you are behind Mr. T^u {gravely). Mrs. Gregory, I 

sues — and, .as far as the First Act all this. It's annoying enough to lose cannot sit down- 

went, Jfelt.that you or I could have a son, but to lose a good boat and a Mrs. Gregory {sympathetically).Bhea- 

played Mr. Matheson Lanq’s part valuable manager as well—it's simply matism ? Oh, I am sorry. 

quite well ourselves. But of course unliearable. ' Mr. Wu. I cannot sit down in the 


there ’< more in it later on. Mr. Wu. How can I be behind all presence of' a ^want. The spirit of 

Nang Ping. Father I {She throws this, Mr. Gregory ? Td take one ewe, my ancestors will not let me. 
herself at his feet.) ' how can I be responsible for your Mrs. Gregory. Oh, bother your old 

The Audience {excited). Ah-h-h I manager’s extraordinary behaviour? ' ' ancestors. 

CuBTAiN. ■Wr. Gregory {reasonably). Well, after Mr. Wu {annoyed). Mrs. Gregory, this 

« * all, you 're prMUcing the play. Maths- is the second time my ancestera ha^ro 

■The offices of the Gregory bqn, old man. I moan, Mr. Wu, that been insulted to-day. If it occurs ^ain 
ip Com^ny at Hong Kong, i'm a plain, blunt Englishman, and 1 I shall have to cul upon them io do 

_ /E. A I^A AlxsA. • M M AVM I* w • A ‘ 


Act II. —The offices of the Gregot 
Steamship Company at Hong Kong. 


you, ad man to mandarin, what it all it? 

means. Mr. Gregory. 

Mr. Wn {blandly). 'What what all a revolver^ Nc 
means? ^ • Mr, Wu (e> 

Mr. Gregory. You know perfectly revolver. May 


? away, Now, Mr^ Wu, wh0c4.J|^ 

Mr. Gregory. Like this. {He produces son? ■>■■■■. 

revoherf) Now then t Mr. Wu. He i8.h(!)e. 

Mr. Wu {er^tily). Dear me, a Mrs. Gregory (nfrpnt^.'Bsca’l 
volver. May I look at the cartridges Afr. Wu. Yea, he' ia my prisoner. 
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fojrnd him making love to my daughter. 
He vrill probably die. (Coming closer 

to her) Unless- Mrs. Gr^ory, you 

have only one way of saving him. j 

Mrs. Gregory. What is it ? 

Mr. Wu (jplaintivehj). Can't you 
.guess? I don’t want to put it too 
crudely, because of the Bishop of 
Kensinotoh. 

Mrs^Oregory (guessing). Never! 

Mr. Wu. I will leave you to think it 
.over, y you decide to sacrifice your¬ 
self for your son, I shall strike this gong 
—a remarkable specimen of early thir¬ 
teenth-century work, supposed to be a 
genuine Uee Chee Koo—and that will 
no the signal for his release. The doors 
aro lockM and the only window —allow 
mo to call tlio audience's attention to it 
—is much too small and much too high 
up to escape through. You will find 
sonic tea on tho table if you aro at all 
pamhed. I think that is all. 1 shall 
bo back in five minutes. (Aside to the 
audience) Just koop your oyo on the 
window, and don’t forget what T said 
about striking tho gong. (Hxit, 

Mrs. Gregory (faintly). What-sball-t- 
do-whut-sball-?-do-hoip-bolp. (Gazing 
up at the window) Ah, Wong—1 moan 
ah. Ah Wong—if you could only como 
to my aid! (She does. At this very 
moment something is thrown through the 
window from outside—to the'extreme 
gratification of those of us who were 
keeping our eyes on it. Mrs. Gregory 
picks it up.) How wonderfully those 
Ghiuose women throw 1 What is this? 
Wliy, it is a phial of poison. What shall 
I do with it ? Why, drink it and save 
myself from dishonour. Tho simplest 
thing would be to drink it now, but that 
would spoil the play. Of course 1 
might keep it in my hand and drink 
it at the last moment, but that would 
spoil it too. I know—I '11 put it in my 
cup of tea. (Does so.) Thera! Now 
ho won’t know I’m killing myself. 
(lirightly fa Mr. Wu outside) noad —y j 
Enter Mr. Wu. 

Mr. B«. Well? ... Ah! (He 
takes her in his arms.) 

Mrs. Gregory. Wait a moment. (She 
picks up the cup of tea and prepares to 
drink.) ■ . 

Mr. Wu (lovingly). Jjei Wu-wu drink 
too! (Tie stops for a moment with the 
cup at his lips.) It smells like poison, 

: but it m^ be only the milk and sugar 
that you Europeans spoil your tea with. 
(He drinks.) ■ I say, though, it was 
poison! Waugh-waugh, tchah, pshaw, 
waugh-waugh. (He chokes, falls over 
the table aw recovers himself with an 
effort.) At any rate, woman,-you shall 
mo too.' (He seizes an old Chinese 
su'ord, a remarkable^pieee of work dating 
from the Kah Sun dynasty, and lurches 
after her. ■ ■ She dod^ behind the gong. 



and he.strikes at her.) Take that—and 
that —and that! 

Mrs. Gregory. Never touched mo! 
(lie strikes and she dodges again.) Only 
hit tho gong, silly! 

He makes another effort and then 
falls down dead. The doors open 
at the sound of the gong (I hope 
you hadn't forgotten about that) 
and Basil comes in to his mother. 

The Audience (relieved). Ah-h-h! 

CUBTSIN. A. A. M. 

CBSSSSSSSSSSSSSSBSSBSS9 • 

*' Jericho was a very important city, situated 
on a caravan road, which led, pto^bly, due 
north and south, or, perhaps, east to west.” 

Daily Express. 

Until this is cleared up we shall 
continue to refuse our many invitations 
to go to Jericho. 


A Treasure-bunt. 

"The Archdeacon of TIuckingham was the 
preacher at St. Mary’s, Aylesbury, on Sunday 
inorniDg. 

Tito subject of his sermon was the Bishop 
of Oxford’s Fund. 

Lord Diilmciiy was in command, tho meet 
being at Monlmoro cross roads. 

A liigh wind militatodaugain^t successful 
hunting. 

A generous responsonvas mode to his appeal 
for support to tho fund.” 

Ducks Jdrerfisa- ami .iyteSnry News. 


" TonguAY Kciiokb. 

Ho.avy rain fell in Torquay rostorcl^. 

Over‘half-an-inoh of rain foU in Torquay 
yc-iterday .”—Exeter Express/ 

However, visitorss who go to Torquay 
for the echo must not gxpect always to 
be so well served. • 
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REOKNT SCENE IN A PCHLTO LIBRABY NOT A THOUSAND MILES EROM THE STRAND. 

"MY MOST EXCITINO ADVENTUnE," 

Told by Pofdlab AIufic-KAij:. AitTrsTHB, 

WlM. ABPEAB IM THK ClIItlSTHAB NUMDKlt OV TllB -. 


tragic thing—SiV Getrase himself has 
soul-patujs noiu I And, as no soul-doctor 
can do anything in his own case, and, 
ot course, wouldn’t ask help from a 
rival, I suppose there’s no hope for tlie 
poor dear man. 

I gave a dear little lunch party for 
Mr. Tim Flanagan when he was in 
London. Everyone was charmed with 
him. He lookra so really chic among 
all the monotonous well-groomed people 
around him. After lunch he went out 
on the balcony and began to address 
the passers-by, and soon there was an 
immense mob outside. Wo all crowded 
np to the windows to hear him, and ho 
was simply enormously amusing 1 Ho 
told the crowd what he'd had for lunch, 
and ho asked how darei wo live in such 
luxury; and he somethinged the lunch 
and the wine; and ho said we didn’t 
heed the writing on the wall, and was 
a great mansion like the one ho was 
speaking from to be left in the posses¬ 
sion of a man and a woman and some 
flunkeys? No, it wasn’t! And he 
invited any of the crowd who felt like 
it to come right in and live in our 
house and take whatever they wanted. 
And the crowd laughed and choerad 
again, and then the police dispersed 
them, and I persuaded Mr. Tim Flanagan 


to come in and have tea, as his clever 
speech must have made him vei'y 
thirsty. And all the lunch people 
stayed to tea too, and Iwforo going 
away they perfectly overwhelmed mo 
with congrats on having given such a 
charming afternoon. 

There ’a another burst-up at the 
Thistledowns'. We ’re all quite a little 
sorry about it. Fluffy, poor dear thing, 
is a very much misunderstood little 
woman. Only a short time ago, you 
know, things were patched up there, 
and there was a reconciliation, and 
they arranged to live happy ever after. 
They gave a very cheery reconcilly 
dinner-dance, and wc all gave them 

E resents, and altogether it was quite a 
appy little second wedding. Their 
gifts to each other were too sweet for 
words. Ho gave lier a complete set of 
baby-tiger—coat, cap and muff. (Baby- 
tiger is the last syllable of the last 
word I To get even one baby-tiger costs, 
1 hear, several natives’ lives, and such 
a set as Fluffy’s must account totdozetts 
of the little stripers. Of course, one ’a 
sorry for the poor natives, but it gives 
baby-tiger a cachet above all other 
peltry.) Really and truly, my own 
Daphne, I don’t think 1 ever envied 
anyone in my life till I saw Fluffy 


Thistledown at the Newmarket Hough¬ 
ton in her new set of baby-tiger. Her 
cap had the bahy-paws in front and the 
tail sticking straight up at the bock, 
and the effect of eyes was got by two 
immonso topar, hat-pins. Uer reconcilly 
gift to him was a gold match-box with 
her smile on the lid, surrounded with 
brilliants. Ho everything seemed quite 
comfy and charming at the Thistle¬ 
downs’, till one week-end Tjord T. was 
running over to Paris tout seul. Jack 
Hurlingham, Doody Bt. Adrian, and 
some other men that he knew got into 
the boat-train with him, and presently 
Tliislkxlown, preparatory to lighting 
up, took out his now match-box, looking 
complacently, no doubt, at Fluffy’s 
smile on Iho lid. The box proved to bo 
empty, however; there was nothing 
behind the smile—(sogie people have 
said Iho same of Fluffy herself). Jack 
and Doody and thd others, seeing T.’s 
matchless condition, simnltnnoously 
took out their own match-boxes, prof¬ 
fered tlicm, then suddenly recollected 
themselves and pocketed theta,again 
in a hurry- -but not before Thistledown 
hod seen them., My deaiH every one of 
those boxes was gold, with Fluffy’s 
smile HutTOunden with brilliants on 
the lid 1 Ever thinor IV^anchb. 
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"Not bo much bi sbbisb, vi.kasb, or you'ix »oo this pi-atk.” 


DOOMSDAY. 

(Lint'S Kritten cm receij^ of tin injonnalion that tlie hazards of mi/ favourite golf course are to be made even more 

difficult than before.) 


Ehk yet with an’oganco grown drunker 
Yu build to flout the stai's, > 

Btern members of the Green Committee, 
On mo, tbo gentle fool, have pity. 

Not all l)ecause with face so gritty 
I needs must dare tlie embattled bunker 
And burst its beetling bars. 

Wliat tbougb 1 may not leap the ramxiarts. 

As otbem may, in one ? 

If that were all ’twero no great matter; 
What tbougb tiro bootless mounds I batter 
And club by clul> impetuous shatter, 

And bid the caddy take tbo dam parts 
And bum them and be done? 

All no! 4ni(j on tbo People ponder. 

The People and tlicir right; 

How ago by ago with grip tenacious 
The dukes annexed the soil, till (gracious!) 
Our England which was once so spacious. 
All gfeenwoM glades where men idigbt wander, 
* Contracted and grew tight. 

And sb^U the mob’s increasing dudgeon, 

When serfdorn breaks its thrall. 

Strike odiy at the rod-deer forest, 

TliSt thou, O Geouqk, so much abhorrost, 


And spare the links where once they raorricod. 
But now, with overweening bludgeon. 

The {foUer belts bis ball ? 

[TIrus, long ago, the lawless barons 
Upreared from Thames to Tyne 
Their castles to the outraged heavens 
(Only last week I said to Plvans 
One’s lucky to got round in sevens). 

In days when Warwick ruled and CiiAkkkce 
Was Boused in Malmsey wine.] 

And now, I ween, no grouse nor liarriei's. 

Nor marshlands of the snipe. 

No, nor tbo mangold-munching pheasant. 
Shall so enrage the risen peasant. 

Until ho makes himself unpleasant. 

As these, these crenelated barriers 
That curb my well-meant wipe. 

And when at last the score is reckoned 
(.4 has les clceks I the ovy), 

1 fear me much lest, late and laggard, 

W'hon all the rest to lunch have staggeiYxl, 

I may be hauled, a victim haggard. 

From that vast peel-tower at the second. 

Niblick in band, to die. 

Evor. 


e 





























































































INTELLECTUAL LIFE AT THE UNIVERSITY. 

ScESE—Co/fc-j/a room. 

First Undergraduate. “Comi:»c to nnKKKKB TO-stonnow?'* Second Undergraduate. "No, you’d iii'rrrEB come to me.' 

First Undergraduate. “Why os eabtii should I?" (irroml Undergraduate. “Aix nKsHT, tiihs, dos’tI" 

First Undergraduate. " Then I shall !" 


SMOKE ABATEMENT AT 
HAIUiOW. 

The Ilcadmostor of Harrow lias 
issued orders to tho eiTect that boys 
“must not allow Old Han’ovians or 
other visitors to the school to smoke in 
their rooms at tho various houses.” 
The boys are also “ requested not to go 
about the High Street or public roads 
adjoining the school witli people who 
are smoking." 

Unfortunately several painful inci¬ 
dents arising out of the new regulations 
have to be recorded. The Hon. W. D. 
IJ. O. Birdseye was getting on very 
nicely with his grandfather, the Duke 
of Cnerrywood, who was paying a visit 
to tho boy’s study, unlit bi.-i Grace 
took out a cigar and lit it. Finding 
remonstrance was met only with in¬ 
dignation, the Hon. W. D. H. O. 
reluctantly proceeded to the perform¬ 
ance of his duty. When duty has to 
be faced, it matters ncth'ng to an 


Harrovian that lie stands to lose a 
fiver a term by liis loyalty. On 
inquiry at a late hour last evening we 
wero informcxl by tho Duko's doctor that 
his Groce was progressing as favourably 
las could bo expected. His Grace's 
I cliaplain, liowcver, takes a very grave 
Iviow of the condition of tlio veteran 
! nobleman. 

The budding diplomatists of the 
school are contriving to cany out tlie 
Headmaster's rules loss forcibly than the 
above youth. One of them keeps a tin of 
almond rock on his mantelpiece, and on 
tho first fratful sign made by a visitor 
who is dying to smoke ho generously 
supplies this sootliing swoctmoat. 

A distressing scene was witnessed 
in the High Street on Monday. A 
bronaed man, after an alisenso of six 
months in tho Sahara, ran down to 
Harrow to pay a sniqn'iso visit to his 
son. Smoking a cigar, ho walked 
along full of the happy anticipation of 
seeing his curly-headed lioy again. 


Suddenly, in tho High Stmot, he came 
face to face with the little chap. With 
outstrotcho<l anns and shining eyes tlie 
fatlier advanced to enfold his child to 
his bosom; hut tho boy, with a 
horrified look at tho cigar, pulled him¬ 
self together and marched by with 
avcrtwl nose. 

" Of the sugar conbiiiicd in the caiio not less 
than f.'iO per eent. is lost, siiico from cano 
containing 15 per cent, of sugar it is not 
poasiblo to got C per cent., if that.” 

“ Times" South AmericanJiupplemeitt. 

Wo cannot cope with this at present. 
Wo propose to read onb or two of our 
cont'jinporary’s Uditcalioml fiiipiile- 
inents, and then to try again. 

• - - .- 

" When tho lilllo dark man gets np.at a 
meeting, hia aijaarc, bony j.aw Hocmingly 
«b%urud by tho KiHxtaclos ho wean, tho Itoera 
stir restU'SKly in their scats.”—tktiiy Mail, 

Our only suggestion ^ot a good one) is 
that ho wears his spectoclos on his eye¬ 
teeth. * 
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THF nm DAY tho gwns in at these two points to begin majority of their acquaintances would, 

THE BIG OAT. ^ with, the general object being to collect perhaps, prefer it so. The objection is, 
Dkah Mr. I’fSOH,—At our principal all tlie binls forward and finally to got however, tho number of guns, and I 
shoot, to take place sliortly, wo ask tlie! tliom together at tlio Eastern extremity, tliink myself it will probably ^ driven 
iionourof yourownprcsenceandassist-{ (If oneortwooscapeovorinto Bouverio birds, driven, that is, from South to, 
anco. We do so because, in tho first! Street, no doubt your Young Men will North ; with a gun in every window in 
Xilaco, wo shall have need of a trusty | bo keeping a look out from your upstaim King's Bench Walk, a gang of them on 
and discriminating gun; in tlio second, > windows and will enjoy accounting for tho lawn, behind and at the side, our 
you happen to live near tho scone of | those. Which reminds mo; wo mustn't best shots up Mitre Court to pull down 

_ Ai _/rni-_ m_l..\ _a _ ji-_ _ixi. _ ai.* _•_ _ ai____a._ 


action (The Temple) and your know- j forgot to square the Police with a the pigeons as they soar away over to 


schemes. . 

Wo shall bo about a 
dosen guns in all at tho 
start, including one or two 
of tho more sporting but 
less preoccupied K.C.s, a 
retired Master of the Su¬ 
preme Court (not to be 
trusted too far), and a 
section of tho .Tuniqr Bar; 
wo may, when it is known 
what is afoot, bo joined 
by others to tho extent of 
not more than a few hun¬ 
dreds, and tho weapon shop 
in tho .Btrand should do 
good business in bailments \ 
that morning. Wo hope 
to begin about eleven; if > 
tills ssoms to you to lie! 
late in tho day, it has been j 
deemed better to wait till 
the Courts are sitting. Woj 
cannot expect to avoid' 
some regrettahle casual¬ 
ties; clerks don't matter, 
being cheap and c.xcossive; 
half-u-do/on or so of soli¬ 
citors might not in tho 
worat event l>o missed, and 
even a barrister or two 
ccnld bo spared. But 
Common Law Judges, the 
sort to bo met sometimes 


I PLEAStOOK® 
TWt ANIMAiS 






in tho Temple out of i I must be a grave menace 

working hours, are very! to the welfare of tho local 

scareo nowadays, practi-1 nmtij/o/(to Cwcral Bo</«i). •• I ’m bcbk you o»r.v meant lo j jl ^1 will 

cally* numliorcd, and if one;..... „„ vRnv anboyisu to the best op the aTuKu.” drive from his proud and 






of them was mislaid there - 


missed from below. 

It would be a pity, too, 
not to have this drive, 
seeing that all tho “Boys" 
in Chambei's who are to 
act as beaters have been 
looking forward to it for 
weeks, and have lieen col¬ 
lecting old (and possibly 
some now) electric light 
bulbs, which they will 
drop to tho ground at a 
given signal, a process 
which has never yet failed 
to stimulate these birds to 
flight. • 

And let me, lastly’, anti¬ 
cipate any possible objec- 
I tion on tho grounds of 
I inhumanity. Lot mo point 
; out tliat this proposed 
I exp3dition is wholly right- 
jeous, and, so far from 
having any connection 
. with tho scandals in rural 
I life which have evoked tho 
I Georgio ire, is itself a fur¬ 
therance of David's own 
reformative schemes. Tho 
Temple, Bir, is overrun by 
these fat and voracious 
lieas'.s, and, if they con¬ 
tinue to increase at their 
present alanning rate, they 
must be a grave menace 
to the welfare of the local 


ancient 


n his proud 
patrimony 


might bo a fuss. Bo wo do not intend j walk up New, Garden, Essex, Hare, j honest, industrious barrister-at-law 


objective (as 1 will show later), though j all to be foregathered, ready for our big tainly not able to take the place of the 
a brace or sf> of Telegraph Boys would drive up King's Bench Walk, which legal labourer and solve knotty problems 
ho welcome, bqth as rounding up tho | should by then be teeming with game, under tho Finance Acts. And not only 
bag nicely and also with the view of | If it turns out that we are still only a are those pigeons a future danger, they 
keeping down a species which threatens, reasonable nuinberof guns by this time, are a present evil; it w'ould be impossible 
these days to become a bit too thick | wo may shoot over cats; we have, of to calculate tho harm they have done 
on the ground Mitre Court way. * course, some of those famous and self- by, I will not say eating, but, at any 
There is, os yon know, a little discreet I trained pointers, artful as they are rate, pecking at the wratehed Juniors* 

f 'ate by yie Middle Temple Library, j made, on tho spot. The superiority of briefs I ' 

eading out to tho‘Underground, arid cats to dogs in this connection is obvious; So you will join us, will you not, on 
another,' also on Mie Western boundary if they exceed their jurisdiction and get this eventful day? 
of the estate, leading into Doveroux out of hand, they themselves become Your respectful 

Court ; it is the idea at present to put I (as they well know) fair game, and the Iumbb TEifFLOn. 
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OUT OF BABYLON. 
1^'moon was up, the deed was done, 
And thinm that xan as shadows run 
PursuM us to the brazen gate. 
Where the king-oarven lions wait 
Beside the doors of Babylon.' 

There was no sound to break the spell 
Save footsteps, light as leaves, that fell 
And followed ever, followed on 
Where’the enchanted moonlight 
shone 

O’er ohariadd towers and terrible. 

The Wiz^’s word was muttered low; 
The brazen doors swung open—so; 
Tho Wizard’s word was soothly said; 
The footsteps died, and forth we fled 
Into the darkness, long ago. 

Now of the do^ that had been done, 
And what pursued, as shadows run, 
And of the word that passed ua 
through— 

The Wizard’s word, the word of rue— 
I may not speak to anyone. 

I only sing the fear of flight, 

And ask your pity on my plight. 

For the pale Wizard’s eyes of ill 
Keep tryst tbivughout the years, 
and still 

They lind me every Friday night! 





ARMY EXERCISES. 

The New Autumn Amusement. 
{Suggested by a stiuly of the Daily Press.) 

Recoonisinq that West End thcatn- 
cal managers will never be brought to 
study the comfort of their patrons, 
especially in the less expensive seats, 
till some really drastic measures are 
taken. The Poor Pittites Training Corps 
has lately lieen founded by Mr. Rupert 
Swashbuck, of Ealing. The chief 
objects of tho movement are said to 
be tho demolition of early doors for 
which extra payment is demanded, tho 
gratis distribution of programmes, and 
the extinction of late arrivals, who will 
be shot at sight. In a word, the support 
and preservation of Law, Order and tho 
Rights of Playgoers. Major-Gen. Sir 
Charles Hooter has accepted the pro¬ 
visional command of the corps, and 
drilling matinies will take place on 
Wednesdays and Saturdays on Ealing 
Common. 

The Company of Anti • Motorist 
.Rough Riders held its first monthly 
inspection and parade yesterday. This 
is a civilian force which has bera raised 
l^y Col. P. Destrian, of Watford (and 
late bi the, Indian army), for the main¬ 
tenance of the amenities of the high¬ 
road. The troopers, mostly weU-set-np 
young farmers, were mounted on 
serviceable-looking steeds, and armed 


with six-shooters, steel chains, and 
bags of ten-inch nails for tyre-destruc¬ 
tion. Altogether some twelve hundred 
men were said to be on parade, and 
the gallant colonel, who himself took 
the salute, expressed himself as more 
than satisfied with the success of the 
movement. 

The Society for tho Suppression of 
Street Noises has lately brought itself 
into line with the prevailing militancy 
by the institution of a company of 
expert bomb-flingers, under the personal 
command of Captain Bayard, D.S.O. 
Target-practice is indulged in every 
week-day evening at the South Kens¬ 
ington headquarters of the company, 
and the members, who are mostly fine 
stalwart-looking civil servants on the 
retired list, are said to have attained 
remarkable proficiency in aim. Great 
enthusiasm is displayed for the movo- 
ment, Onslow Garaena especially being 
prepared to run with blood rather than 
sacrifice one jot of its traditional quiet 
and respectabijity. 


With reference to tho fighting im¬ 
ported from tho Midlands wo learn that 
a battalion of tho Coventry branch of 
Practical Canvassers, who had been 
scouring tho country with maxims in 
support of a candidate for the city 
council, appear to have fallen in with 
tho mounted section of tho Society for 
the Suppression of Political Speeches 
returning from a field-day near Kenil¬ 
worth. At the moment of writing no 
exact details as to tho casualties are 
obtainable, but these arc known to bo 
enormous. Heavy firing having been 
heard this afternoon from Leamington, 
it is feared that the Peac^Preservation 
Party, who are reported to be in tho 
neighbourhood with several field-guns, 
have joined . in tho action. Further 

I iarticulars will bo published in our 
ator editions. 


"Frenchman, bachelor, 19, wyske plaftse os 
Tutor."— in “ Morning Pat." 

It is time that these.«onfirmed women- 
haters were taxed. • 
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^ TiAT r BuU’h Otliov Island, as Mr. Kifumu He bit his li^ and frowned, and his 

lill'h-BALli. lias wittily tormod it.... Good morn- words came with difllculty. “1 am 

Tub New G.vme that everyone ing. it you fio. I think we shall the strong, silent man," he said, ‘ ' 

wir.r, SOON be pnAYiNO. havo rain shortly, but Jiiff-Ball will "Oh, you are, are you?" I said; 

/ii-iL 1 I j i . e keen vou amusm through the most "and what do you want with me?” 

{\\UhackmwlcdgmmtsU>imnyo/our je , .veather.” ** I "I want a>b in your book," he 

f AMS'tiyWiVWl AS 1 V A a... . I ^ mm Jr mmmm * . . . 


contemimaries.) 


The price of a liiff-Ball set, as an- answered: sullenly. Then, with a mighty 

% • 1 1 I j • _j 1 «*_ . i 1 - * 1 1 _ -1 _ * ^ 


yesterday visited the vast emporium of | plaster, lint, arnica and other medical {whoa I was so busy I didn’t know which 


Tiddlcdy, Winks ^ Co., and inter-1 requisites. i 

viewed the gonial man- ■ ---- 

agor. ^ 

" The game of the 
coming season ?" repeat- 

Oil the latter. "Un- h nM*( n— 

doubtodly Biff-Ball. /n Mr . i 

in the middle of it. , llow osb ixauiskb ihk. ki’ocii-makixo sckkch was UELtvKnKD and UECEiviiu. 

" Tliis is all the appar¬ 
atus required,’’ said tlio P 

manager. “Tlic rules are 
equally simple. Two 
! players insinuate them- 

' selves between the clolli / __ ^ 

and the floor, and at a 
given signal each cn- 
' (icavours to urge the ball ^ 

. from underneath through 
his opponent’s goal. Wo ^ 
claim that Biff-Ball will ^ 
i promote more hilarity ^ 
among spectators in ton 
minutes titan any other 
sport in a week, while 
among players it has al¬ 
ready been found to cure 

gout, indigestion and VThat ckskrally happehs nowaoays. 

oltosity and to conduce —-----— 

to a bonelicial thickening of the’ : 

skull. Mr. Shaw has praised STRONG, SILENT MAN. i 






I 



VTUAT CKNKnALLY HAPPEHB NOWAOAYS. 


abolishes' 


I way to turn. I figured in proclioally 

- every novel that came 

out. No sdoner had 
Hearts atid Crafts closed, 
leaving Muriel in my 
arms at last, than I had 
to hurry oil to rescue 
Marjory iu Oaf of the 

-“ - Mist. ' Now, for some 

J C- reason, no ono wants tho 
^ strong, silent man. And 
yet, properly treated, I 
could bring anyono a 
f fortnno." 

' Ho turned those groat 
oxprossivo eyes, of wliich 
I had so often read, 
upon mo. 

Syria^^Bli •’ “ CSi,vo me a job iu your 

■ID AND BECEivEu. nBw Itook, Sir! ” he ciiod 
itnjtloringly. “ I can do 
anything. I’m tho finest 
horseman in Euroito, and 
the finest shot'. I can 
a,nytliing hut talk!” 

'<'■_And lie relapsed into 

f “ si lonco. 

1 felt really soroy for 
the follow. 

“ Roiiald,Ocrald, Aloe," 
I said—"whichever of 
your aliases you prefer— 
I am sorry that I havo 
nothing to offer yon. I 
have a comic ganlenor’s 
Ijart still open ”—ho gave 
a gesture of scorn—“ but 
that, of course, is of no 
use to you. Now, may 

-- I bo frank?" 

,; He bent his head in silent assent. 

’ j " Then I will tell you why you have 


oil tho ground that it abolishes' I was busily engaged upon tho firat joined-the ranks of the unemployed, 
the ahsunl tradition of ohivalrv to- j chapter of my now romantic novel. It is because you have lioon found out. 
wards women (for, of courae, " mixed ”, Golden Syrup, and had just roalisod It is a dreadful thing to say to any 
matches will be frequent). Mr. Chester- j that in my description of Courtleigh j man, particularly to so fine a specimen 
TON has challengcil the Bishop of j Manor I had used tho word "ancoslrar’j as youtself, but thoro it is; you are a 
London lo a^serics of tln-eo matches to thirtoon times, when I looketl up and humbug. Despite yoUr splendid, your 
bo played on Boxing-Day, and Bom-1 saw him standing by iny writing-table, miraculous achievomonts, it has boon 
hardier Wells, tlio eminent pugilist, is | Ho was a tall man, but exceptionally impossiblo to conceal any longer- the 
using it as his principal means of well proportioned, and lie earned him- fact that you aro silent, not because 
training in propaiation for his great self with a rare distinction, despite tho you are strong, but because you cannot 
fight with Cari>entieu. , tact that his clothes were frayed and think of anything to say. There is only 

l^iff-BaH is destined to ha among-patohod. Ho wore his hair a little one chance for you; you must Jwrn to 

indoor games what the Tango is among i longer than I caro to see it, but lie was talk. Buy a book of Irish-;-” 

dances. In a few \ifeeks it will havo j undoubtedly handsome in a square- But he turned on his heel, and, 
swept tho country from John o’ Groats 1 jawed, gloomy style. still with his air of indescribable dis- 

to land's End, \iot excluding John! " And who are you ? " I asked. tinotion, had left the room. 


I tinotion, had left the room. 
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• STUDIES OF EEVIBWEBS. 

II.— The Autobioobapricatj. 

This charminc volume of literary 
studies by Mr. Desmond Jubb has a 
peculiar interest for mo, because it 
recalls that period—the happiest of my 
life—in which I was privileged to bo 
his comrade and fellow student at 
Ualliol College, Oxford. For, in truth, 
I can say more than Virgilium vidi 
tantim. I not only saw Desmond 
Jubb at lectures in Hall and on the 
tow-pa^h, where his clarion tones rang 
out above all his contemporaries during 
the torpids and eights, but I belonged 
to the same wine club and wore the 
same waistcoat-buttons. I shall never 
forgot the first time that I met him. 
It was in the Michaelmas term and 1 
had return8d a fortnight late, owing 
to a rather severe attack of Gorman 
measles, from the semicUe of which 
I still sutler in the shape of slightly 
impaired Iiearing of tlio right oar. T 
was hurrying out of college to order 
some more bi'own slicrry, a beverage 
to whicli in those days I was much 
addicted, when I ran violently into a 
handsome young man with a high 
forehead, wealring a rather oulri tie. 
I should c.xp'aiu tliat lie was a fresh¬ 
man, \\hile I was alio.idy in iny fourth 
year; yet in this collision ho at once 
assumed I ho position of a senior, 
gravely rohuked mo for niy precipitancy, 
.and then with irresistihlo Imnlwmie 
invited nio to lunch at Gollin's. Goiliu's 
shop, I should explain, was renowned 
in those days for its iniirvollously fmo 
pork-pics, of which I was immoder¬ 
ately fond, and I found that my now 
acquaintance rendered c^ual justice 
to their succulent qualities, albeit 
not apparently endowed with the 
same undefeated digestion as myself. 

The conversation that took place is 
indelibly imprinted on my memory. 
I romcmlier Jubb’s observing what a 
remarkably protean animal the pig 
was, inasmuch as an entirely difTcront 
quiUity attached to various portions of 
his anatomy, ham dilTering ^om bacon 
and pork from brawn. He confessed 
that the mere mention of pig's feet 
filled him with horror, in which 1 
cordially concurred. That exquisite 
fastidiousness which is so marked a 
feature of those essays had thus already 
declared itself. He was rather shocked 
at my drinking shandy-gafl, while 
admitting that the name had always 
interested him. On this occasion, 1 
remember, he partook of cheiTy-brandy, 
to correct, as lie put it, the exuberance 
of the pork-pie. lie smoked two or 
three cigarettes afterwards, and I 
noticed that they wore Kussian, of the 
“ La Fenne ” brand—Egyptian cigar- 











I 


THE SPARTAN MOTHER. 


ottos hod not yet come into vogue. He 
told me that he got his ties from the 
famous liondon liouse of Fraternity 
and that they cost him 7s. Gd. apiece, 
and ho was surpiiscd to hoar that I 
only paid Is. 11 Jd. for mine at Charity 
Bros. 

At the time, of course, I was not 
aware that I was entertaining a literary 
angel, and yet I felt that I was 
exchanging ideas with one of the most 
vcraatilo and engaging of my fellow- 
students. He was so perfcctlv frank 
and ingenuous, so ebullient an({ yet so 
rosorv^ that I had a sub-conscious 
feeling he must bo marked out for 
exceptional greatness. Besides his 
taste in ties, I remember that ho ndVer 
wore a mackintosh, though curiously 
enough in wet weather 1 have often 
seen him in goloshes. He resented 
familiarity. 1 I'eraember once, in a 


moment of expansion, oddi-ossing him 
as “ old chap," and his i*oplying, “ 1 am 
neither old nor a chap,” and when I 
liegged his pardon ho kindly said, 
“Urantcil, but don’t lot it happen 
again." At our wine club he always 
sat at the other end of the table, 
so that I seldom had the oppor¬ 
tunity of speaking to him on those 
occasions. 

IJnfoi-tuimtely, I was obliged to leave 
Balliol in the middle of my fourth 
year owing to an attack of pernicious 
squiflics, and I have never met Des¬ 
mond Jubb again. 'Our paths have lain 
apart, but 1 was never surprised at 
his meteoric rise to eminence in the 
literary firmament, and I welcome this 
charming volume as a rich fulfilment 
of the early promise that ho.gave in 
what 1 may call, nut hief salad, but his 
pork-pie days. , 
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FUTURISTIC FUN. 

(Notice from “ The Daily leonockut '* for 
November 1923.) 

At last London has a “real tbeatro of wonder and of 
records ” on the principles laid down bv the great JE'ounder 
of Futurism, Signor Mabimetti I And, by a sin^ar coinci¬ 
dence, this notice appears exactly ten years to-day from the 
date of publication of his epoch-making article, '* The Mean¬ 
ing of the Music-Hall,” in the columns of our contemporary 
The Daily Mail / Needless to say that the entertainment 
last night at the Pallidrome Theatre of Varieties was re¬ 
ceived with delirious enthusiasm. Considerations of space 
forbid us to mention every “ turn ” individually; we can 
only particularise a few, though there was none that failed 
to fulfil Signor Mabinbtti’s condition of success—the pro¬ 
duction ofFuturistic wonder.” 

The “ synthetic combination of speed with transforma¬ 
tion,” which, as he has taught us, is one ofthe dominating 
laws of life,", was luminously illustrated by a phenomenally 
stout entertainer who with lightning rapidity pmlcd off 
several successive garments of startungly Futurist hues, 
until he eventually revealed himself as a living skeleton, 
an “absorbing and decisive symbol” which excited the 
“ torrents of hilarity ” that the Master mentions as one of 
the peculiar products of the Variety Theatre. Then, as 
Signor Mabinbtti so nobly recommended, “heroism and a 
strong and healthy atmosphere of danger ” were furnished 
for the delighted spectators by a lofty trapezo act with bars 
that had been so effectually soaped that one of the ^mnasts 
fell about sixty feet, fortunately landing on a member of the 
orehestra who, till that moment, hod been performing on 
the ophiclcide. , 

Next we wore entranced by an artist who gave lifelike 
imitations of a Buff Orpington hen being run over by 
a motor-car, a beetroot in a state of incipient hysteria, and 
a debased half-crown, thereby exemplifying what the High 
Priest of Futurism terms “the profound analogies m- 
tween the animal, vegetable, and mineral worlds, and 
human beings." 

Following him came a couple who were described with 
some aptness os “ knock-about comedians,” and of them it 
is only justice to state that, in Signor Marinetti’s memor¬ 
able phraseology, “they pleasantly fanned the intellect 
with a network of sprightly wit, doltishness, and foolery of 
the deepest kind, till they insensibly urged the souls of their 
hearers to the very edge of madness, .and to participate 
noisily in queer improvised dialogues.” 

Afto that a highly instructive exhibition of another of 
the dominating laws of life—“ the interpretation of rhythm " 
—ivas afforded by a lady who performed an impromptu and 
daringly unconventional dance in a costume that, when 
perceptible, was exquisitely diaphanous. 

Then the two “ Synthetic Sisters,” strangely seductive 
with their Futurist green hair, blue nocks, violet arms, aud 
orange chignons, sang a duct which, to quote once more 
the illustrious Futurist philosopher, “brutally stripped 
Woman of all the veils that mask and deform her," 
to tho unspeakable edifleation of all the “ adolescents and 
young people bf promise" present, for whom, as Signor 
Mauinf.tti holds, “ the Variety Theatre is the only school 
to bo.recommondcA" 

But perhaps the wildest furore was evoked by a Topical 
Singer, who, fulfilling what tho immprtal Marinetti 
declared to bo tho function, of such artists, “explained 
in siriftest, most striking manner the most mysterious, 
sentimental problems of life and the nfost complicated 
political events." And all by a refrain that was a little 
masterpiece of “ coaise simplicity.” 


The “mechanical grotesque effects,” too, of an American 
Eccentric, and his “methodical walk round after each 
verse," were deeply significant of things in generaL - * 

Sketches were interspersed—and such sketohesl We 
can give them no higher praise than to say that each and 
all achieved the Marmettian ideal of “ destroying all that is 
solemn, sacred, earnret, and pure in Art,” and "decom¬ 
posing such worn-out prototypes as the beautifnl, the great, 
and the religions.” 

Altogether an historic evening. A show the like of which 
this Metropolis has never before seen, p^pitoting with the 
actuality and originality that are still so deplorably'lacking 
on the regular sti^o. And the audience, all of them imbued 
to their finger-ends with “the new sensibility,*' simply 
“ate” it. There was nothing stupidly passive or static 
about them—except in the case of spectators whose staUs 
had, in accordance with Signor MabinettTs recommenda¬ 
tion, been liberally smeared with seccotine. 

Owing to the fact that the Box Office had followed 
another su^estion of his and sold the same seats to ten 
different persons, there were, as he correctly pi^ibted, 
several “rows” during the performance, as “immense" 
as tho most unreasonable Futurist could wish for.' 

Perhaps, however, he was less inspired in the advice to 
“ allot free seats to ladies and gentlemen who are notoriously 
cranky ”—a practice which, we think, might well be aban¬ 
doned in future. It is a regrettable fact that the inmates 
of private lunatic asylums who had been given compli¬ 
mentary ticketa maintained a comparative selKrestraint and 
decorum that 'might well have damped the spiritii of their 
neighbours, had the latter been less completmy under the 
sway of what Signor Mabinbtti aptly deMiibed as “ the 
groat Futuristic Hilarity that shall rejuvenate the face of 
the earth." • . P. A 

GABKIN AND LARVIN 
Garkin and Larvin were wonderful men. 

Each with an energy Mual to ten; 

Each was endowed with superlative vim. 

Each was addressed hy his cronies as “ Jim." 

Garkin, when speaking in Albert his Hall, 

Made you imagine tho ceiling would fall: 

Larvin, whenever he blew on his trumpet. 

Made yqu feel “ barmy ” all over the “ crumpet.” 

Never an orator stumping Hyde Park in 
The power of his tongue was a patch upon Garkin; 
But with his length and his vigour combined 
Larvin loft Garkin completely behind. 

Stark in defying all law and authority, 

Wholly unequalled in vocal sonority, 

Garkin, exhaustively tested, emerges 
First of the moderns who ape Boanerges. 

Grand in his nobly pontifical mien. 

Greatly majestic, superbly serene, 

Never defeated in any dispute, 

J^irvin annexes tho whole arrow-root. 

lloro then’s a health to yon, wonderful pair, 

Ijord of the larynx. High Priest of hot airt 
Long may yon live in democracy's hymns 
Hailed as by far tho most jumpy of Jims. 

■BsssBsss'sssfisasssssasssss^ 

Another Impending Apotogy. 

“ In Mr. John Pnlmev we have a etitio oi ths yonnger generatien 
who merits a good deal more than the general eoom that is lo 
hwiehly bioetow^ upon the oritio."—Obtert'cr. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

If you caro to hear a wise and kind old lady talkin;; 
pleasantly of tlie many interesting folk she has known 
during a long and distinguished life, make hasto to put 
yourself in communication with Lady Ritchie, who will 
speak thug to you From the Porch (Smith, Ei,deb). Wel¬ 
come as this volume will be to all who love men and things 
of good report, it can be greeted by none more warmly than 
bv Mr. Punch, for whom the name of the writer must 
always recall some of his proudest associations. Lady 
Ritchie does not tell us much in the present book about 
her great father, but there are many others of the famous 
dead of whom wo obtain now and happy pictures. For my¬ 
self 1 found a peculiar interest in the paper called "Oliarles 
Dickens as I remember him." Hera there is one little pen- 
portrait that I cannot resist transcribing. The writer is 
telling of the time when tlie families Thackeray and Dickens 
were opposite neighbours in Paris. " One day I specially 
remember, when we had come to settle about a drawing- 
class with our young companion K. H. [Dickens' danghtei^, 
her father came into the room accompanied by a dignilied 
person—too dignitied, wo thought—who came forwaixl and 
made some solemn remark, sucli as Hamlet himself might 
have addressed to Yorick, and then stood in an attitude in 
the middle of the room. The Paris springtime was at its 
height, there was music outside, a horse champing in the 
toad, voices through the open window, and Mr. Macready, 
for it was he, tragic in attitude gravely waiting an answer. 
Mr. Didkens seemt^ to have instantly seized the incongruity. 


suddenly responding with another attitude and another 
oration in the Hamlet manner, so drolly and gravely, that 
Macready himself could not help smiling at the burlesque." 
Does this little extract show you the original charm of the 
book ? I hope so. 

When your small nephew or niece replies to your question 
on the subject of Cliristmas presents that ho or she would 
like a book this year, do not rush off to the nearest book¬ 
shop and Imnt througli the shelves devoted to juvenile 
literature, for that way madness lies. It is not good for 
any uncle to Ik) confronted suddenly by that blaze of colour. 
Just stay at homo and write to tiie shop as follows: 
“ Dear Sir, —Kindly forward mo at once Mr. U. Dk Verb 
Staci’oolb’s adventure story. Bird Cay (Weles Gardner, 
Darton). One of Mr. Pimeh’s Learned Clerks informs mo 
lliat it is an admirable story in every nay." Mr. Stacfoode 
is, of courao, at liis best in describing stirring deeds in tropical 
surroundings; but never before have I received so vivid an 
iinprossion of the atmosphere of tlioso distant seas. His story 
deals with a search for traasuro buried on a Resort island; 
and when I say treasuro J moan treasure—great chunks of 
gold in brick form. Tho hero is a lioy who stows himself 
away on tlie treasure-hunting ship and has tho satisfaction 
of being the one who succeeds in actually unearthing (or 
unsanding) tho gold. It is this part of tho book which 
1 count on to attract the young nephew. Tho story ,ia a 
little reminiscent of Stevenson's masterpiece; but, after all, 
what dons that matter'/ And if the villain is a shade dis¬ 
appointing to admirers of John Silver he is nevertheless 
a pretty good villain, so that's all right."*’ ^ 
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Mr. Macdomaoh has left nothing moro to bo said by known not to exist); how, when he had got it and ntade 
later historians about r/us Iteporiers’ gallery (Hodoeii and such a prodigious success of it that he could educate his son 
STOcaHTOM). In oxhaustiTC, as distinct from exliausting, to be a fine gentleman, that son won most events at the 
manner ho deals with tlra subject from two points of view sch^l sports at Walshaw (a fictitious spot) by reason of his 

_AUa UiafAv>iAo1 • flsA OAArknrI T\ni*arktiAl PAfifiiKIv lifLVinflT r\yy fItA Ain/lnr f.i*aAlr KaViSmiI 


popular, though the former has abiding interest, being tho observations apply to all parts of the country wherever 
result of painstaking study of tho relations between Press is known that invaluable and never'to-be'Sufficiently- 
and Parliament going back to Stuart days. One of the legislated-for entity, the working-man (Hear, hear), whom 
ordinances governing debate in the House of Commons he exposes and shows to be no better then the rest of 
enjoins that a Member on his logs must not direct his speech us (Shame). I was, I must say, surprised to find a son of 
to the House or to any section of it. “ This 11110 ," Mr. this so humbly originating cobbler almost entangled in a 
Macdonaoii testifies, “ is as often broken as it is observed.” j dashing divorce case; but the fault of improbability is less 
Its breach is commonest in tho case of Members rising from | with this novel than with tho others which have always 
one or other of the Front Benches. Tlio Speaker in the taught me to associate tho pastimes of responding and 
Chair is close at hand; their audience is seated behind co-responding exclusively with the higlier and less innately 
them and below tho Gangways as far as the Bar. Strictly virtuous classes, 
to obey the order it would bo necessary for tliom to turn ' 

their backs on their audience. Instinctively it is their habit On page 135 of The Pilgrim from Chicago (Lonomans) 
to present that view to the Speaker's eye. Mr. Gladstone its autlior, Mr. Chbistian Teakle, observ'es, *• Describing 


was a great sinner in - ---- 

this respect. Not infre¬ 
quently he turned right 
round to his supporters 
above tho Gangway and 
literally drove homo his 
argument by violently 
beating tho palm of his 
left bund with tho fingers 
of hiiright. Sir\Vir.LiAM 
lI.xnc’ounT was, in re¬ 
spect of this rule, another 
habitually disorderly per¬ 
son. Tho Cross Benches 
at either side of tlie Bar 
would afford tho best 
vantage, but as they are 
technically outside tho 

House they may not bo ^.. y- fc . j 

Vitwelcouie Iiitriiiier. “Coli.d veb 'kt.p a roon rr.r.i.En a? rn stjp at 
poses. iJBADliAUaH ac- uothis’ teb gain 'is ksds, kind lauv?" 

cidentally discovered the —-—-- - —- 

ineiits of this quarter when, being forbidden to enter j Chicago gentleman bored me. 


places is a very trouble¬ 
some business." It was, 
I suppose, because ho felt 
this difficulty that he 
has tried to avoid it by 
filling his book of topo¬ 
graphy witli dialogue, 
and inventing a visitor 
from tjio States to hang 
it upon. Tho idea, whicli 
he has used once Iieforo 
in Hambies with an 
American, is certainly 
ingenious—indeed, to my 
own thinking, a little too 
much so. Mr. TEAur.K’s 
entliusiasms and infor¬ 
mation about old places 
and tlieir associations 
would be moro pleasing 
without this elaborate 


cidentally discovered the' —-——- '-- —-In short, the 

ineiits of this quarter when, being forbidden to enter Chicago gentleman bored me. I felt all tho time that 
tho House, he 'addressed it from the Bar. The interest if I hod tho author to myself, content just to ^int out 
of reporters in this matter is direct. Their gallery being things of interest and let me enjoy tliom, 1 should 
immMiately over the Speaker's chair, speech addressed in spend a much happier time than as eavesdropper to the 
obodienco to tho rule readies their o.ar3. They suilor oven frequently rather vapid conversation he exchanges with his 
more than tho Speaker when a Member turns his back on American friend. Boniaps I am ungracious. Noi doubt 
tho Chair. This is one of the particulai’s of Parliamentary there are many persons (I have a susjpicion of their nation- 
proco^ings that Mr. Macoonauh makes clear to the under- ality) who will prefer this method of imparting knowledge, 
standing of the man in the street. I have touchetl upon and for whom the clichi, so painfully frequent in Mr. 
only one detail of his work, but the whole book is alluring, Teabi.k'h pages, will have no terrors. As it is for these 
and I advise every student of Parliamentary reports to get that the book has obviously been written its success should 
it and rood it through. He will find it equally entertaining be assured. It is only fair to add that even the most fasti- 
and instructive. dious reader will find in it a wealth of engaging speculation 

_ and discover}’, of which tho scone is largely, though not 
Most readers will thank Mr. Gkoboe 'Wotriii for his solely, London. Hunters of the Dickensian snark should 
delightful Sqwing Clover (Lomu), but such as live in especially appreciate this book, above all for its wholly 
^utb^ Btaffordshire will do so witli a touch of suppressed admirable photographs, many of which deal with spots 
irritation. In a particularly grephic book ho has done a that Mr. Teable has identified in the novels. He has 
particularly tiresome thing, and that is, while making a done this so cleverly that only the presence of the third 
great point of his topography, to call some places by their party aforesaid prevented mo from being properly grateful. 

own and others by assumed names. Ho should have dealt - . - - 

impartially with tho whole Black Country, disguising all «< n was an ideal morning, with tho hounds still glowing in their 

or none; as it is, the native Black must be upset to road brilliant autumn colours.”— Weetmorcland Oaretie, 
how' JohntWittongaU, the cobbler, made a house-to-house Colour Enthusiast. " That‘s a nice brown hound." 
canvass for work from Salop Street, 'Wolverhampton (which Huntsman. “ Ah, but 'you should see him in his pretty 
is known to exist) to the putlying Tambridge (w’hich is green summer coat." 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The Bishop of GARiiisiiE says Iio was 
never so startled in liis life as by llie 
sight of fashions in London recently. 
Tliis reminds us that' wo remember 
liotv amused we wore the firet time we 
saw a bishop. ^ ^ 

■With reference to the arrest of Mra. 
Fankhubst, which was carried out in 
such a manner that the general public, 
Mra. Pankhubst’s sutYragetto sup- 
portera and the Press representatives 
were all outwitted, it is felt in Fleet 
Street that the police wore justified in 
hoodwinking the first two 
classes, but tlio besting of tho 
Press - representatives bordered 
on an infringement of etiquette. 

“IIB. LriOV’D' riKOIUiK AT 
. IIOLIjOWAY,” 

said the poster. But of course 
tlioy will let him out iHiforo long 
—like Mr. Laukin. 

kfr. Kainks Smith, lecturing 
oil “ Beauty ami Morality ” at 
tho 'Victoria and Albert Museum, 
(lescriWl LuoifAUDo da Vinci’s j 
“ Monna Jjisa " as “ one of tlio 
most actively evil pictures over 
painted — one witli an almo- 
sphero of indefiiiablu evil." Tho 
liwly, it will bo I’cmembered, 
ended up by bocoiiiiiig tlio asso¬ 
ciate of thieves. 


Meanwhile, after Mr. Smith’s ; 
pronouncement, it will bo inter-1 
osting to see ivhethor tho thieves 
will now como forward and claim' 
a reward for i-omoving nn evil] 
influence that was a grave 
danger to Parisian morality. 


is to be revived 
Boxing-Day. 


at Drury Lane on 


if 4 

There would seem to ho no limit (o 
tho enterprise of publishera. One of 
them has succoedetl in persuading that 
recluse Colonel BoosKViir.T to talk 
aliont himself, and his autobiography 
is to appear next' week. 

<; J/t 

A foolish lady recently enquired at a 
library whether HicJiard Fiirloinj was a 
sequel to Alice-for-Sltort. 

“Bost regards to Sir 'William, liic 
Duke, Mr. Beckford, and all our frieiiils. 



“ l WANT TO SKK tOMi; MCniiVAIlIl.-.." 

“Fob what mark ov cvcr.K, SiuV’ 

“TiiKY’iin mrt Kin A cvcr.i:, tiihy’iik fob mi;.” 


It is good nows tliat liOndun is at! and damn all our enemies,” is an extract 
last to have an oHicient ambulunco from a letter written by Loixl Nki.kon 
service, and that soon wo shall not {to Lady II amidton which was sold last 
feel compelled to exercise such extreme { week at Sotheby’s. Thcro is a riimour 
caution in crossing tho road. j that the purchaser was Mr. Lakkin. 

“Feeder motor-’bus routes” i.s an; Tho hull of an iiarly sixteenth ecn- 
oxprossion which appears in an udver-' tury warship has been discovered at 
liseinent of tho L.G.O.C. Wo imagine | Woolwich, and our Badical economists 
our old friend tho Chocolate ’Bus will’are hoping that Mr. Ciu'hoiiii.Ij may 
bo found on ono of these routes. | lie able to adapt this to ino;lcrn needs 

and mlucc his estimates. 

Tango classes for Army officers! 

started last week in tho Holdiei-s’ Club I According to tlio XucJi- 

at llordon Camp, nampshire. Wliile j r/c/ite», a narcotic powder has been 
it is a pity that wo allowed the Gorman ] invented whicli will revolutionize war- 
army to forestall us in aeronautics, it ■ fare. Bhclls charged with this powder, 
really' liegins to look as it wo may; when explodoil among the enemy, wfill 
gain tho lead lioro. ^ j send them to sleep for several hours 

I instead of killing thorn. It should, how- 

Aftor being in a state of coma for tho' over, always lie possible to send a rescue 
best part of a year. The Sleejtiwj lieaultj j fottie with bagpipes. 


ARTISTS AND AUDIENCES. 

(jloro to molUJij theirtnuiual relations,) 

[Si (hilt concert arlisU may not tw dis- 
courag^ by tho iiidincronco of nudicnoos, 
Chevalier Arrigo Itecchi has planned a now 
scheme of lighting iit St. James Hall, (treat 
Portland Stre»*t, which ho has acquired for a 
Ry)idie.it3 of iitusio lovers, liights will ba 
fuciis^d on the stage, tho uuditorinin being in 
n state of semi-darkness irhich will shut ont 
the ttudiciioc from tho sight of the perfnim'r." 

Jiiiilll JIfatf.] 

An excellent beginning. Home further 
huinnno olTorls of a liko chamcler'scem 
to havo cscuix'd our hriglil little con¬ 
temporary. 

Bo that concert - god's may 
not ho discouraged by the 
hideous antics of long-haired 
piano-thuin)iers, Bignor Vertigo 
Bash wood has planned an 
entirely . novel scheme at tho 
Tubal llall. New.Bond Street, by 
I which at tho coiiimoncomcnt of 
the prognimino an oxlirignishor 
'inudo of jiorforaled zinc i.s let 
I down from tho roof of tho stage, 
which, while ponnitling tho free 
: passage of sound, will entirely 
shut out both instrument and 
' porfonner from the sight of tho 
[ audiriux'. 

Bo (hat iiidilTprcnl tlic.'ilricnl 
niiisis may' no longer ho dis- 
coui-aged on first iiiglits hy tho 
hoots and cat-calls of tho 
aiiilionce, Professor Biuncrun 
Itlicingold has ydauiiod a now 
scheme of acoustics at the Bt. 
George's Tliealre, hy which at 
the conclusion of each Act (or 
indcHsI whenever cireumstancos 
'se:‘iii to demand) tho aiidicnco 
,ean Ik* lendercd entirely in- 
jaiidililo from tho stage. The 
! invention is said to have the 
' lieai't V approval of Mr. Behnaku 

Bii.wv. 

Much the same ])laii will lie followed 
at tho .\(laplatioiis Thoalre, witli ono 
important dilYcrence, that horo, on tho 
approacli of any lino whose wealth of 
meanitig is likely to discoui'age a family 
or episcopal audience, the stage manager 
is uulo by touching a lover instantly to 
sever the acoustic connection between 
tho two sides of the footlights, which 
will only he restored when all possi¬ 
bility of danger is at an end. 

An item of “ Local Nows ” in tho 
Teemlale Mercury 

“Thu Queen of Spain, who, prior to her 
marriage, visited tho lluwca ilusouin, and 
who has voinpictely recovered from hor 
indisposition, will leave l’.iri.s to-morrow for 
Knglitnd to visit hor mother, I’rincdiS Henry 
of Battcuberg.” 

But it might ’lio wiser* not to visit 
Bowes Museum tvgain. 


vot. csi.v. 
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THOUGHTS OH THE HEAR FUTURE. 

[“Wo moan to sec this thing thtough.” 

Mr, Asquith at Leeds. 

" Wo arc Ivinnfl to roc tho thing throitgh.’’ 
.S'ir tUUmrd (Iretj at JJradfvrtt.] 


any man witli Ruch veiy miiBical hair tell me you iun’t shocked at that. «Ir 
could well afford to dispense with head it not deception? Do you, as a cloirgy. 
covering. man, think it’s right? ” . . 

With my wideawake and the book “ The question you put me is a difli- 
of my sketch in one hand I was just cult one,” I answered after a moment’s 
about to tap on the door marked “ Pri- thought. “ I have come hCre to find 


\v K ro not so young as once wo weie, .. when tho Amori- an opening for my sketch, and I realise 

.Amid our raven locks can called out politely, that if 1 join tlie ranks, of your pro- 

I.iiiovelv iiitorvals occur: _ *• _' r _>ii ._.. . . _ rj _ . •.i "’_. *■ 


.\mid our raven locks 
Unlovely intervals occur; 

Wd shrink from sudden shock-;; 
Our salad days, a vivid green 
Time lias impaired tlicir lino; 

Hut wo’vo a stubborn will, and nie.an 
To see this business ibrnugli. 

Owing to life's exliausling strc->s. 

Coupled with growth of girlb, 

Wo move mom slowly, wo are less 
Kesilient in our niirlb ; 

Hut still our heart, as over kei u 
At Duty’s call; \yill do 


can called out politely, that if 1 join tho ranks, of your pro- 

“Say, excuse mo. I think you’ll fession 1 must conform to its customs. _ 
find Mr. .loshfollcr’s busy just now.” On tho whole, 1 am incliucd to tako a 
“Oh, thank you,” I said, taking a rather broad-minded view.. Perhaps if 
step in the speaker’s direction and I myself were in anj'. way .connected 
realising that 1 hod committed some- with the Church—but, as a matter of 
thing approaching a breach of etiquette, fact, I’in not.” • 

“ How thoughtless of mo,” 1 went on. The Hrixton-Ainorican Inirat into a 
setting out to bo friendly. “ Of course, roar of laughter at this statement, 
all you ladies and gentlemen aixi also The Irishman merely smileil a peculiar 
waiting for un interview.” smile and nodded his bend. ' I some- 

i “Waal, he’s naat an easy nian to how felt very elated. It was as if f had 
see,” itiplicxl the Ainorican. “ 1 should already proveil my worth in another 


WlmtTlhgland still expects; wemeaniway *1 variety; agent is somethin’ like | sphere. Tho only liny midge in my 


Td'Sue this business through. 


your .Varchbishop of C.\NTKKih'iiY to ointment was the thought .that the 
git right hold of.’’ Hrixton-.Vmei’ican combination rather 

“Hr—yes. With regard to tho .A mm- tended to detract from tho originality 


Othora may shirk tho higher claim, j •• j.ji-—With regard to tho .Aiu'h- tended to detract from tho originality 

Over the sea may go j msnor,” 1 said,J have never had tho of my own enterprise. 

'J'o sport with Chance at Monte’s game • jjut [’vo no dotibt it’s an “You see,” I went on, trj’ing to 

^ Or ski about tho snow; .ipl, comparison. Perhaps yon could speak with indifference, “if a real 

I'or us, we ask no change of scene, jpU piQ j( (j,py geai iii sketches hero?” jiareon can do this kind of^hing, and 

No ^kies of borrowed blue; « | eould naat. Sketches ureiuiat in cause a public sensation, with, the help 

Wo stay at homo liecause we mean my'line. J.’m a comedian. Hut see of his clerical jiosition, there soqips to 

Tq see this business threugh. here. What'is this sketch you’ve bo no reason why a bCgus one should 

Thopledgo wogavoto pay ourdebt ' sensational, cahmedy, or fail. And I have no doubt that Ihoi 

(hWis clasped hi solemn grip) "Hr’-. ‘ ’.sight of a clergyman will considerably 

Wo shall redeem with teeth hani set “ 1 » problem sketch.’ impress a man of the variety, jigent 

Aiid stiffenoil upper lip: ‘ “ Is ut fiihny? asked tho Irishman, type. Now don t you, as; mu^-hall 

Hoy •‘■Von may trust your’Uncle; ho y’”*® sisrious,” I said, artistes, consider my idea raljher in- 

lirisswom to face with \ou ’ Hera was an opportunity of gaiuiugan gonious?, .Don’tyouthinkthat,.com- 

Hvcn''apautonnme and see • unbiassed opinion, and, encouraged by parcd'with tho ordinary rase, it gavoure 

This Christmas business through. “’py: ‘«terest 1 'showwl them the Kripf of originality ?’’ ; ■ 

........ Q and relatal the story in a few words. •- “ Oh, say, I tlunkit scute,,..8p.id'the 

.. . ■ ’ ■ “ Sir,” said the .Aiiiorican, when 1 biwl Brixtbu-Ainerican, and laughed .^ain. ^ 

.. finished, “ that show would cause a not Sbpeakin’for meself,” remarked the 

SHOULD . AN A.UTHOR TELL? on a cannibal island.” * Irishman, the lines about his .jraonth 

It was a memorablo' morning on “Yo’ll bo afther wantin’ a fortune hardening in a quite nnaocon.ntablo 
which 1 found myself in the lyaiting- foriit?” asked the Irishman. ' . planner, “ 1’ll .admit that yer,.cunning 

rooitiof Mr. Silas K.Joshtollor’s Variety “Ob, no. (jiiitu a modest sum would .does pot appeal to me. ..Th.ere’s dc- 
Ageiicy. • Aguiii and again 1 hiMl as- content mo,” J' said. “ Hut I’m very ception iiitd deception. > And ut's tho 
sured myself tliat, if one paraoii could gratified to think you like the idea.” pulilic, and not tboi agents, that" yo’vo 
wake- lip the miisic-linll world .with a “1 'ni Ibinkiii.’ ut ’ll rovolutionieo the got ^ d.ocoive. Maybe, if I. yvas a 
prabloni sketch, there was no reason ninsic-halls,’’ said, tho rrishman. “ Ye ’ll music-hall, artiste-r-but 1 ’in not. I'm 
oil omtli why another momher of the want to use great caution tho way yo an agent. Me name’s Silas K. .Josh-' 
Ghtirah'should'not meet with almost dispose of nl. . . feller.” . • . . , 

equal success. So that my natural fro- “ Yc.s, Sir!” added the American^ “Really?” I-said. “I hope yon 
pidiition w’as leavened by a measure “.And listen here. I caan’t lot a'liiari wilHorgivo my unfortunate hitentions 
of sclf-confidcnco. And yet 1 had an of your cloth rash into vaudeville towanls yourself.” ■ _ _ 
uneasy feeling that the little collection without a woii’d of prapiuation, and “Acli! Your intintinns and my 
of niusic-liall artistes saw mo coming— without tollin’ you tliat there’s some idiiithity don’t inatther nt all at all. 
in tho'siaug sense. Two men especially store pf disillusioiiinent waitin’for any Ut’s your claim to ono shpark of 
I singled out, and I could have sworn stranger. AU around you’ll find things originality that dhrivos mo shtark ravin’ 
that 1 at onco became tbo subject of aro unreal. You ’ll boo Hindoos that iniw.!. You and your rotten wbiskorctl 
their whisjiei'ed conversation.' Oiio of ftro while inen, Chinese that aro Yanks, sketch and your pantomime paraon 
those I took to be an American. Heliad comedians that caan't make you laaf, make-up. Originality, bogo^l Why, 
tho usual sartorial features, including and angelic-lookin’ women that are you’re the tenth sham; priest that’s 
a low-crowned felt hat, a suit not quite naat. For instance, if you ’vo weighed afther coinin' up here wid sketches tho 
as broad as long, and a pair of in- liie up at all you guosa I 'in Ainnrrican. last month.” 
descrilMble boots. His companion was Sir, yon think I'm a genuine Yank. • ■ — -■ 

a big Irishman, and appeared to lie a Waal, I ’ni naat. 1 was horn in Hrixtou, Xhe Surprise of the Week, 

member of‘the hatloss brigade. I and never been out o’this country. Hut •• Thera U no proa^ of any change in ilio 

remember thinktng|.at the time that I know what pays. Now you caan’t clmnaenblo weather.’—JUianc7(#«(<>rCoMrt«i‘. 


remember thinking,.at the time that!I know what pays. 


,8 norn m JJnxion, xho Surprise of the Week, 
this country. Hut i. There i* no prospect of any change 
Now you caan’t changeable weather.’’— Manehe^rCoui 
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THE TRIBUTE OF ENVY. 




U\OAM^ LA R&vvaLiqvB {singing). »J’M KAIT SAUTEB MON MINISTERK.” 

Mb. Bonab Law (to Lord Lanhoowss). “ ADMlllABLK WO.MAN I THEY ORDIMl •THESE ’TUINGS 
BETTER IN EBANCB." * 
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CIIIUSTMAS (JIl'TS. 

Whv not niuko lifo u lillio 
easier for your friends?. 

Why not rub off tlio corners ? 

And Rinootli out tlio creases? 

Thk Bahk Necessity Rvpim.v Asso¬ 
ciation have the honour to announce 
their list of Daintiest llccencies for the 
Yule-Tide Season. Ijast year we had 
tliQ pleasure of introduciii" to our 
poti'ons those throe labour-saving de¬ 
vices—now to bo found in every liome 
—the Chu'Eoo, the Kkepot and tlie 
Smpon. 

Onr Coininittoo of Tjoiig-folt-want 
Experts has been at work again, and 
wo now quote from this year's cata¬ 
logue the following tinxio Special 
Domestic Novelties and Aids to the 
Eleuakt Like. 

{Full catalogue sent ou apidication 
by special deliveri/ van.) 

No. 1354G3 B. Tjib CHILCl’l*. 

Tliis is a charming, indeed exquisite, 
little breakfast-table adjunct for those 
in a hurrj’. A most appropriate Christ¬ 
inas present for Inisiness men and 
others. It is a delicate little silver 
electric fan, which can be clipped on to 
the rim of the cofTee-cup, to cool the 
contents. No more gulped coffee! No 
more missed trains I 


No. 09 A.V.T. Tiik ASt’AIIAdFiOVK. 

It has long been felt tlnit something 
should be done to facilitate the eating 
of asparagus in jmblic. Thero is noth¬ 
ing cluinsy about the Asparaglovo. It 
only encloses 1 ho thumb and first finger, 
and may be left in tlio finger-bowl if 
preferred. Supplied in ilo/cns. A most i 
appropriate and topical Christmas gift, 
blit must ho ]mt aside—along with 
tennis sho:-s or paiusol—lilt the proper 
season. 

(Note.- It has been siiggeslod to ns 
that it might bo u little awkward for 
the diner-out to conio to the table 
wearing an As))araglovo when tlioio 
will no as]>aragns provided. This difli- 
culty can bo easily overcome, however, 
by hostesses x>rintiiig in the corner of 
invitation cards the one word‘‘Aspara¬ 
gus.” It should bo in very small typo 
and need not obtrudo itself. N.ll.-• 
These cards can be obtained from our 
Stationery Dept. No. 111111121.) 

No. .'51.51330 Jj. 

Tub THKUK-AND-iUCK SPOON. 1 

Beautifully siinplo in its operation.; 
(May he liiid in sets of half-a-dosep 
with monogram.) 

Have wo not all met with the diili- 
culty of eating cherry and other stone 
fruit with any degree of elegance ? The 
I problem is now solved, thanks to the 


soci'et cliamlier beneath the head of 
the s))oon, which is always imdy noise¬ 
lessly to receive the stones us they are 
rejected. 

Let us nil do soiiiethiiig to brighten 
the Homo. 

The Bahe Nec e-isitv Supply Assoc. 


"TliP ‘Kc'lair’ says Uial Alisn 1‘aiikliiirsl 
Ixigiiu to Kpcak in FrciK-h, but tlial, as sha 
iipiioarcd iiiHuniciunlly {aiiiitiiir with that 
I iiisuivxi', kIiu was obliged to coiitinilo iu 
b'ntiieb. P.vrt of tlu! aiidiencu protcstisl and 
olluTs aiijibiii'icd.”- -Westminstfr (tazette. 

Wo should have applauded her pluck 
while protesting against her uiiintelli- 
gibility. 

“T/ird trenloy, of W.ilford ('.jiirl, has just 
prc'ciited oarli of bis cstiih' cultnoors with 
10 cwt. of coil. Tbo gifts iiri! keenly recipro¬ 
cated."- h'orllinmjtfwi Mri'fiiiji. 

In fact they have a local proverb now 
.about currying coals to yoiiley, and his 
lordship wishes it to bo understood that 
his cellars are full. * 


‘‘In the l.ist Act Mio coininit!: suicido by 
throwing hcrsi-lf in front of a loerunotivu 
engine. Tbis, of course, is nut ^11 that 
hitppen'i, but it is the main linn.” * 

M< rmng.J'nsf. 

On a branch liifb you can't always bo 
sure of getting un Angino. 
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THF QPriRTQMAM provido materials for a biography. | “ tliali I am utterly useless at Ixjtli 

Tilt orUKToWIAN. ijopg to produco a work of! tenuis and croquet, while my handicap 

“Mr. Lumley to see you !" said Uio absorbing intciust, tlie viduo of which I at golf is twenty-four. Intleed, untu* 
oflico-boy, interaipting my usual noon- will bo gimtly enhanced by photo- j last summer it liad always been thiiiiy- 

day nap. graph portraits. I have been com -1 two.” 

“Lumley?” I said. “Lumley? I inissionod to approach yoti as one ofi “Perhaps shooting and fishing are 

don’t know anyone of tliat name, our lypicuil ” ' more in your line ? ” 

What does he W'ant?” “Ileally, Mr. Lumley, I can hardly! “I gave up shooting tweiitv vears 


don’t know anyone of tliat name, our lypicuil-” ' more in your line ? ” 

What does he W'ant?” “iWlly, Mr. Lumley, I can hardly “I gave up shooting twenty years 

“Says it’s a private matter. Sir, and lie called typical.” ago, because 1 never hit anything 

pcHickly asks to liavo a few words.” “ If you will kindly give me a brief except a boater, and the only fishing 
“Oh, well, show liini up.” sketch of your sporting career, I shall I over indulge in takes the form of a 

For aught 1 know my visitor might not detain you lung, I assure you.” little mild shrimping during my sum- 
lie the secret emissary of a wcaltliy lledi-ewa note-book from his pocket, mer holidays at the sea-side.” I rase 
stranger who proposed to leave me an “ In curly life, Mr. llillin,” ho continued, to my feet to intimate that tiie inter- 
immense fotiimo. Such things do “you were.l believe, a keen footballer?” view was at an end. 
hapiion, I lieliovc, at any rate in books. "If there is one game I have always "I am very much obliged to you for 
1 hurriedly arranged some important- detested,” I replied, “ it is football. As all your valuable and interesting in- 
lookinc doenmenis oiir----formation.” said 


looking doenmenis on r 
my writing-table, and 
liod successfully assumed 
the ntiitnde of a man 
immci'sed in alTaii’s, 
whoso valuable lime was 
not lightly to lie en¬ 
croached upon, when Mr. 
Jiiimlcy was announced. 

" [ trust I'm not 
intniding, Afr. lliilin,” ho 
begun, “but your name 
was given to mo by 
Major Hanlaway-Pil- 
chard and Sir Edward 
Topping. 1 ventured, 
Ihei-eforo 

“ It was kind of these 
gentlemen, whoever tliey 
may be, to give you that 
whicli did not belong 
to tliem,” I remarked 
severely, “ but I may as 
well say at once that 
I am totally unuc- 
nuaiiitcd with cither of 
them.” 

“I was talking to 
Captain Spindler only 
•the other day,” ho con- 
‘ tinned unabashed, “ and 
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“HOME RULE ALL ROUND.” 

{tSiigi/exiiil Jfxigii forlUtyal Slamlanl under tiro aboiv arrangement.) 
K-nokano, Noiitii. Knolanii, ^Iii>r.Asn8 . Kngi.ano, South. ScoaT.ANU. 
JlirLAXe, SoiTIl AHIJ WkST, IT1.STKH. WaI.KS. r.0SD3H. 

J.ANCAKllllll-!. VolIKSIIIItK. Tsi.K OF ^tAN. IsUK OP DoCS. 


j formation,” said Mr. 
Lumley ns ho left the 
I room. “ i^u shall hear 
I from mo lator.” 

I Tlii-co months olaxiscd 
and 1 had almost for- 
; gotten this interview 
I when I was pleasantly 
surprised, one byight 
Juno morning, by the 
. receipt of a handsomely- 
bound volume, entitled 
Lmdern of British Sijort, 
containftig a slip in¬ 
scribed, “ With the Pub¬ 
lisher’s compliments. 
See p. 83.” Turning 
hastily to the iiage uion- 
\ tioiied I read the follow’- 
ing notice:— 

I “ Biffin, llioaiNMiiD 
; Dii.tKE. — Stock-broker; 
jft. 1872; aluc. Harrow 
I and Oxfoni; •«. of Sir 
Theodore Biffin, 
K.C.V.O.; four s. and 
two (1.; owns tlu-co acres. 
Played football legularly 
for ' many years in a 
schoololevon,butwas not 


I,‘ tinned unabashed, “ and' .- - - -- - > included in the team that 

,1)0 said ho was sure you would bo a boy I was, of course, compelled to! i-epjosontoil Oxford at Blackheath in 
iuteiested in our little scheme.” play it, but I never developed the least 1892. As a cricketer his batting average 

*“ “ To the best of my lielief,” I replied, taste for it. When I loft my private was remarkable, and the wickets ho 
1 have never set eyes on Captain school I was still in the foutth eleven, took on the playing-fields at IlaiTow 
Spindler. But what is your ‘ little and at Oxford I gave up the game \ aro still romeinboroA Is deexily iilter- 
smicme,' as you call it?” altogether.” ' cstod in polo, and though it would bo 

i “ Sir Edward Topping and Jtlajor “ At cricket, no doubt- " unfair to compara him with players of 

I ilardaway-Pilchard and, I may add, “ I was just as xionr a performer, the calibre of Mr. Buckmastor or the 
I many other gentlemen equally well My batting average at Harrow never Brothers Waterbury ho has long been 
I known in sporting circles, have long inachcid double figuros, and the occasions a conspicuous and familiar figuni at 
I felt the waiit^of a volume—a book of on which I bowled a wicket u'cro rare Ranelagh. Plays tennis and croquet 
rcfei-cnco—that shordd contain brief enough to be memorable.” with equal skill, and if his golf-handi- 

biograxtbies of persons who, like your- “ Polo, Mr. Biffin, I am sura you-” cap continues to ho redurad at" the 

self, aro intci’estcd in all matters “ Never,"lausweredfirmly. “Though present rate should undoubtedly become 
eouuccted with sxiort.” as a member of Banelagh 1 often enjoy a scratch player in less thkn three years. 

I “ I am certainly into)‘ostcd ill sport,” watching theinter-roghuental matches. Has renounced shooting in favour of 

I I begqn, “ but I must confess that -” I have too great a respect for my bones the gentler art, and is consid^d by 

j “Exactly, Ml'. Bifiinl Prooisoly. And to take part in so dangerous a pastime.” some to be among the keenest and not 
! jn thik publication wo propose to devote “ Oh, indeed I ” Mr. Lumley ap- least successful smt-water fishermen on 
anentirepagotoeveryonebf ourleading *peared to’be disappointed. the South Coast ... ” 

British sportsmen ^ho is good enough “ I may further odd,” I went on, I could find nothing in all this .that 


good enough | “ I may further odd,” I went on, j I could find nothing in all this .that 
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seemed to call for criticism. As a ))nef 
epitome of my various activities in the 
realm of sport it secmctl to be omiiiently 
truthful arid satisfactory. I read it 
aloud to my wife after luncheon, and 
she expressed Iteraelf no less doli{;htod | 
than surprised by it. | 

“ Oh, Koginald,” she exclaimed alToc- 
tionately, •• why didn’t you tell mo all 
this before? J had no idea you’d done 
so much.” j 

“ There are some things one doesn't; 
talk about,” I replied modestly. | 

“Won’t mother bo pleased'.” she 
continued. I 

“1 hope so. Tt oven ocoui’s to me| 
that a copy of this book would make' 
a \ery suitable Christmas present for 
your dear mother, and indeed for Uncle 
Joseph and othem of your relatives 
who don't j)crhaps appreciate me as 
much as-” 

“Oh, wotddn’t it!” she agreed 
enthusiastically. “ I hope you ’ll onler 
a doxen copies at least.” 

“ That is what I propose to do. And 
now,” I added, glancing at my watch, 
“ I must 1)0 getting off to Ituuelagh.” 

An anxious expression crossed my 
wife’s face. “ Kcginald,” she appealed. 


“ polo is s/irh a dangerous game*. 
I’miuiiie me you won’t take any risks!” 

“ Have no fears, darling,” J replied 
with some emotion; “ 1 promise.” 

THE PICTURE-PAPER TO ITS PUBLIC. 

Wk, who purvey picton'al nows, 
Profess the most enlightened views. 
For we niaintaiii that all sensation 
Is ours, to share with you, the nation. 
Down, thercfoiv, with the social post 
Who hugs his horroi*s to his breast! 
Down with the vile, self-cenlroil man 
Who keeps things private wIumi he cun ! 
We have our eye on him—we mark 
All woes w hich he would fain keep dark. 
Our Press photogra))her is out 
I’o put his jjrivacy to loul. 

For all man’s passion, grief,'distre.ss, 
.\rc merely matter for the Press, 

And mainly that which craves omission 
Shall go to feed our vast cxlition. 

Then, O our Public, gather near! • 
We’ve got a tit-bit! Just look here! 

I lore’s something over which to gloat - 
The funeral of a man of note. 

Wo hope you will not fail to see 
Our milly painful Picture 3, 


For wc have had the luck to snap 
'J'he dead man’s son (that tallish chap) 
And favoi-ite brother (head bent down. 
Confound him!) walking through the 
town. 

Wc got them, after quite a hunt, 

.At six yaids’ lange from close in front. 
It seems that, suffering as they were. 
They shunned our Press photographer. 
They didn’t w ish their gi ief to rise 
liefoi'u a million pair of eyes ; 

Ti’ied to escape from our molesting. 
Thin vinl'cs the stuq) more interrstimj. 

Here, then, they arc: (heir sorrow’s 
))Iain, 

Or should he, to your Ciiger brain. 

Tjr)ok at them closely; thus you will 
Nut fail to feel the authentic thrill. 

Ah ! ain’t it sad to think those men 
Have lost their lovecl one from their 
ken ? • 

Could any other human sight 
Harrow’ you more than such a ])light? 
Thanks to our <’nlcrpriso you see 
Their realistic misery , , 

(Dehind—see Picture 1 -the bier), 
inset, wo have the iiiourner’s tear, 
Taken while falling. Overleaf, 

We chat about life widow’s grief. 
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IN THE SWIM. 

“Do you tango?” asked Miss JIop- 
kinn, as soon as 'uo were coinfoi'tably 
seated. 1 know lior name was i [opkins, 
because I bail her down on my pro¬ 
gramme as I’npkins, whicli seemed too 
good to bo li'iio; and, in order to give 
her a cimnee of reconsidering it, / ha<l 
asked iicr if slic was ono of the I’opkinsos 
of Hampshire. It liad tJion turned out 
that she was I’oally one of tlie Hopkinses 
of ^^aida Vale. 

“ No," I said, “ I don’t.” Sho was 
only tlio fifth pei'son wlio liail asked 
me, but then she was only iny fifth 
partner. 

“Oh, you ought to. You must bo 
up-to-date, you know.” 

“I’m always a bit late witli these 
things,” I explained. “ 'I’ho waltz came 
to England in 1812, but I didn’t really 
master it till 1904.” 

“I’m afraid if you wait as long as 
that before you master the tango it 
will bo out.■’ 

“That’s what I thought. Hy the 
lime I learnt the tango, the bingo 
would ho in. ^ly idea was to learn the 
bingo in advance, so as fo bo ready for 
it. Think how you 'll all envy mo in 
1917. Think how Society will flock to 
my Dingo Quick Lunches. 1 shall be 
the only man in rjondon who hingoes 
proiwrly. Of course by 19IH jou ’ll all 
bo at it.” 

“ Then wo must have one together in 
191H,” smiled Miss Hopkins. 

“In 1918,” I pointed out colilly, “I 
shall bo learning the iM)ngo.” 

My next parttier luul no name that 1 
could iliscover, btit a fund of conversa¬ 
tion. 

“ Do you tango ? ” sho asked mo as 
soon as wo-were comfortably seated. 

“No,” I said, “1 don’t. Hut,” J 
addeii, “ 1 once learned the minuet.” 

“ Ob, they ’ro not very much alike, 
are they?” 

“ Not a bit. However, luckily that 
doesn’t matter, because I’ve forgotten 
all tho steps now.” 

Kbo seemed a littlo pu/x.lcd and do- 
cidtrd to chango tho subject. 

“ Are you going to learn the tango ? ” 
sho asked. 

“ I don’t think so. It took mo four 
months to learn the minuet.” 

“ Dut they ’ro quite dilTerent, aren’t 
they?” ‘ 

"Quite,” T agreofl. 

As she scemc<1 to havo exhausted 
herself for tho moment, it was obviously 
my business to say something. There 
was only^ one thing to say, 

“ D6 you tango ? ” I askc<1. 

“ Nov” sho^aid, “ I don’t.” 

“ Are you going to learn ? ” 

“ Oh, yes I ’* • 


“ Ah I ” I said; and five minutes later 
wo parted for ever. 

Tho next dance really was a tango, 

I and 1 saw to my horror that I had 
a name down for it. With some diffi¬ 
culty I found tho owner of it, and pre¬ 
pared to explain to her that unfor- 
(imately 1 couldn’t danco tho tango, 
but that for profound conversation 
about it I was undoubtedly the man. 
Luckily sho explained first. 

“I’m afraid I can’t do this,” she 
apologised. “ I’m so sorry.” 

“ Not at all,” J said magnanimously. 
“ Wo ’ll sit it out.” 

Wc found a comfoiiablo seat. 

“ 1)0 you tango? ” sho asked. 

I was tiretl of saying “ No.” 

“ Yes,” I said. 

“ Are you sure you wouldn’t like to 
find somebcxly else to do it with? ” 

“ Quite, thanks. Tho fact is 1 do it 
rather ditlorontly from the way they’re 
doing it hero to-night. Yon see, 1 
actually learnt it in the Argentine.” 

Sho was vci’y much interested to hear 
this. 

“ Jlcally ? .Are you out there much ? 
I ’vo got an uncle living there now. 1 
wonder it-” 

“ When I say I learnt it in the 
Argentine,” I explained, “ ( mean 
that r was iMstually taught it in St. 
.lohn’s Wood, but that my dancing 
mistress came from-” 

“In St. .lohn’s Wood?” sho said 
eagerly. “ Hut how funny! My sister 
is learning there. I won«ler if-” 

Sho was a very difficult pereoii to 
lal k to. Her relations soemed to spread 
themselves all over the place. 

“ Perhaps that is hardly doing justice 
to tho situation,” I explained again. 
“ It wouhl ho more accurato to put it 
like this. When 1 decided • -by the way, 
does your family frequont Palis ? No ’? 
(jood. Well, when J decided to loam 
the tango, tho fact that my friends 
the Hopkinses of St. .Tohn’s Woo<l, or 
rather Maida Vale, had already learnt 
it in Paris naturally led mo to— - 
1 say, ishat about an ice? it’s getting 
awfully hot in hero.” 

“ Oh, 1 tlon't think-” 

“ I ’ll go and got them,” I saiil 
hastily; and I went and took a long 
timo getting them, and, as it turned out 
that sho didn’t want hors after all, a 
longer timo eating them. When I was 
reiwly for conversation again the next 
dance was .beginning. With a bow I 
relinquisbcd her to another. 

“Como along,” said a bright voico 
bphind mo; “ this is oure.” 

“ Hallo, Norah, is that you ? Come 
on.” 

We hun-iod in, danced in silence, and 
then found ourselves a comfortable scat. 
For a moment neither of us spoke . . . 


“ Have you loamt tho tango yet ?" i 
asked Norah. 

“ Fourteen,” I said aloud. ‘ * 

“ Help! Does that mean that I’m 
the fourteenth person who has asked 
you ? ” 

“ The night is yet young, Norah. 
You aro only tho eighth. But I was 
betting that you’d ask mo before I 
counted twenty. Yon lost, and you 
owe mo a pair of ivory-backed hair- 
brushos and a oigar-cuttor.” 

“ Bother. .Anyhow, I 'in not going 
to 1)0 stopped talking about the tango 
if 1 want to. Did you know 1 was 
learning ? L can do the scissors.” 

“Good. Wo’ll do tho now Fleet 
Street movement together, tho scissors- 
and-paste. You go into tho ball-room 
and do tluvscissors, and I,’ll—or^—stick 
hero and do tho paste.” 

“ Can’t you really do any of it at all, 
and aren’t you going to loam ? ” 

“ 1 can’t cfo any of it at all, Norah. 

T am not going to loam, Norah.” 

“It isn’t 8«) \ory difficult, you know. 

I ’(1 teach you myself for tuppence.” 

“ Will you stop talking about it for 
threepence ? ” I asked, and I took out 
three coppers. 

" No.” 

T sighed and put them back again. 

It was tho last dance of tho evening. 
My hostess, finding me lonoly, hiul 
dragged me up to soinebo<ly, and I and, 
whatever her name was wore in the 
supper room drinking our farewell soil]).' 
So far wo had said nothing to each 
othor. I waited anxiously for her to 
begin. Suddenly sho began. 

“ Have you thought about Christmas 
presents yet ? ” she asked. 

I nearly swooned. With difficulty I 
remained in an upright position. She 
was tho first pereon who had not begun 
by asking mo if 1 danced tho tango ! 

“ Excuse mo,” I said. “ 1 ’m afraid I 
didn^—would you tell mo your name 
again ? ” 

I felt that it ought to be celebrated 
in some way. 1 had some notion of 
writing a sonnet to her. 

“ Hopkins,” she said; “ I know you ’tl 
fojgotteii me.” 

“ Of course I haven’t,” I said, sud¬ 
denly rememhering her. Tho sonnet 
would never be written now. “Wo 
had a dance together heforo.” 

“ Yes,” she said. “ Let mo seo,” sho 
added, “ I did ask you if you danced 
tho tango, didn’t 1 ? ” A. A. M. 


“As Richard looked at the girl her wholo 
thrwit and face rose in one soft wave.” 

London Biidijft. 

It would have drowned tho affection of, 
any man but Richard. 
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Vftletle {on Irish maiuvuriv.s). “Wki-l, thbv 'ave tbeib cloomis' 'Ona BtxK, tueu» wuoi.b dlebbeb couataY, Aa’ ’ab» 
India to day it in'fou anvthink J caaksI" 


THE ROUND-SHOT OF ENGLAND. 

(On n'culhiij the ueirs that Dfcnnher llift is (he last datj 
for (Usj)nt.chinij Chrisliiios imthliwjs to Itoumania 
vii\ Germany.) 

liv souUi, by iiortli, from TItainca to Fortli, 

Tlio fail* projttctile sails; 

Wliat packing up ot soundless bombs 
])’or unforgotten Dicks and Toms 
In far-off places of tbo cartli, 

From liueds, from Exclor, from I’crlli 
(And very possibly from Portli, 

(Ilamorgaii county, AValos) 1 

They bring no sliamo of sbclU Unit maim, 

Dut onl)’ Christmas cheer; ' 

Charged with tiio fruitage of tbo grape, 

AV'ith shrapnel spice they I'ound the Capo, 

But not the Horn (why not V Aha 1 
That now canal at Panama); 

Thoy buist into a blue-green ilaino 
Uy initny an unknown pier. 

The, wbito-wiuged gulls attend tlic bulls 
That bear them to the west; 

The camels in the Libyan sand, 

Who watch the old mirage expand 
‘ ^ And feign belief with wondrous tact. 

Trudge on with these all neatly packu l 
In suiCablo receptacles 
And proiierly addressed. 


They speed; and if by texture stiff 
Or too luxuriant plums 
On eaters of so godlike faro 
There falls some aftermath of care, 

]Io\r short-lived that internal pain,! 

How fond the memories that remain 
Of homo and England! What a whiff 
Of Piccadilly comes 1 

But most of all I loro to call 
Bwoet images to^mind 

Of aliens not of English blood 
Who hear the Saxon pudding thud. 

Who see, who crave, who taste, who smile 
At this first glorj' of our isle. 

Who bow the knee at last, and fall 
With England's suet lined. 

Bo, fat and sweet with all things meet, 
i like to think there ride 
Tremendous orbs of British duff, 

Fulfilled with Orient fruits enough. 

On Teuton rails from Teuton shores 
To where Roumania smelt the wars. 

That smoked about the Balkans’ feet 
And ranquished Turkey's pride. EvoB. 

"MKXICAX AFFAIRS 

ri:i:sii>KNT Will Kkject A.miuiicax 1>ia.mosi>8." 

Jfatal Adverlher. 

Bribery is of little use with your true Mexican. 
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THE DRUDGE. 

• '‘Geohge, old man," said .Tames, 
drawing up liis chair to my end of the 
table, after Cbristino hod gone out and 
loft us to our male pursuits, “ T want a 
hoaft-to-heart talk with you, old man." 

I handed him the decanter and pre¬ 
served a non-committal silence. The 
sudden prominence of the phrase “ old 
man" in his conversation led mo to 
expect the worst. 

Ho pulled his chair even closer ami 
stretched* out an alTcctionato hand 
towards me. 1 placed a cigar in it, 
thus avoiding what was obviously to 
have l)eon a long silent grip. “ You 
and T have l)cen the best of pals,” ho 
assorted. 

“ Pals! " I ^id with scorn. “ Nay, 
chums.” 

i3ut ho was not to he doterml. 
“ When wo were hoys together, wo 
fouglit often, hut wo loved each other 
if boys ever did.” 

I gave him a very searching look. 
“.lames,” I deniandod, “is lliis morbid 
gush the preface of a jest or a money 
application; or is it drink, or " and a 
horrible suspicion came over me is it 
an engagement ?*’ 

He extended some more hands in my 
direction. “ She is the dearest girl on 
earth," said ho. 

The deathless clasp was now inovit- 
tahlo. “ No tioubt,” 1 said, clasping 
with all appropriate enthusiasm. Wo 
have known each other for a long lime, 
thought 1 to niyst'If us we held on, hut 
are we all this to each other ? 

“ You must hear all alwiit her,” said 
James. 

“ Must I ? ” saiil r. 

“lieally?” “Quite so,” and “Well, 
I never! ” said f from time to time. 

I found myself wondering if [ was 
like this when 1 was engaged to Chris¬ 
tine . . . whoso birthday, hy-lhc-hy, 
was on the moiTow . . . which re¬ 
minded me that I had promiscxl hei' a 
new driver . . . which ma<lo ino ask 
myself, “Ha«l r ordered my own?" . . . 
which recalled to me that T should 
have to get my clubs from Wimbledon 
in the morning and that I had pro¬ 
mised llartree to bo at llichmond by 
10.30 . . . This took some arranging 
. . . I airanged it . . . Tho best way 
would be to taxi to . . . There was a 
sudden hurst of silence, and I awoke to 
find James regarding me with a cold, 
hurt, indignant stare. 

“ You are not interested a little hit," 
said he. 

“ On the contrary," I protested, “ I 
congi-atulate you with ail tho sincerity 
of which I am capable." 




C M W— 

Tiiforliinntf J'eth'sIrUiii (irhn hns hem hmx'heil ilnirn rt;ii/ ix a little ihueil). “ I 

WlIKllK AM J ? ” 

Jinlerinisinij Ifnu'ler. ••'Km; v'aiii:, Sik m\I’ o’ T,osim)S, o.nk ri^SNY.'' 


“ Tdleandmeaning1esKw<)rds,”said he. 

“ It is my passionate belief,” J swore, 
“that you havo done the host ]>o.ssil)le 
thing for yom-sclf in getting engag«!d 
to , . . Help me out with the niinie.” 

.Tames paiil no attention to me. 

“ ,\t any reto,” 1 coiitinned, “ what¬ 
ever her name, I stand here hn ! 
engagements in the ahstr.icl. Why? 
liecause us often as not they lead to 
marriiigcs. And why do I advocate 
marriage as an institution ? liecause 
it XH'ovides a man with a helpinute, 
someone with whom to share his 
joys and his sorrows and the joy.s and 
the soiTOWs of his friends. My dear 
fellow, I cannot toll you what your 
news means to mo,” I added rising. 
“ But 1 know who can, and that 
Christine.” 

Even so .Tames was all for shaking 
my dust oil his feet. 

“ Very well,” 1 said; “ hut you must 
say good-night to her lioforo you go.” 


J pushed him into the dniwing-roo'** 
and withdrew hofom he had iinished 
tilling Chris! ine that ho really must go. 
Two hours later I came hack to tell him 
myself that ho really must go. “ Hut 
limt,” I said, “you must have some! lung 
to moisten your ]mrched throat.' 

“ liOt us drink your .Xiidrey's health,” 
said Christine; and .lames, who was 
now all over Iiiniself again, insisted 
upon drinking also the health of all his 
many friends, 

“ How isniny?” I asked. “.Mumt 
fifty Olid ? ” 

.lanies put Ihe iimnhci^oven higher. 
“And one by oniv they'll get c-n- 
gaged ■? ” 1 suggostoil. 

.Tames fervently hoped they would. 

“ And one hy one they ’ll insist upon 
your hearing i^ll about it ? ” ^ 

.Tames wont on hoping. * 

1 yawned comfortably., “Well, if 
your Audrey likoS tho prospect,” said I, 
“ it’s her anair, noHmine." 
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uTimrii’ti All' ■iM<''viii'vwnu ~ simplification of tho rlynamio illusions cliromolitbographs wliich dedocomted 
* ’ ; i !gennanb'to so itnperial u tlionic. ) the .Christmas numhers of the early 

lir. —Till? New Aiit Ciiitic oe ‘ ‘' m' V. biglitios. Yet in' her'other pidtufe, 

. 'I'Hi: Timks. Tiiosi and Otheus. Playing Rugby rootbalf" (82), 

Amongst niccnt exhiliilors at tlic Mr. Marcellus Tliom exhibits a largo there is a vigorous economy of outline, 
Nco-Hritish Art Longue there are few|frosco,“SardinoFisliersirttheAdriatic’’ a sort of jejune spirituality that recalls 
ino'.o arresting jiainters tlian Mine. ■ (99), executed in creosotod trufllo-stick, tlio early work of Bomboudiac, or per- 
Blruldu Brugli, yet even slio has never wliicii is a masterpiece of suppressed haps rather of I'ltionne Jaurbguibeny. 
chosen n more radiantly intractahlo yet dignilnsl nntinoinianism. Wonder- Oljservo Iibre the dramatio import of 
theme tlian that of lier Pekinese fill tliougli the drawing and llio inter- tho foreshortening of tho left leg of tho 
Puppies ” (92). Her nietliod is lliitly filtration of co-ordinating ]>araboloids three-quarters in tho middle distance, 
antipodean to that of (ho Congcstioiiist are, it is tho psycliological content of Tho expression on the features of tho 
scliool raprosentud by M. Pipposquillaco tho picturo ratlier than its diroct scriimmagers is admirably summarised, 
in that site dcanlliroinorplii/es lier i pi-cscntativo significanco which alTccts hut it is a pity that'so much dynamic 
scheme of pignicntation into nodules tho solar plrxus of tlio enliglitcncd intensity should be neutralized hy tho 
of aplanatic voluminosity. onlooker. The whole atmospliero is somewhat perfunctory' triangulatioii of 

It is perfectly obvious that hy the summarised and condensed in a cir.| tho successive sections of tho linear 
evaluation of tho subliminal factors cumainbient and oleaginous anni. Wo boundaries. • • 

iind tho substitution of riiomboidal for sec no sardines anywbcrc, but wo arc On a lower piano of aebiovoment W’o 
conical elasmobranchs, each bounded delicately subconscious of them trans- may notice tho deftly suggested interior 
by its own laminated penumbra, a Intod to their tins, and consecrated to of Mr. Snitram’s “Coal Shoot” (21), 
sense of pragmatic — — . — - — --the ingenuous pigment 

dUntiUI ivtanlf.i _ «-• - ' —« t _ _ • • f\f »‘Pn 


sense of pragmatic — 

scronity should i-csult --' ■ 

as coutrasti'd with tho 

stark jocosity of the 

Congestionists. Hut it. 

is still more .obvious j ..... M 

that if you press this ~ \ 

hypothesis to its logical' ' 

extreme and introducoj 

the whole-tone scale! , 

of colour into a poly-; 

phoidc pattern where 

only conjunct ebro-' 

niatic progressions are' ^ 

available, the conflict of ■ 

tho equal and the uii- — 

equal tomporamont 

resolves itself into a les- 

silitra to rarofied that sEltMi 

tho conscientious critic 

can only copo with tho. , 



of Miss'Olga'Pupe’s 
“ llara-lviri " (74), tho 
business-like planning 
of washes in M. Marge- 
let’s “ CrabJcatchcrs in 
I the nundjcr ” (42), the 
I delicious ;*Clothes ijino 
I in a IJigh Wind "(122), 
I by Mine. doTilkins, anil 
tho superb brarura of 
! Mr. Nigel Guggon- 
I heimer’s portrait of 
I M r. Adrian Stoop (14), 
I though we boggle a 
j little at the false op- 
' poijdiainra, so to speak, 
j introduced by the light¬ 
ing of the loft nostril, 
ft is a subject which 
M. Bombiuanto would 


can only co|» with the. .. ,K8TBau.?Y oxr. would 

losulting discoid by ^ ji,,; have tioated with a 


submerging himself' 


more poignant and 


and his readci's in tho p'.'ofmidilies of j tho gulosity of the sympathetic gas- j iiitiinafo particularity of sentiment. 

a polysyllabic ponqiosity. To put it' tronomc. To do full yustico to such a' - - ' ' ■ * 

in rather simpler language, tho eye; jiicturo is unhappily beyond the m-1 CLKMENT CLINGENPEEL 
of tho observer must be buttressed by, sources of the most sublime preciosity’. /1 nr • \ 

the ability to supplement tho conscious I It demands tho tWrr^tm/ ((iXiup'a of (•’ Memoir.) 

recognition of tho exact angh* of the . Theopompus of klegalocrania, or even _ The late Clement Clingonpeol was a 


implied rays of light with the dolinite' the inUmn desipienlia distilled in tho} life-size piano-tuner. I£c would rather 


When, therefore, as in the case of sophisticated apparatus of the Con- an old legendary couplet about the 
me. Strulda Hrugb's picture, we have gostionist in order to jicrvert or dis- ClingenpeeU which 1 have forgotten, 
to assume a fluorescent roticulatiou of' integrate the appoamnees of nature lliough this is tho sense of it: - 
the iutci'stitial sonorities, a siluntion is does not, of course, prove an ndeejunto ••Chow,chough,chufT,elipping(;iiiigoiii)cpl: 

developed wlftch might well batlle any | substitute for piii-o “ patloinizntion,” to' Oranges and Icuions-’’ 

but an advancedaxiMM tin transcendental' quote tho useful if somewhat barbarous; This is tho hit I've forgotten, but it 
mathcmaticH. .\s a i-csult tho model-j neologism of Professor Slattery; and ends in “col” to rhyme, 
ling of tho puppies' t.iils is lacking the importauco of a duo disciimination | Briefly what it means is that, come 
in curvilinear conviction; their Jiradsin this regard is strikingly demonstrated^ weal, come woe, no CHngenpeel can 
fail ip leonine suggostiveness, their in tho work of Miss Toupio Holster., expect to earn any money save by 
fore-paws in prehensile s.ubjoctivity;' Of her ten contributions “A Study in! tuning pianos. (One of tho Clingen- 
and‘we fcfl sure (bat the late Dow-' Oxford Socks ” (99) is perhaps the most hioola set iq> once in business as a 
ager I'liupress of CIiina would have | realistically satisfying, I'cminding one' builder of dust-destructors. But one 
been disappointed* with tbe arbitrary I in its hectic diathesis of the florid j of his machines, to tho surprise of one 




December 10. 1913.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


of kis patronu, one day in one year 
comniencetl to destroy dust, and so 
people lost faith iu it. 

My Clement -I call him my Clement 
because he owed me all his prospective 
income—although a loyal piano-tuner, 
had‘trial his hand at several minor 
pursuits. He failed at them all, which 
does seem to hear out iu a way the 
truth of that su^iei'stilious old couplet. 
Ah, I rememlier it now. It goes:— 

ChoWjIclioiiBh, chnff, clipping Clingcnpcpl; 

Oranges and lemons - 

Dash itl* It’s gone again. I know 
perfectly well what the next word is. 
It I'hymes with one of those phu-es 
whera Queen Hlizahetii stayed for: 
one night only, and in shape it is like 
a banana. But the actual woiil escapes' 
1110 . llowevui’, I will think of it j 
prosoiilly. (If you’ro gone, I’ll semi! 
it to you on a jiostcaiil.) i 

Well, Clement tried for one thing lo 
lie a dramatist. 1 fe wro(.n a play about i 
Ihroo gciieralioiis. 'J’his was how he! 
mapped it out:— 

Act r.—Pithecanthropus, 400,000 ii.i-. j 
.Act 11.—.Anthropua, 1913 A. u. j 

.Act 11 r.—J lyiicranthropiis, 400,00(H\.i). | 

His idea was 4n get someone to do j 
.Act 1., sonioone to do .Act 11. and Shaw ' 
to do Act III., and give them a prujKir-1 
1 ion of tlio royalties. It all stop[icd at | 
the idea, however, and perhaps it was' 
as well.' 

Clement was in many ways unlucky. 
Ill fact ho used to say to mo, “ Sir, I 
haVe-nn unlucky number.” This was 
fourteen., Tliero may bo nothing in it, 
hut he (lied on the 21st (which, after 
all, is H of 14), had seven children 
(which, after all, is h of 14), and was 
exactly fourteen niontlis in atrear with 
the rent. Fourteen was his unlucky 
hreak at billiards. He couldn’t get 
past it.' He’d either make fourteen or 
twenty^ight (wfaidi, after all, is just 
twice fourteen) or something a mere 
trifle moro- or less. Thero' may lie 
nothing in it, of course, hut he be¬ 
lieved in it, poor chap, and he’s gone 
now. 1 remember his saying to me 
when liorrowing money, “Fourteen 
pounds will lie enough. Sir, hut it’s 
unlucky. Make it fifteen.” 1 never 
rofnsed. For tlie sake of one pound 
why deny him his whim? 

1 never knew such a happy family 
man as Clement Clingcnpeol. Some¬ 
times he would even speak to his wife 
at dinner, and her eyes would light up 
with admiration and affection. When 
he throw anything it was never the 
bootjack. Ho would amuse the children 
for hours by shaking the coppers out 
of their money-boxes, and on their 
birthdays he would measure their height 
against the wall and give them his 







PitmiieiUAiiisl{on(hilii). “I ck-s't iti:cKON ir ri*. 1 umvv v (.or iii;rri:ii'.N' you no 
AJi’ VKT I nON*T GKT ’ABIf' ■rilK MOSKV.” 

Vaverntnl AHial (off duty). “Yku sl'iiiicks is ai.i. witosii. Uirs o’ kai.mon is out o’ 

OATK. I DONS THKMKNJl'N lirSNISS IN TIIH SIIMMKII WITH ’OllllS AN’ KuFlIS ISICKS, AN’ 
NOW I’m itUN.MN’ Bomh. \Vi;i.i.s, Oaiiy asu Laiikin, an’ tiikv'rk coin’ oo'ju.” 


blessing. Of literature ho left little 
behind. A few letters, temo and to the 
point, may tie found in thg files of 
Concord: tlie Organ of the Interna¬ 
tional Association of Piano - tuners, 
with his signature nppcndcxl, but save; 
in one instatice the subject is too tech- j 
nicNil to be of general interest. I quote; 
the exception; — 

Dear Sih,—T his is the twenty-first 
anniversary of my joining the I..A.P.T. 
Wishing you ami all fellow I..A.P.'r.s 
the best, 

Thanking yon, yours, 

C. ClilNnENPEET., l.A.P.T. 

• 

There is somothiug of the man’s fine 
nature in tliat missive. It gladdens 
me to think that his departmi spirit 
may bo aware of the simple inscription, 


on the urn (containing bis ashes) that 
stands on my mantclpiciNi -- 

CMNUENPKKri, Ci.EMHNT, I..\.P.T. 
1800—19W. 

‘Many inisiiiulerHtncHl mdi'lal'i 
Ia'iiyi* t» thu liviiiK their iif,*. 

Kather gixKl, I think. Mysterious and 
melancholy without lining maudlin. 

. P.S.-' T'io new piano-tuner’s mime 
is Henry /innpaiik. That’s the sort 
of luck I have. a 


‘<Nc,w for llio oars. . , . 'I'lu’y would 
naturally turn into Araylo Stma at thu lu|> 
of Oswald Ktr(x.-t, and tliiiM rastoro at thu 
uoriiur of .4rgyIo Ktntut and Jatnnk!a Slrcul 
the very congoaioii which they hn<k yidiuM-cl 
at tho corner of Jamaica Etrcet und Argylu 
Street .”—tlUiMjuw News, ^ 

It seems hardly worth it. 
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TIIK WII.L. 

^Fr. Giinntvway was an rldialy ino:'- 
cliant who lived in one of the lar^jo 
outlying toNvns in the South of Jxindon. 
Ijot ns call it Troydon. Mvcry day lie 
went up to town by the H.43; every 
evening ho returned by the G.l.'i. Ilfs 
bouse was only a few yanls from the 
station. 

Mr. Gannaway was an ordinary }icr- 
sou in mast ways, but he had a 
peculiarity, lie could not iMsar noise, 
and day bjr day ho noticed that the 
Troydon railway men were becoming 
noisier. The porters and inspectors 
banged the doors witli more abandon 
than of old, the engine-drivers lot out 
steam witli a more shattering roar and 
whistled louder than they had ever 
done, while the shunting at night had 
become an outrage. 

Mr. Gannaway did not want to leave 
his hous), nor was ho sufficiently 
superior to other people's lauglitor to 
adopt oar-ilaps, ns Herbeux Si-exceu 
used to do, on the platform and in the 
tram. He therefore, like a wise man, 
hit on a ruse . . . 

“Do you happen to have seen to¬ 
day’s Troydon Gazette f " he asked the 


more talkative of the inspectors one 
nierning. 

" No, Sir,” he said. “ 1 've got it, but 
1 haven't had time.'' 

“There’s a curious thing in it that 
ought to bo interesting to some of you 
liero,’’ said Mr. Gannaway, and passed 
on. 

The inspector took the earliest opi)or- 
tunity of searching the paper for the 
item. Ho found it at last under the 
heading 

Tuovdon HusinuxT’s Stiianoe Wim,. 
The article ran thus:— 

“A legal coi'imspondent, who slates 
that he is committing no bi'oach of 
etiquette in thus divulging inforniation 
acquired professionally, tells us that ho 
; has just dmwn up a very inteivsting 
will for an infirm and elderly lady who 
occupies rooms in a house on the out¬ 
lying Kawson ICslalo. So much did 
sho once suffer from nerves duo to 
reckless noises made by various forms 
of workmen—clumsy railway porters 
who bang doors that could as easily bo 
shut quietly, careless engine-drivers 
who overdo their whistling and make 
their brakes scrennt,.and so forth—to 
which, indeed, she attributes her poor 


health iit the ]>usl year's, that she has 
dclei'minrd to devote some of her groat 
wealth to ait altMiipt to abate this 
nuisance. 

“Relieving tlial charity should begin 
at home, sho has set apart a considcr- 
able sum us the nucleus of a fund, the 
interest on which is to Ire distributed 
every Cbristmar by lire station-master 
utnuttg the railwaymon of Troydon if, 
in the opinion of stx regular passengers 
to bo selected by him, the improvement 
in the noiso itiiisunco merits rt. Other- 
wise the money is to bo applied to 
other purposes which sho names. 

“ Since making this will,” the article 
citded, “ wo regret to hoar the lady was 
taken worse and now lies in a ‘pre¬ 
carious state, so that the provisions of it 
may too soon be oficrativc.” 

“That's a bit of all right,” said the 
inspector, and passed t]io nows about 
for the rest of tbo day. The result was 
that the statioir gradually became a 
much riioro civilised place and Mr. 
Gatrnaway has lost that worried look. 

The latly is still alive. Hvor'y oH'ort 
to fiird out wtio she is has fnil«4> but 
tiro railway slnff believe in her abso¬ 
lutely, which is^mor'c than Mr. 'Gann- 
awav does. 
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LUCK. 

Thou tlml liasti ImfflcKl many an earnest thinker, 
Stran^'o Power, whose waywai'tl faueics none may 
guess, 

TIuit caiist o’oi rule Uic great, or idly tinker 
With trilling men in equal fraikisliness, 

Tlioii that dost one liour Imii, another blcs-i, 

Jklore dour than thunder, l>rigiitcr tlian the sun, 

() Luck, O sovereign Ijiu-k, tlieo to adilrcss 
lias long hoon niy ilesim, mysterious one, 

And now, 1 tliink, 1 see my way to got it done. 

I am not of I lie narrow Iioim of Seicnco 

Wlio, willi a liigh eontempt that notliing a\\e«, 
Deny thee flatly, in serene delianeo 

or aught that reigns heyond her formal l.iws; 

WI)o, when they i)rotit for no seeming cause, 

Ascribe it to their own desi'rts and skill, 

Yet, when some looked-for gift eludes their jaws. 
Turning, they iriourn their luck with right good will, 
>ior bless thee for the good, hut damn thee for the ill. 

.\nd there Ix) some who, finding thee capricious 
Jleyond all hope, assume a rold neglect 
Of thy dark forces which, it thou wort vicious. 

Would rouse thee probably to some effect, 
r join them not; nor yet that wider sect 
Who, viewing thee in undisguised alarm. 

Offer their womhij) with an awed I’esjicct, 

With strict observance duo and solemn charm 
Which, if it docs no good, they hope will do no harm. 

These in their little lives are over llustercd 
By signs and (loi'tcnts somln'o as the tomb; 

They find them in a magpie or the mustard; 

Upon their path a lusldor casts a gloom 
As of a cypress; some there ara for whom 
The dawn of Priday has an evil eye, 

.^nd Thirteen is a numher great with doom; 

There is no rite too strange for these to ply. 

And they might save their lime for all they get iherchy. 

For I, that long have sought thee in thy doings, 

Uavo noticed how the wildest votary caine, 
l-'or all the pious ardour of his wooings. 

Out ill the end to pretty much the same 
,\s he that paid no honour to thy name. 

] Icie thou wouldst frown,and haply there wouldst smile, 
And one would lose, or win, his little game, 

'Pill I, that searched thee out, for quite u while 
Ifad well-nigh giv’n thee up, thou wast so volatile. 

Yet there is this wherein I judge thee surely. 

For thou art female; by these very tmits 
]*'oinale, and thcrefoi'o one may swear sccuiviy 
Kipe to bo woooil, it ono could only raise 
The prajMir system. 1 for many days 
] favo pondered on this matter, and L ween 
That thou art tired of too obsequious wins, 

.\nd scekest, even as seeks a weary queen. 

Simply by way of change, a decent ’twixt and ’ivieeii. 

Whorefore T step mo forth to woo thy favour. 

Withholding not thy fair and rightful due, 

1 do not with crude flatteries licslavcr 
Thy sick and female soul, as othere do. 

The litos that I enjoin are strict but few - 
pHOiigh to will thy notice, not to pall: 

I turn my coppers when the moon is new; 

No peacock plumps affront my sober hall 
With their maligpant eyes: and that, I think, is all. 


Thus, then, O Luck, to-day I lay before thoe 
An opportunity thou long hast lacked 
To pour thy horn on ono that does not bore then - • 

Or hold thee light, and is, in point of fact, 

A worthy object for some graceful act. 

I would not specify the royal hoon, 

But leave it to thy dormant seuso of tact; 

Fame, Ijovo, and Afoney make a good Triune; 

I These would suffice at first; and kindly send them soon. 

_ * Dum-Dum. 

A FREE EXCHANGE OF VIEW. 

T oniHT to say at the start that Bobinson and 1 aie not 
the leaders of our respcctivo political parties, but yro share 
with them some of the foibles of our common humanity. 

“ Hadn't wo belter sit down and talk this matter over 
logotlier, and try to come to some agreement?’' said 
Bobihson, as be got up and put on his overcoat. 

“Tlio sooner the lietter, tlie sooner ttie better," said J, 
and left the room very liiiiTicilly. 

1 saw him again next day, for our trams met on tlie 
Kmliankmcnt. I was pleased to notice that lie bad not 
forgotten his conciliatory proposal, for jnst as wo passed 
each other bo leaned over the top and called out, “ When 
shall wo meet?"' but unfortimately bo was out of car- 
shot while I was still trying to find the place in my diary. 

It was Batnrday afternoon lieforo 1 came across him 
again. I was ))laying to the 13lh bole, and as bo was 
bunkered at the 9th 1 cannot bavo been more than 50 yards 
away. “ What about that talk ? ” f shotited. 1 saw the 
sand lly vigorously and bis mouth move, but I am a 
purist in tlicso matters and do not consider an expletive 
as good as an appointment. 

Jiator in the evening he passed my house in a motor. 
I was not there, but the lodgekoepcr told mo that ho 
hod not exactly stopjied, but “hod slowed U]i like, aqd 
thrown out his card." The caiil had “Bettor come and 
see mu ’’ pencilled in one corner, and “ Mind the clog" 
in another. 

So 1 got out my uionopluno on Sunday and flow across 
his grounds. 1 lipped tlie li]i four times in succession, 
and at the conclusion of a long fanciful flight, in which 1 
put myself and ttio whole situation repeatedly upside down, 
I dropped an explosive on liis dog-konnol from a distance 
of l.tKM) feet. 1 did not alight, for Bobinsoii was not 
visible, and he would, of courae, quickly understand that 
I had us good as called. 

Tliat is how tho position stands at the moment, hut 
it is something to know that wo aro alike in our desire to 
meet, and wlien wo do 1 am sure we slinll ai'rnngo some¬ 
thing, for wo arc sensible men. 


Tlioro is to lie a dinner in Southport to some of tho local 
boatmen and fishermen. Says The SonlhjMrt Visiter :— 

"The dinner will Ix! succccdwl liy a social. The Mayor hojics to 
iillend sumo portion of llic iiroccediiif^. At the cIo.<o of the gatberinx, 
Mr. .Tno. JfArrington lias gciierunsly vohintcurod to convey thu men 
to their hoiuos.” 

Wo hope that in many cases his services will not bo wanted. 

Bemorse. 

“ Oonfnscd by tho noise of traflic a cow that proliably was experi¬ 
encing its first tosto of city life, got mixed np with vehicles at Wood¬ 
ward and Milwaukee avenues yesterday and was struck by a street 
car. It was so badly injured that Patrolman Stcgmilloc ended his 
lifo with a bullet." — Detroit Hews. 

Patrolman STKOMirxEii's friends should have assured him 
that it wasn’t liis fault, and exhorted him to bear up. 
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SltorliiHtitt {to mitiHsinslic luotorisl wtmiii he hm iiiounteil). '• Jli'Lixt! Wuax’i; wilODii?" 

h ' rietxH . “l'our.i>N’T thiiotti.b jikh bows; btf-kkiso okaii woui.ds't wokk; aiibhkii onj: ok ■riii-: pnoAijt, and 'ijh:x I kkij. out!” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(lij) 3/r. Vuuch’a Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Stautino in to road William Catne (Lank) I sup¬ 

posed, from tlie title, tliat I was about to loam of tho bii'tli 
of a baby-boy, and to study tho iiniiiediato cflbct of this 
domestic apparition upon a small family circle. L forgot 
in my haste that thcro is only one William, and ho a very 
much alive Kaiser, so that J was more than a little aston¬ 
ished when 1 roalizcd the identity of tho comer and tho 
national significance of his coming. Whatever views the 
reader may hold about the possible tuivcnt of tbe (jormans 
he wonld bo well odvii^d to study a most graphic though 
humiliating picture of what life in these islands woidd lie like 
if they did come to stay. Ilo may romembor, as I do, having 
read other essays on this theme; but usually tho novelist 
has, out of the kindness of his heart, im])ortc<l so much 
exaggeration and improbability as to leave one comfortable 
in the thought that tho tale is only told for one's diversion, 
and that nobody for a moment l)olievc's that tho thing 
can over leally happen. “ Saki," that is Sfr. J f. II, ^Mcnko, 
docs not so temper tho wind to the shorn Iamb, lluthlossly, 
almost 1 might say callously, he develops to its logicxil 
conclusion and with tho most probable circumslaucits an 
alleged (and I for my part say accurately alleged) tendency 
in Englishmen of all dassos to-day to selfish indiiTeronco; 
showing how our downfall as a ruling nation, should it 
occur, would bo inoro justly ascribed to this national 
vice than to the political and industiial agitator, whom 
he regards as an effect and not a cause of our present 
(and 1 hope momentary) decline. Mr. Monro is, in my 
opinion, to be heartily congratulated as a novelist for 


making u very good taht of it; he is oven more warmly lo 
1)0 praised as an I'lnglishman for his indiviilual effort lo 
stop tho rot by impressing u]^>on us tho ])n)])er and prohahh) 
destiny of any nation tliat cannot face the expense and 
fatigue of arming for war namely, degradation to the rank 
of a provinco peaceful but over-taxed, non-mililaiit but 
menial. 

To Mr. .Iamks Stkiuikxs anything is possible and nolbing 
is foro-onlaincd. In bis now book. Here, are f.adies (Mac- 
uii.TjAn), he ])lays witb tho ubsmilly settled eonvictions of 
men anil woniCMi, showing tbem lo lie worth nothing at all; 
he is away before you can catch him, and is back again at 
one’s elbow with some now story about I’anidiseor Hades, 
or some fresh humour at the expense of his follow-mortals. 
.Mthoiigb J consider "The Halfpenny Hit” one of the best 
stories that bn lias ever written 1 ilo not think Hint, on the 
whole, I fere are Lmlies is so satisfying as The Crock of (hid 
or The Chanroman's Jlaiiifliler, Tho old man who holds 
the stage for tho last portion of these pages I foimd frankly 
tiresome, and I dislike his implic.ition that anything that he 
may ha])])en to say is good nnoiigli for me, or, at any rate, 
for Mr. Stki'iikxs. One thing, however, is Aierlain. Wo 
have not bad for a very long lime a poet who is so acutely 
aware Iwth of tho glories of heaven and tho ugly oddities of 
tho side-stiTcls in Dublin as tho author of Here are Ladies. 
rolicemen and landladies, middle-aged women and very 
foolish young men kro as clear and as interesting to him as 
loprochauns and the angel Gabriel. *And many j)ooplo,' after 
reading this book, will <]ucstion apprehensively tho solidity 
of their furniture and the sha|H) and< colour ot their own 
familiar street. , I 
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In days when wo hear almost loo much both in (act and I trust that slio will doign to become a woodwomanf for I 
fiction about the tlroaniy idealism of dwellers in the sister really cannot bear to tbiuk of Joe in a tail-coat and spats. 

islo it is i-efreshing, it rather surprisinn, to come across tlio I _ . . 

old Irislinmn ■wlioin Th.vokkkay witli his crude Victorian i How often one has heard it said," What a pity doctors 
pen held up to Saxon scorn. Fc.arlcssly anaciironistic, Mr. can’t tell all the stories that they must know!” Well, alter 
Tom OAi.rx)N has not only made tlie princijxil liguin in reading The hidiscietions of Dr. Carstairs (Hkinemann). 
Yoiinif Ere and Old Adam (fiosa) a handsome soft-sijokcn [ all I have to reply to this is, “Tliank go^noss they can’t!” 
and utterly good-for-nothing Irish' oflicor, hut, plinling liiin' It is not so mucli that 1 object to the indiscretion of the 
in the pi-esont year of grace, lias even <larod to naino him I fourteen tales that make up this volume; it is their medical 
IJnrrif Hagtjelt, Almost tlio least of this adventuror's sins atmosphei-c that puts mo off. The author, who elects to bo 
(perhaps, on tho whole, it may ho called his rodcoming! known as " .\. dk 0.,” can certainly claim to have brought 
virtue) was his early desertion of his wife. After her deatli tho scent of tho drug store and tho operating- theatre into 
and that of an aunt, who subsequently had chargo of their j tho pages of his book more pungcntly than in any other I 
daughter JI/ 0 %, tho girl comes to live with her dear papa I know. The result therefore can hardly fail to be a, little 
and overlook,^!! not actively abet, his life of card-sharping j depressing. I was tho more sad tliat Dr. Carstairs should 
and spoof. She draws tho lino wlieii he attempts to sell' have left these unpleasant and not specially remarkable 


her to one of tho pigeons ho 
is plucking, but when after¬ 
wards in a fit of passion he * 
murders tho unfortunate! 
young man she relents sufli- 
cicntly to back in open court 
his plea of tho unwritten law. 
So there is plenty of excite-' 
mcnl, you see, in klr. Tom 
CiAr.TjON’s hook, and us it is I 
racy and goo< with a rare! 
gooil swing it keeps thoi 
reader in a state of excite- j 
mentthat renders ])robabiIity' 
a inuttcu* of no great concorn. 
Only at tlio title I cavil a' 
little. Whataver juay ho| 
said about Mollfi’x name, it' 
surely is an insult to our (irsl 
father to eoinp-.vi'o liiiu with ' 
CaptainJiarrn Itnijgcl I,wUoao : 
part in the drama of Kdeii! 
is tliat of tlio parent of lies,' 
and, in his gushing enthu-! 
siastic Irish way, ho over-! 
plays it a lot. * I 



I When 1 licgin a now volume 
j of detective stories, I am still J 
hopeful that tho author will 
leaven tho lump by giving one 
tale in which tho hero will ho 


anecdotes to his. literary 
executor, because the sketch 
of tho doctor himself, as 
given i»4ho piioning chapter 
(by a long Avay the best in 
the book), is such as to pre¬ 
pare mo for worthier things. 
»o it was disappointing to 
lind him indulging in the 
kind of plots suitable to our 
loss expensive magazines, 
about disguised princesses 
and the like. - Of a different 
type is ono of tho stories, 
ea’lod cho^Vfully “ Death in a 
Gli ibea Indging.” There is 
pathos and considcrahlo un¬ 
forced power in tho tc'lling 
of this. JIuthy so much the 
more do I protest against it 
as a record of disoaso and 
pain, in real lifo tho effect 
of such an experience might 
well bo cleansing and good; 
but in fiction-. After per¬ 

using the symptoms olAlec 
Mujoribanhs I declare I was 
temptcxl to turn for relief to 
those columns of the popular 
press that are devoted to the ‘ 
advertisements of proprietary 


u„u iiuwioi «I 1 I CllAMI’ION HY-I,.4AY lUtKAKKR. press that are uevoteu to the 

leaven the lump by giving one ^ aur.Ks at oncb. advertisements of proprietary 

tale in which tho hero will ho------—'remedies.' Tho same details 

fairly and squarely baffled,ami that the character \Vhom 1 am'are there, but there is the pleasing difference that tlie 
exj^ted to regard ns an ass will not he a super-as-<. And now! chanactei-s always i-ccover. 1 hope the next indiscretions 
m Aoivwiwer (jloimKii and Stoi'ohtos), Mr. IIbskktii ' that "A. dk O.” may be tempted to communicate will 
1 liicHAiiD has fiilffllod ono of my hopes by being quite kind occur in some more agreeable atmosphere, 
to his-butt. Indeed, Mr. (Junritch has been given both ______________ 

brains nnil money, and liar oven been allowwl to tell tho 

stories. Butts, 1 fancy, are looking up in this class ofj •• Stmo wulU dp not a prison make, 

literature. Vom/iArr'./or. ’the publishers tell me.“is the!saiiR T.-ivclaco in hi.rcIwaIienn“K.’ xvliioh reminds mo of his 
one really original detective in recent fiction . . . The. concluding linos, since applied by a South African to doubtful Capo 
scene of liis exploits is not tho crowded haunts of civiliza- claret: 

lion, but tho vast forests of Canada." Tho bitter staleiiicnt: Minds innosont and quiet take 


may Im accettod as correct but the former betrays a note; Star. 

of paidonahle prejudice, for, ulthoiigh the tales of tliisi r, 11 . i.. utr i i i. 
detective of the woods gain froshiioss from their selling, j ^ ^ doubtful claret, 

they are in essence not extraordinarilv original. Where- 1 

Jlr. Phiohaud has reallv scored a hii» imint in Iiifikincr . -and Son, who hnvfl n busiucas as eoal factors, 

his Who., a a lug iioint IS m making ligMenucn, etc., in which nearly 43,000,000 is ompli^cd, hove 

Ins tracKCi a most in(!.gnetic personality, so magnetic m decided—tho approval of tho sharoholdors being given on Thursday— 
fact that my mischievous desire to soo him beaten giiulually to start a scheme giving the employers an interest in tho welfare cf 
vanishod. „ In the last story a charming heiress falls in love Company.’’—UnkreAcnd N(te». 

with Joe, and we aib left doubtful whether she is not—in a At present their interest is morbidly rooted in the welfare 
future book—goitlg to bo bis wife. But if that is to happen of the employees. 


That for ; ;. ;siui, h ;gyl^ vBslmspn-e.” 
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OMAniVARiA * ** of f’f'o Imperial Motor widow'a accepting a dinner onga^niont 

^ (/nAKiVAKIA. Trans^rt Council is investigating the one month after the loss of lier hus- 

i The Kation —the paper, not the other possibilities of alcohol as a fuel for band. At the same time it is only fair 

thing—is glad to hear that thero is to motors. Wliat will happen when their to her to state that she first ascertained 

be a great AnthArmaments demonstra- throttles are open we do not care to from her hostess that it would bo a very 
tinn in London during the early winter, contemplate. f. dull atTair. ^ 

Nothing, however, is said as to tire cam* ‘ >!<' 

paign of the Society for the Abolition A Bill for the compulsory taking of *■ Miss Marion I'ldwaids wore a cos- 
of the Police. We regret this, for the babios' finger-prints within three days tumo made of furniture in the new 

two movements should work together, after birth is to bo laid before the rime at the Grand Theatre, Clapham 

I • Washington Legislature by the Chief Junction.” .There is, we fancy, nothing 

I The result of last week’s Great Fight of the Bureau of Identification of the now in this idea. Wo have frequently 


is now said to have been due-:- met ladies who had every 

to French politeness. “Why .n ' -- -...*. appearance of having been 

'stand ? ” said Cabpentieb to upholstered. 

jWi«.ui. “ Pray be seated.” ** 

j Jjarge waists high up under 

i Mr. Bedmond has vetoed *>1’® armpits are a feature of 

the proposal to present him newest Paris fashions, 

with a national' tributs. We and an amalgamation of the 

cannot help thinking that the waist and tlie nock is thought 

Irish leader carries his to bo impending in the near 

modesty too far. llo has, for ^ future, 

instance, in spite of his ^y'\\ — ■- =. ..=a:ir:'s=„„i 

enormous influonco, refused a' rnvHT IM a tim run 

to put himself forward and A TKY81 IN AILA-CUP. 

try to end the Dublin strike. P'** 

. SSi_ ySr . — ash Violet rattern . . . broauiaiK 

„ * m. . , " * * aH itdnca of woodHAiidcopHOii, huH 

The Surrey Theatre has ^ ^ Ringularly clioHto and iirlislio 

produced a CocLnoy rivue. — , . n . . - i. . ~ . effect and uyi^lii Htrongly to all 

It is called I should say so. ■ Inslruclor. <• KRsr voua eyf.s mobb opus pkii ‘lews’ and Britinli rosidenta over the hob.” 

We welcome this step in tho ■ ’ ____ Chruin,w,yatalogse.\ 

direction of greater purity of Once they wore just a china 

pronunciation. Most Cock- - set 

iioys say “ SOW'.” Jsff- Adorned with modest 

purple flowers, 

“ Mother,” asked tho post- neatest that my clerk 

man’s child, “ if there is a could get 

postman’s strike, will Christ- 9 To meet the ncod of oflico 

mas have to ho postponed ? ” hours; 

But now (see catalogue) I find. 

Thoughtful persons are at WV Though they have dwelt 

a loss to account for the W W with mo a year, 

^parent popularity of tho |K Such is tho smallness of iny 

Tango. Wo fancy, however, Ss ■ V 

that wo can underetand tho ^ That I have missed their 

inner moaning of the Tango message clear, 

supper at certain restaurants. .S^ ” 

The dance takes your utton- They should have breathed, 

tion off the food. . i — .i. -n . m .i- i i. -i i .i -J no, not of tea, 

puACTisE peintib’ A BIT MOBB.” But of u Uttlo fi'ugrant 

The scathing remark-—-- wood 

which wo mode last week in this Spokane Police Department. It has j Whore Maud picked violets with me 
column on the subject of Leonaudo’s been discovered that all tho mosti When wo were young and life was 
“Monna Lisa” seems to have borne notorious criminals slartcil life as good, 
rapid fruit. Wo understand that tho babies. * ... n • 

pi^igal wiU shortly return from her ' ’I,- 

deplorable escapade and be restored to Moreover, many infants, it may not * "f ., ... . ,» 

home and honest society. bo generally known, become des^uto ™ ,1nw 

%•=• chattel's at a very early ago. ^oro ^ay. those are posies A«et with dow. 

A journalist has been bemoaning, in than once recently wo have come across Maud! you choose in foreign climes 
the ^ges of a contemporary, the fact in our newspaper tho headline I from my humble sphere to roam, 

that our poets have ceased to wear long •• ABANDONED BABY.” i Nor, though 1 mail impassioned rhymes, 

hair. Our modern bards certainly seem V* i Will you return to share my homo, 

shy of identification. In many cases Mourning, we are told, is no longer * ‘, 

one would not even guess from their fashionable, and even three luontlis’ But Christmas comes; I ’ll try my. fate 
writings that they were poets. abstention from “going out” after a Once more, and,send you oyer-sea 

\* bereavement is considered excessive. My heart, marked “ Ifragile,” in a crate 

Nervoos pedestrians hear with alarm Indeed, we'know an instance of a Of this wild woodsy, crockery. 




I'UACTISB PEINTIB’ A BIT MOBE.' 
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A VISION OF IRELAND’S 
ARMAGEDDON. 

Tiik amiioH met just outside Dublin. 
Tlio Omngo Army drew itself up on 
ono side- the Green Army on the 
other, whilst the O'Bricnilo Army split 
itself into two sections so as to ho able 
to take either army in flank. A groat 
blare of trumpets announced the arrival 
of the Political Purity Army. General 
Bui.iiou turned to it and . said, 
“GirjiKUT and CJifin, thorn has l)cen 
no such day since 1 led the guns at 
Gravclotte." 

In the forefront of tho Orange Army 
rode Colonel BowIjAnd IIu.nt iii a 
motor car with scythe-blades fixed to 
its wheels. Beside him stood t^o in¬ 
spiring figure of tlio Duke of NouFonK, 
l)caring a huge Orange b.'inndr, which 
he waved defiantly at Colonel the Rev. 
HiLVEHTmt UoHNK of tbo Gicon Army, 
who was hrandislting a flag with a 
portrait of CitOMWKi.rj and tho legend, 
“ Keep tho Priest out of tho Scliools.” 
Colonel Garvi.n headed four Orange 
columns and ever and anon looked' 
dubiously at his command. , *‘;TI>ree 
columns more,” he murmured, ‘‘ and we 
should be over tlio page.” General “ Tay 
Pay ” wrote his lust skotcii oi^ tlio top 
of a maxim. - - If 1 should jfall,” he 
whispered to General DuyniJi, "write 
mo as ono who soaped his fello'w-mon.” 

Marshal Cahson viewed the opposing 
legions with calm, even whetv he tore 
open a tologram and read, " \yill try to 
lie in time for liattle,' but ipu'st get 
lawn tennis match with Duke of 
MAiiLBonouaii over firat.—h’. Ij). ^mitii. 
General.” Marslial Cahson spurred 
his hoi'so forward, and Kapoleo.n Ked- 
MOND rode forth to meet him. ! \ 

“ Blood! ” said Marshal CAHsuN. 

•• Gore r ” replied the Irish Napoleon. 

"Nocompromise! ” cried tlio Marshal. 

" Victory or death! ” came the stern 
reply. 

" How few of those will see another 
day,” said the Marshal soiily. 

" Alas, that it cannot bo settled by 
single combat,” returned Napoi.kon 
Hkdmoni). "Why should Irish hlood 
ho shed ? Cannot ‘ Tay Pay ’ and 
Garvin, both pr.-vctically Saxons, light 
it out together? ” 

" Wo are hero to shed blood, not ink," 
said the Marsfml. 

NAPoriEON Red,mo.ni> drew himself up. 
" Then wo must biarcli over your dead 
bodies to Belfast.” 

" Nay, we shall march tlirongh a sea 
of blood to Cork." 

" I am about to give oMcrs to begin," 
said Napoleon. 

“ In another moment I shall draw my 
sword and throw %way tlie scabbanV” 
came the reply. ' 


“ To give my fellow-irishmen to the 
sword is a painful thing.” 

" I hate to encrimson the green cods 
of old Ireland.” 

" But the reporters are all waiting.” 

"They are. Redmond, promise me 
one thing. You will vow not to spore 
tho Press in tho coming conflict ? " 

"No merey. Gabvin has scon his 
last sunrise.” 

"I will cut down ‘Tay Pay’ with 
my own hand. But what is this ? ” 

Another motoi'-car darted into the 
arena. 

“ ’Tis tho infamous BinnELL,” gasped 
tho Marshal. 

" Gentlemen, gentlemen,” wailed the 
IiiiSH Bechetauv, “ one word, I beseech 
you.” 

“ No compromise!” cried tho loadjrs 
simultaneously. 

“ Listen, listen. Tho Lvrkinito Army 
is besieging Guinness's Brewery.” 

“ God save Ireland! ” gaspc<l both 
t'he great cajitains. 

" C.VH 80 N,"cried NapoleonRedmond, 
falling on Ids nock,—“ Cahson, wo must 
save tho country together. Throe 
cheers for Kino William and Cuom- 
WBLL.—Gome; lot us address our armies. 
Where arc Wiomogaphoues? You speak 
to-my. njanyjmjd.i will speak, to yours.” 

“ lieli^d Protestant brethren,” crietl 
NAPOLI'S^ Redmond, waying a .IJnipn 
Jack, " iit lime of peril allTrishmon are 
ono. j^Guinnoss's Brewery is in danger. 
Advance with your fellow-countrymen 
atuVsiwo it from the thirety foe. Como, 
my 'jiravo prentico lads 'of Derry, and 
follow niy flag, to victory.” 

"^'ellbyv. Irishmen,” shouted tjie 
Marshal,^" in tho name of tho glorious 
Ponians,, the'loyal Glan-na-gacl, and 
tho nobl^ arniy of Ancient Hibernians, 
follow the green flag I wave. Guinness’s 
Brewery is in danger. Shall thefe ho 
nothing left to drink in Ireland but 
Boyne water'?” 

An enthusiastic murmur ran thieugh 
Iwth armies: 

“A brewery in danger,” roared 
Marshal Bkliajc. " Ixit my army lead 
tho way.” 

“In the name of toinperanco, halt! ’ 
cried Colonel the Rev. Silvesteu 
IIOUNE. 

“Charge,the Heavy Brigade 1” roared 
Marshal IIei.loo, and the only objector 
was crushed to tho earth. Away 
rushed tho armies, freternising together, 
interchanging flags, all alike eager to 
get to Dublin before the besieged fort¬ 
ress fell, or at least immediately after. 

' Colonel Rowland Hunt was the 
solitary warrior left on tho open field. 

“What would Boadicka do under 
those eirounrstancos?” cried the Colonel. 

Ho answerod his own question by 
cutting a swathe down the line of 


cinematograph operators, and slicing 
the top from Mr. Aiinold White’s 
helmet as he protruded it from th» last 
ditch to see how the bloodshed was 
going on. ' 

Armageddon was ovei‘. 


AN AVENGER OF OllR BOMBARDIIR. 

Who can forgot that black Tuesday 
when tho appetite of Engllmd was 
missing- front the breakfast tables of 
our fair land, whori every heaid in Fleet 
Street was bowed in shame, and mem¬ 
bers of tho,' Stotk’‘■^Exchange went 
about their business weeping silently ? 
Ftxmchraen may now bo able to forget 
Watcrlcjo;, but it will bo many a day 
before Imglisirmcn can cITace from tbo 
tablets of their memory tiro awful name 
of Cahpentier. 

Having lauded tbo vidtor and dealt 
suitably.with tho vanquished, it was the 
duty of the lialfpgnny papors to look 
about for another Englishman who 
would cnlpr tlio ring with the French 
boxer and fuadjust the balance of power. 
TIioy looked in vuiu towards tbo uni¬ 
versities ; they soarch'ed the anuy with 
disapporirtmcnt; oyen*among tho ranks 
of our galijint sporting journalists, who 
sn.hiM.vcly, said what they thought of 
Bombaridiqr Wells after the iight was 
oyer, not one was found worthy to 
restore Ihp glory of England. .Again 
they boiveil their heads in shame; and 
if anybody had' come along-.with a 
“ round-,rooin ” to tho Kaiser, begging 
him to |Step across and take over an 
effete nation, the little ink' that was 
•left in Ihoir pens might have lieen at 


•left in Ihoir pens nrij: 
his serv od. * - 
For <ur part, wo i 

I._* il_ 


For port, ^vo aro not wiiliout 
hope.' jin our' 'braver moments wo 
raise oi^ heads again and take courage. 
There is ono'sphere in which inquiry 
for a suitable opponent to Cakfentikh 
has not been made, and that is liho 
Church. ,A full day before the calamity 
which has darkened tiro life of tire 
nation for the past eight days, a gallant 
son nf the Church, none other than the 
Bishop'of London, was issuing a sort of 
challongo to any of his audience of his 
own age to play witii him. Carfentieb 
has shown that boxing is play, not 
merely stripling's . play, but child’s 
play. - What advantage the Froncli lad 
may possess in year-s is counterbalanced 
by tbo Bishop's wide experience and 
depth of learning. We .suggest to 
Lord Lonsdale that he could do many 
a less interesting thing than persuade 
our athletic Bishop to go into training 
for the sake of the dear old country; 
and to the Bishop we would point out 
the unique opportunity this .would 
afford for influencing for good a large 
i SMtion of non-churehgoera. 
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OVERHEARD AT THE CALEDONIAN MARKET. 

Pertuarive Merctiant. “ Okk-an*-fbipi'Xnck tub iaitI Now the:?, come aloso, some or veb! 'Auf a bloomin' 'omb fob 

OME-AN’.FBIFFXNCE t *’ 


GOOD WEEDS FOR ILL. 

{IJeuig a letter ivritten to a friend accompanied by a 
seasonable gift.) 

WilliAna, because, ^^hono’er I cotno to stay, 

With no apologios, with no rogrots 

You liand me coitain tubes of poisoned iiay 
Tliat you coll cigaroltos; 

Also because, whene’er I have mislaid 
My tris-ambrosial pouch, you give to me 

Something you call a “ mixture *' which is made 
Of fruit of the Dead Son, 

List to my words. Beyond the ocean rim. 

Beyond the Atlantic sunset's liaming bars, 

Tlioro lie the happy lands that poets hymn— 

Chief industry, cigars. 

Virginia also lies beyond the seas. 

Bearing a herb tiiat comforts mortal moan 

When smoked in pipes, but by the gods’ decrees 
When smoked in pipes alone. 

The East is not the West; strange ways ara hers; 
Brooding in mystery and ancient awe. 

She binds up little paper cylinders 

Not wholly slufTod with straw. 

With frankincense she fills her fragrant whilTs, 
But when it eomes to 'baccy, bless my soul, 

Where did. you buy that bane for hipTOgriffs 
That dams your cross-grained nowl ? 


Confusion on the Syrian town that lends 
Its name to Lalakia’s baleful chunks I 
Out on a boyhood’s pal wliose fume offends 
Like tlio lono-wandoriiig skunk's! 

Eor sins like tliose some men would cast you off, 
But Christinas, William, Christmas comes again; 
Charity fills my heart, and, tiiough I cough. 

Your friend 1 still roinnin. 

Please find enclosed a box of cigarettes 
Of the right breed, by Orient maidens rolloil. 

Also some frondiige from the shore where sots 
Phoibus in flakes of gold. 

Not that I hope to wean you from your sins; 

You will go on, 1 know you, all your life. 

Culling their offal from the various bins 
With which your rooms are rife; 

But, when I come to call on you next year 
Amidst the envenomed vapours where you choke, 
You shall have something docent, Willgun dear, 

To give your guest to smoko. Evoe. 


" Eighty-nino years ago, olmcst to a day—on Monday, December 10, 
1631—William Haaiitt walked down Chanoery-laiio to inquire at the 
Hole in tho Wall publiobouso whore the fight next day, bctjreen Bill 
Noato and tho Gasman, was to be.” * 

This is from a leading article in The Times of,Doc. 9,1913, 
and you should ask your little bojf to subtract 1821 from 
1913 and tell you what he makes it. *. 
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xoAUci I T*l P " “y story, it appeared, lacked • “ I won’t weary you, gentlemen, by 

A TRAVEUL.CR 8 TAL.E. . Qramatio interest.' * Alexander Hoi- continuing in this depressing strain. 
“ Ferfection,” said Fowkes senten- born,’ 1 said to myself, * this is a great As I may have hinted, 1 am a strong 
tiously, ** is always a divine accident.” day. Heighten the dramatic interest and pertinacious man and not easily 
** Pardon me. Sir, but you are wrong,” of your story and it will be accepted, driven to despair. Painfully and con- 
interrupted the tubby, red-faced little That is the one, the obvious, the only scientiously I overhauled my story time 
man sitting opposite. ” Perfection can possible conclusion.’ I after time as it came back to me, until 

be attained by long and painstaking ‘'Alas, gentlemen, it was not so:at last the day arrived when the 
effort. 1 speak from personal expori- simple as that I 1 strengthened the j damning cross was placed opposite the 
ence.” plot of my story and submitted it again | only fault up to then left unmark^. 

“YoumiBapprehendme,”saidFowkes, with perfect confidence. Three weeks:The list was complete. My long task 
after a leisurely stare at tiie speaker, later it was returned to me with! was practically done. 

"1 was alluding to works of art." ("Not an intimation that it was now ‘too| “ Very carefully 1 remedied Uie alleged 
to sausages, for instance,” ho added diffuse.’ j defect, and returned the story for the 

under his breath.) “ Happily I am a strong man and not ] last time. Every possible fault hod 

" Precisely,” replied the other. “ Pre- easily discouraged. Acknowledging the now been corrected, 
cisely. I take it you would regard a justice of the criticism, I rigorously “And that, gentlemen, is how I 
perfect short story as a work of art. condensed my manuscript. Eventually acliioved the Perfect Short Story. I 
Quito BO. Weil, I claim to havo written I succeeded in reducing it by nearly am not a boastful man, but I defy you ‘ 
a perfect short story.” a half, while still retaining all the or anyone else, knowing dll the circum- 

" The perfect short. , stances, to describe it 

storv.” I nut in. "is I ■ ■<«>■». ^ -- . il —-a.. . ! otherwise. But. I tell 


" The perfect short 
story,” I put in, "is 
asserted by critics not 
to exist.” 

" Critics are all very 
well iii their proper 
place,” ho retorted. 
“ Their proper place is 
in a sack at the bottom 
of the sea. With your 

r miission, gentlemen, 
will endeavour to 
shoi'tcn the tedium of 
the journey by relating 
to you how 1 came to 
produce this story.” 

Taking our em¬ 
barrassed silenco for; 
consent, ho went on. 

" I am a modest 
man,” ho said, “ and I 
don’t flatter myself that 
the tale was more than 


iSi 1 




V - ' ^ 


mm 

ililll, :: 
liUJJii I 


Motor-bm Driver. ‘*I.i()ok at ’jm, sjttiso Tire oi.n cosnucTon on 'roi> asu 
swankin’ AIAINO, I’nKTKNUIN’ ’l3's oos A FAim." 


, stances, to describe it 
! otherwise. But, I tell 
! you, the prolonged 
’ strain was fearful. 
' Strong and resolute as 
1 am, os soon as I had 
posted the manuscript 
:I wont to bed for a 
' week.” 

" What did they pay 
you for it’?” I asked, 
after a pause. 

1 "Nothing,” he replied 
' shortly'. 

i “ Nothing 1” I cried. 
“ Surely he didn’t reject 
it again ? ” 

"He did,” answered 
the other grimly. 
“ When it came back I 
^ tell you I could scarcely 
i believe my eyes. Still, 
'(here it was. But, 


ordinarily good when I ‘---' there it was. But, 

first wrote it. It was just an average strengthened plot.' ‘Alexander Ifol- after all, my disappointment was in- 
magaziuo story, which I sent to an bom,’ I said, ‘ this story is now a«gcm signifleant compared with the great 
average magazine. It came back, as of purest ray serene, a pearl of price, passion of curiosity which took ' 
most of them do, accompanied by the Bo pleased with yourself. Exult.^ possession of me as I flsiied out the 
usual printed slip —' The Editor pre- " Again, gentlemen, incredible as it printed slip.” 

senta his compliments and regrets that may seem, it was declined. This time ‘.‘ What did it say ? ” Fowkes and I 
he is unable to make lise of the enclosed it was condemned for the unexpected demanded simultaneously. 
eontribulmt.‘ I have had hundreds-of reason that it‘contained too strong a “It said, ‘I’/ic Editor presents his 
them in my life; in fact I save expense religious element.’ 'I suppose the Editor compliments and regrets that he is 
by writing my copy on the bock of must have overlooked this flaw on the umwle to make use of the enclosed con- 
them. previous occasions^ or possibly he was tribution,’ ” 

" 1 promptly sent it to a second too kind-hearted, too conscious of the c=ss====a 

magazine, and again it was returned, sensitive temperament of most literary . . 

But now, instead of this stereotyped men, to announce more than one fault tnt^g - 

of rejMtion, there was included at a time. the matter stands in this way.* " 


a novelty (to me) in the shape of a slip " I uni a determined man, gentlemen, 
on which was printed quite a compre- and my blood was fairly up. 1 ruth- 
hensive list of literary faults. A brief lessly cut out all the religion and sent 
note stated that a cross was placed the tale back. It'was rejected on the 
opposite the particular fault which had lyound, if you please, that it was ' npt 
dccid^ the Editor to reject the manu- bright enough.^ 1 brightened it up, 
script. A kindly, thoughtful editor and it was refused beeauso it was ‘ too 
that, gentlemen, anxious to help a dog frivolous.’ I took out 33^ per cent, of 
over a lame stylo, if vo'u will excuse my the frivolity, and then 1 was informed 
little witticism. Ha, ha I Pardon mo, 


Japan Chronicle. 


‘ Missiotiarg Thought for the month :— 
O’or weather lands afar 
Thick Darkness troddoth yet." 

The Brighton Parish Magasine. 


my the frivolity, and then I was informed A very drop thought. We must try 
mo. that it lacked * human interest.’ j and think it out. 
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PRIZE WINNERS AT OUR FANCY DRESS BALL. 

Mb. John Jinks, i Mastko John Jinkb, Mastbr Tommy Jinks, 

AS OsoBOB Wasuinoton's fatukb. as (Seoh'ik Wasuinoton. as tuk Tbke. 


THE TRIALS OF GREATNESS. 

M. Anatoi.e Fbancb at tiik 
PAL r, MaLIi Theatkk. 

I HAD tho pleasure of being present 
last Thursday night at tlio compli¬ 
mentary reception given to M. Ana- 
TOLE Fbanck, the famous French 
lUUrateur, by Sir Soebobin Forest in 
the dome of tho Pall Mall Theatre. 
Many well-known figures in the London 
literary world found their way into the 
reception room, including Miss Carrie 
Morelli, Mrs. Annie Duck, Sir Clement 
and Lady Longeri’th’arm, Mr. Winy- 
mann, tho famous publisher. Sir Knight 
Prescott, the Rev. Claudius Clear, Dr. 
Marcus Corker, the Rev. Sir Silvester 
Ivory, Professor Jesse Blogg, and Sir 
Nicholson Roberts, whose keen intel¬ 
lectual face would attract attention 
anywhere. 

It was disappointing not to see tho 
ever genial countenance of Mr. Edsivnd 
Gobse, so usual a feature at all gather¬ 
ing of tliis kind, but he was, I was 
toM, saving himself for the greater 
dinner to M. Fbanob, who has always 
been one of his proligis, at the 
Alsace Hotel. As some compensation, 
however, that undaunted intellectual 


gladiator and ami tie France, Mr. T. P. 
O'CoNNOB, was present. 

Sir Soebohm Forest, who, I regret to 
say, looked somewhat pule and weary, 
made a charming speech in proposing 
tho health of tho guest, which, in 
deference to the views of the majority 
of those present, was drunk in dry 
ginger-alo. Ills comments on tho 
literary merits of M. Anatole Fbanck 
were, so far as I could hoar, remarkably 
happy and in perfect taste, and tho 
comparison of his stylo with that of 
Mr. L. N. Pabkkb was a striking proof 
of Sir Soebohm's appreciation of native 
lettciu. I thought that M. Anatoi.k 
Franco, who had just attondedaperforin- 
ance of Sir Scobohm Forest’s groat 
spectacular drama, Jacob and Fsau, 
wore aslightly enigmatic expression. It 
was certainly a little unfortunate that 
in tho hurry of introduction he had mis¬ 
taken Sir Kicliolsou Roberts for Ix>rd 
lloBEBTS, with whom, as a pronounced 
anti-militarist, ho could iiotliocxipootcd 
to feel much sympathy. Otherwise tho 
evening passed oft' most pleasantly. * 

M. Fbance’s i-oply was a masterpiece 
of delicate elocution, but, ulus! 1 caught 
too little of what he said. I gathered, 
however, that England appeal^ to him 


chiefly ns a country in which tho Non¬ 
conformist literary conscience was 
never hampered by tho restrictions of 
public opinion, and that, as u student 
of imperial Rome, ho rejoiced to And 
tho Apocolocynlosis of Opaudius per¬ 
petuated in tho luminous pages of The 
British Weekly. It was to him jiccu- 
liarly touching that the very flower of 
contemporary English litemturo of the 
weightier variety should have licon 
thus culled for him by his gifted host. 
To bo in such a company was tho 
highest honour he could conceive. 

It was pretty to see M.Fbance saying 
good-night to Miss Carrie Morelli. 
There were many graceful bows on 
both sides. Bomehow M. France made 
another speech, in which I understood 
him to say tiiiit while firecco boas'ed 
her Sappho mid China her Dowaueb- 
Emprkkh, England coukl proudly point 
to tho literary triumphs and enormous 
cinolunients won anu earned by Carrie 
Morelli, who combined the tropical 
cxuliernnro of tho Italian temperament 
with the high ideals of English I’liri- 
tanisin. Thbre was more popping of 
ginger-ale corks, and wo all retired in 
high good humgur with the cheery and 
phosphorescent hospitality of our host. 
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A FEW TRICKS FOR CHRISTMAS. 

{In the manner of manyixmtemporariet.) 

Now tha£^he “ festiye season " {copy¬ 
right) is approaching, it behoves us ul 
to prepare ojurselvea in some, way to 
contribute to' the gaiety of the Christ¬ 
mas house-party. A clever conjurer is 
welcome anywhere, and those of us' 
whoso powers of entertainment are 
limited to the setting of booby-traps or 
tlio arranging of apple-pie beds must 
view with envy tiieinucii greater tribute 
of laughter and applause which is the lot 
of Uio prestidigitator with some natural 
gift for legerdemain. Fortunately there 
are a few simple conjuring tricks 
which are within the reach of us all. 
With practice even the clumsiest of us 
can obtain suflicient dexterity in the 
art of illusion to puzzle the most obser¬ 
vant of our follow-guests. The few 
simple tricks which 1 am about to ex¬ 
plain, if studied diligently in the 
week remaining before Christmas, will 
make a genuine addition to the gaiety 
of any gathering, and the amateur 
prestidigitator (if 1 may use that word 
again) will find that he is amply re¬ 
paying the hospitality of his host and 
hostess hy his contribution to the 
general festivity. 

So much by way of intioduction. It 
is a diiUciilt style of writing to keep 
up, particularly when the number of 
synonyms for “ conjuring ” is so 
strictly limited. liSt me now got to 
the tricks. I call the first 

IIOLDINC. TIIK I.HMON. 

For this trick you want a lemon and 
a pock of ordinary playing canls. 

^ Cutting the lemon in two, you hand 
I half to one member of your audience 
and halt to another, asking them to hold 
tlie halves up in full view of the com- 
|).any. Then, taking tlio pack of cards 
m your own hands, you offer it to a 
thiril mcinhor of the party, requesting 
liini to select a card and examine it 
carefully. When ho has done tin's ho 
puts it hack in the pack, and you seize 
tliis opportunity to look hurriedly at 
the face of it, discovering (let us say) 
that it is the five of spades. Once more 
you shiifUo the pack; and then, going 
through the cards one by one, you will 
have no difliculty in locating the five of 
spades, which yon will hohl up to the 
company with the woi'ds “ 1 think this 
is your can]. Sir”—whereupon the 
audience will testily hy its surprise and 
appreciation that you have guessed 
correctly. 

It wiU be noticjpd that, strictly 
speaking, the lemon is not a necessary 
adjunct of this trick; but the employ¬ 
ment of it -tertainly .odds an air of 
mystery to the initial stages of the 


illusion, and this air of mysteiy is, 
afC& all;'th 9 chief stock-in-trade of the 
sadbessMl^fajurer. 

For my nbxt trick, which I call 

THE ILLU80KY EGG, 

and which is most complicated, you 
require a sponge, two table'-cldths, a 
handful of nuts, a rabbit, five yards of 
coloured ribbon, a top-hat with a hole 
in it, a hard-boiled egg, two llorins and 
a gentleman’s watch. Having obtained 
all these things, which may take some 
time, you put the two table-cloths 
aside and separate the other articles 
into two heaps, the rabbit, the top-hat, 
the hard-boiled egg, and tlio Imnclful of 
nuts lioing in one heap, and the ribbon, 
the sponge, the gentleman’s watch and 
the two florins in the other. This being 
done, you cover each heap with a table¬ 
cloth, so that none of the objects be¬ 
neath is in any way visible. Then you 
invito any gentleman in the audience 
to think of a number. Let us suppose 
ho thinks of 38. In that case you ask 
any lady in the audience to, think of 
an odd number, and she suggests (shall 
we say?) 29. Then, asking the com¬ 
pany to watch you carefully, you— 
you- 

To tell the truth, I have forgotten 
just what it is you do do, but I know 
that it is a very good trick, and never 
fails to create laughter and bewilder¬ 
ment. It is distinctly an illusion worth 
trying, and, if you begin it in the man- 
ndt 1 have describi^, quite possibly 
some way of finishing it up will occur 
to you on the spur of the moment. By 
multiplying the two numbers together 
and passing the hard-boiled egg through 
the sponge and then taking the ... or 
is it the— Anyway, I’m certain you 
have to hare a piece of elastic up the 
sleeve . . , and I know ono of ^the 
florins has to — No, it’s no good, 1 
can’t reinonibcr it. 

But mention of the two numbers 
reminds mo of a trick which I haven’t 
forgotten, it is a thought-reading 
illusion, and always creates the maxi¬ 
mum of wonderment amongst the audi¬ 
ence. It is called 

THE TllRF^K QUESTIONS. 

As before, you ask a gentleman in 
the company to write down a number 
on a piece of paper, and a lady to 
writo down another number. Those 
numbers they show to the other guests. 
You then inform the company that you 
will ask any one of them throe ques¬ 
tions, and by the way they are answered 
ybu will guess what the product 
of the two numbers is. (For instance, 
if the numbers were 13 and 17, then 
.13 multiplied,'by 17 is—let’s see, 
thirteen sevens are—thirteen -sevens— 


seven threes are twenty-one, se^en 
times one is—well, look here; lot’s sup¬ 
pose the numbers are 10 and 17. Thotf 
the product is 170, and 170 iq-the 
number you have got, to guess.) 

Well, the company selects a lady to 
answer your questions, and the first thing 
you ask her is: “ When was Magna 
Charta signed?Probably she says 
that she doesn’t know. Then you say, 

" What is the capital of Persia? ” She 
answera 'rimbuctoo, or Omar Khayyam, 
according to how well infoirecd she is. 
Then comes your lastquestiorf: “What 
makes lightning ? ” She is practically 
certain to say, “Oh, the thunder.” 
Then you tell her that the two numbers 
multiplied together come to 170. 

How is this remarkahle trjek per¬ 
formed ? It is quite simj^c. The two 
people whom you asked to think of the 
numbers are confederates, and you 
arranged with them beforehand that 
they should write down 10 and 17. Of 
course it would bo a much better trick 
if they weren’t confederates; but in 
that case 1 don’t quite know how you 
would do it. 

I shall end up this interesting and 
instructive article with a rather more 
dilTicuIt illusion. For tiio tricks I have 
already explained it was suflicient that 
the amateur prestidigitator (1 shall only 
say this once more) should know how 
it was done; for my last trick ho will 
also require a certain aptitude for 
legerdemain in order to do it.‘ But a 
week’s quiet practice at homo will give 
him all the skill that is necessary. 

TUB MYSTERIOUS PUDDING 

is one of the oldest and most popular 
illusions. You begin by borrowing a 
gold watch from one of your audience. 
Having removed the works, you wr’ap 
the cnrply case up in a handkerchief 
atrd hattd it hock to him, asking him 
to put it in his waistcoat pocket. The 
worl^ you place iir an ordinary pudding , 
basin and proceed to pound up with ' 
a hammer. Having mluccd them to 
powder, you cover tho basin with 1 
another handkerchief, which you ‘ 
borrow from a member of the corn- 
party, and announce that you are about 
to make a plmtt-pudding. Cutting a 
small hole in tho top of tho handkerchief 
you drop a lighted match through the 
aperture; whereupon the handkerchief 
flares itp. When the flames have 
died down you exhibit the basin,; 
wherein (to tiro surprise of all) 
is to 1)0 sooii an excellent Christ¬ 
mas pudding, which you may ask, 
your audience to sample. At the: 
same time you tsll the owner of tlie 
watch that if he feels in his pocket he 
will find his properly restorM to him 
intact; and to hrs amazement he.dis- 
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coven that the vrorks in some mvs- 
terioos^way liave got back into* his 
watch,'"and that the handkerchief id 
which hr was wrapped up has gone 1^ 
Now for the Explanation of this in- 

S onious illusion. The secret of it is 
liat'you have a second'hasin, with a 
pudding in it, concealed in the palm of 
your right hand.' At the critical mo¬ 
ment, when the handkerchief flares up, 
you tiake advantage of the oxcitomcnt 
produced to substitute tho one basin 
for tho othei^ The watch from which 
you extract the works is not tho 
boiTowed one, but one which you have 
had concealed between the third and 
fourth Angers of tho left liand. You 
show the empty case of this watch to 
tho company, before wrapping tho 
watch in tho handkerchief and handing 
it back to its owner. Meanwhile 
with .the aid of a littlo wax you 
have attached an invisible liair to 
tlia handkerchief, the other end of it 
b^ing fastened to the palm of your loft 
hanA 'With a little practice it is not 
diflicult to withdraw the handkerchief, 
by a series of trifling jerks, from the 
p6cket of yoiir fellow guest to its resting 
place between thes first and second 
lingers of your left hand. 

OAd'wbM'fnOre. I am afraid that 
tho borrowed handkerchief to which 
yOu' applied the match really did get 
burnt, and you will probably have to 
offer the owner one of your own instead. 
That is tho only weak spot in one of tho 
most baffling tricks over practised by 
the amateur prestidigitator (to use tho 
word for tho last time). It will make a 
fitting climax to your evening’s enter¬ 
tainment—an entertainment which will 
ensure you another warm invitation 
next year when tlie “ festive season ” 
»(copyright) comes upon ns once again. 

A. A. M. 

THE TRIBULATIONS OF A 
THIRD-RATE SHOT. 

I. 

(Tn his trap shortly after an carlii 
breakfast.) 

(To himself) Well, I’m in for it. 
Don’t know what in the world induced 
Sir John to ask me to tiiis show. The 
last day of the cover shoot is a pretty 
sudden jump froni tlio annual gardcir 
party whicli has always represented 
the extent of our social intercourse. 
Shall certainly have to do iny best to 
play up. A hard-working beggar liko 
me, who has no time to shoot seriously, 
cam’t expect to be in the running \yith 
these experts. However, it’s a mere 
tosS-up. Depends Very much upon how 
we ore ploc^. A lot can go on at a 
cover shoot that no one ever sees. And 
I fRoy be hitting them."' I have had my 



rsin: 


JSarber. “I’m eorrv, cuixy, but I ouoht to tkli. ykii 'roau 1 stawt. 1’r.i. ’avk 

TO CRABOR you AS A XYDY.’’ 


useful days oven among high pheasants. 
But I expect I’ll miss ’em and wing 
’em and tail ’em and have ’em running 
all over the place; and tlien a wood¬ 
cock ’ll como along and- (Shudders). 

Well, hero wo are. Good luck to you, 
my son. 

II. 

(On his way to the first stand, lie is 
walking ivith one of the other guns.) 
(Aloud) Been a rotten season, and 
bo has very few binls, eli ? (To him¬ 
self) Dare say it is just as well. Won’t 
pass over mo in solid streams quite 
unscathed, as I feared. Doesn’t want 
any hens shot? Well, hang it all, 1 
generally know a hen when I see ono. 
(Alotul) Only using ono gun? (Wisely) 
Ah, yes. (To himself ) 'riiat was a 
stroke of luck, as I never dreamed of 
bringing two. Haven’t got two. This 
Captain Bowker must be the famous 
Bowker, I suppose. That’s tho feller 
that has three birds falling in the air at 
the same time. Heaven preserve me 
from that chap I (Aloud) Yes, a ripping 
day. What? What charge of powder 
am 1 using? (To himself) Hanged if 


I know. Just my luck. If he’d asked 
ino the shot I could have told him. 
Wish they wouldn’t protraund conuii- 
dnmis. Must try to change tho sub¬ 
ject. (Aloud) Many woodcock como in 
yet? (To himself) Scorns surprised. 
I wonder if woodcock do “ como in ” ? 
;\lways supposo<l they did. (la reply 
to an olmrcation of his companion’s) 
Yes, nice warm covcia. (To himself) 
Wish 1 know how ono cover contrives 
to ho warmer than another; should 
have thought that depended on tho 
weather. Shall have to find out uLout 
that. (Mores on.) 

Hero comes Bowker. Know he’s 
going to ask mo what charge I use. 
I '11 have to get beforehand with him. 
(Aloud, cheerfully) Nice ^arm covers, 
aren’t they- warm as toast. What ? 

(In reply to a keepeff That stand by 
the hedge’/ Bight you are I ('To him- 
felf) In full view of the experts I Just 
Vny luck 1 

* iifl . • •. 

(At the first stand. An asterisk dewtes 
the shots ofithe speakkr.) 

Now, my son, pulbyourself together. 



































and lot your vrntchword bo, Through 
tho neck every time. Hen! Only just 
saved tnyself. {Rather fererishly) Be- 
raoinber, they are shorter in the tail, 
you fool—no comparison, far shorter, 
miles shoiior and not so pictorial. 
There goes another hen . . . and yet 
it had a goodisli long tail for a hen. 
Markham's fired at it! Hang mo it 
it wasn't a cock after ail! That was a 
hod break. No mistake about this one. 
* Never mind—pretty high bird, 
that. Hullo, Howkor has him down. 
Now how in tho world can Howker kill 
’em from Hwre? Here they come. * 
Never mind.* Load; don’t fumble. ^ 
Cheer up, you’ll soon bo on to them. 

Botten. « Ha, that one’s down! 
But ho‘s running, the hrulo, like a haro. 
Ijoni, he is moving I c Skimming 
brutes. Why don’t they get well up ’/ 
{Several shots down the tine and shouts 
of “ Woodcock! ■ Mark! ” lie looks 
round trembling. Growing excitement. 
TIus bird co}nes straight for his head.) 

Now then, again. * No eai-thly 
good. To tho left—quick! « That 
one’s down, f But it’s a hen—ond it’s 
running. (Looking after it^ Through 
tho hedge and right up the hill; twenty 
miles an hour. (Pause) * * 

(Patm) !S You helpless idiot! 
Why did I over leave my happy home ? 
Whabon earth is t^iis’r Is it an owl 
or e, crow? Seems to have a most 
extraordintfry flight.. I wonder why it 
Hops about hko thjit? Better leave it 


alone, {fn deep anxiety) Can’t see with 
tho sun in my eyes—makes me look 
such a blamed fool. (Suddenly) I’ve 
got it! It’s a hawk! Shall 1 fire? 
« Sure to want his hawks shot. « 
Well, it’s down, whatever it was. Bet 
he won’t run. (Continues to blaze away 
without further result till the beat is 
oo:r. During the pick-up he hears a 
voice behind him, '• 1 wonder who shot a 
tumbler pigeon?”) A tmnhlerpigeon? 
(In the deepest horror) How utterly 
awful! (He plunges into the cover out 
of sight.) 

IV. I 

(l)efore the second beat.) 

(Aloud).! should like to walk. Sir 
John, if you want a gun with the 
heaters. Got a bit cold, standing. 

.V. 

(Before the third beat.) 

Jjet me walk. 1 like tho exorcise. 

VI. 

(Before the fourth beat.) 

Yes, I’m walking, if you don’t mind. 
I forgot to bring a sweater and I’ve 
got a touch of a chill, 1 tjiink. 

VII. 

(In the cover during the last beat, 
walking in line with the beaters.) 

(To hitnself, enthusiastically) Per¬ 
fectly charming in the seclusion of 
those delightful woods I (Strolls com¬ 
placently along.) 


(On the xoay in after the shoot is over.) 

(To his companion gun) 1 hod the sou 
in my eyes, you know. Sir John really 
is annoyed about it? Hates having 
anything shot that can’t bo eaten? 
(To himself) I ’ll eat it if that ’a all he 
wants. Beastly awkward. Here comes 
Sir-John himself. Must keep him of! 
tho subject. (Aloud) Nice vvarm covers 
you have. Sir John I 

IX. 

(At tea.) 

(To himself) Think ho’s forgotten 
all about it! No, by Jove, he hasn’t! 
(He listens to the voice of his host at 
the far end of the table) •• It isn't sport, 
and it can’t possibly have been a mis¬ 
take. I’m not going to have tame 
pigeons shot on this place.” (He rises 
hastily. Aloud) I think my trap is 
waiting; so, if you ’ll excuse me- 

X. 

(0» the way home.) 

Well, that’s over, thank Heaven. 
Suppose we shall now revert to tho 
annual garden party. 

■' Tho playmund is covered with red baiso; 
a sand pit wm bo placed in a corner in summor. 
When the wanner weather eemes the children 
will take their of bomoon sloop in the verandah.” 

The aittsgow Herald. 

Till the warmer weather comes, tho 
children can draw a corner of the play-, 
ground over thekn, and be quite snug. 
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FORE-AEMED. . 

Sib Eowabd CABsd’N (»« coiirso of ])romenada on the quay, io Cuslojns Officer fiiunuLL). “CAPITAL *PDEA 
THIS OP STOPPING IMPORTATION OP ARMS. NOW THERE'S A DANGEROUS CHARACTER; 
YOU SHOULD SEARCH HIM. THAT '8 JUST THE SORT OP BAG HE 'D ’HAVE A COUPLE 
OP HOWITZERS CONCEALED IN." 
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JOYS OF 

Wiiv UK ncr.i, at home wiikn too 

RESTAURANT LIFE. 

c\N DiNH nnieiiTi.Y ro music in a p'jiimc room? 




THE BOXiAD. 

(-^ Fragmenl.) 


SiiADBB of the groat, what make you in tliis hall, 

Hero where tlie Hritish bays that orst you wor.) 

Are by tlie-h'ronchnian's rutliless hand defacod ? 

JjO, how Ihoy lio in min on the floor, 

Each leaf a separate tnark of iuipotcnco, 

And every broken twig a fount of teal's. 

Shades of the groat, what make you in this hall ? 

Then Jackson veiled his agitated eyes, 

And passed in silence; Bandalt. bowed his head. 

And drooped his diflicult and ravaging hand; 

And Gribh and Bendigo and King were mute; 

And Sayehs averted his too mournful gar.o. 

That Sayi^uh who held his own tho lung day through. 
Spite of his sliattorcd arm, and came to timo 
Again and yet again, and would not yield. 

While with one dauntless fist ho struck and bunged 
Tbe bold Benicia Boy’s discoloured eyes. 

And other Shades there were of lusty men 
With flattened noses and with thickened ears. 

Men who while yet the blood coursed through thei r veins 
Had dealt and taken many a crashing blow 
On face and ribs and chest and on the mark, 

The much-desired uncomfortable mark— 

Whose peepers hod lieen closed, whose kissing-traps 
Hod rained to earth th«r fragmentary teeth— 


Brawny, bull-noi;kt d and niusclo-covcrod men. 

With beefy fists and deadly driving arms -- 
All these were there and all were very low. 

Shades of the great, what make you in this hall ? 

.'\t last tho Spirit of British lloxing spoke, 

;\nd ho was cheerful, on his opem brow 
No frown was seen, nor sadness in his cyos: -- 
“ If hearts ye have, lift up," ho said, “your lieaits; 
hot not your manly minds be steeped in w'o:>. 

’Tis true Cami’KNtikh beat tho Bombanlim', 

.labbing him six times shortly in the stouiaeh. 

So that he fell and swift was counted out. 

But this Carpe.ntieb is a proper man; 

And you, old heroes, you may well bo proud 
To own a hero, though ho comes from JVanco. 

And it may hap that on another day 
Some beef-fed British boxer shall anAn, 

Cool in his guard and crafty in his blows, 
lathe and enduring as CAiiPKNTiKit is. 

And turn the«changing tables on the Gaul. 

Dame Fortune shifts her smiles, hfit gives themsuost 
To those who by their toil deserve them well.'’ 

• 

So spoke the Spirit, and the tlirdnging Shades, 

Won o’er to cheerfulness, occlaimca his words. 
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“Arithmetic?” “It might save coafusioc.” • 

AN ACADEMIC DISCUSSION. “Not directly.” “Is there anything dse they will 

In such time as she can spare from “ In my young days there used to be want—^beds. for instance ? ” 
the frivolities of life, Matilda runs a a person in vogue called Euclid. Is he “ We supply beds, but each child is 
school. As she believes in “ keeping st^il extant ? ” expected to bring a spoon and fork.” 

things separato,” the frivolities are not *“ No, hd has gone.” “ How many spoons and forks will 

permitted access to tho school or to “Dead? Ah, well, I never liked the that he? Did I say three or four 
Matilda in her capacity as schcol- man and always thought timt some mis* children?” 

mistress. Thus when I (wlio am one fortune would overtake him. Greek ? ” “ You said three. Three spoons and 

of her frivolities) presented myself I “No.” forks.” 

was'refused admission. So 1 must “Quito right. It always struck mo “I suppose they couldn’t mama's on 
needs msort to subterfuge, and disguise as the language of an untrustworthy less—tak' turns to eat, so to s^ak? ” 


myself as a father with children to race. History?” 
educate. Incidentally, I am no father “ Ancient and modern.” 
and know little or nothing of children. “ Like the hymns —what ? " 


Side-whiskers, an artificial complexion, { Wo hod reached the class-rooms and them to 


“I thin. not.”. 

“You supply evorj’thing* else — 
measles, mumps et'.? I should like 



and a falsetto voice completed my in-! I obson’ed a large flat bath which “ Wo cannot ‘guarantee disease. In¬ 
cognito. A borrowed Ausiting card j appeared to contain sand. deed, wo rather encourage attention to 

gained mo admission. I “ What is that ? ” 1 asked. the principles of hygiene.” 

“I understand.. — ---“ And as to fees, , 

that you keep an ■ • ' thAr« anv rndnn. 

academy for the 
young,” I said. 

“I keep a school,” 

Matilda replied. 

“Ahl Well, I 
wondered if you 
could undertake 
tho care of some 
children ?” 

“That is one of 
my objects in kcop- 
ing a school.” 

(Matilda was not 
helping me much.) 

“ Are they boys or 
girls?” 

“ Both,” I said. 

“Boys mostly— 
two boys, in fact, 
and a girl. Does 

that matter?" THE CHAUITABLE SKASON—HINTS TO MILLIONAIRES. term or two. I 

“I take both shall have to con- 

boys and girls. bthkkt whkn it is vr. mother. 

“That relieves ■ - - - - - - --- “I thought they 

my mind. I should like them all to ho “That is part of the curriculum, had lost their mother?” 
together. lam looking for some one who Tho younger children draw maps and “Quito true, they have lost their 
will be a mother to my orphan children.” make designs in tho sand.” mother — irretrievably ; but I am 

“They have no mother'?" said Matilda “Delightful. Every school its own something of a spiritualist. I believe 

sympathoticdlly. l>cacli. And whore do they paddle ? " in-” 

“ None of them. Eorgivo mo, but I looked round for the water. “ Excuse mo, but your loft whisker is 

you look a little young fur tho post." “ They don't paddle; they bathe at hanging by a thread. Would you like 
“ How old are they ? " the baths.” to remove it and clean the rest of your 

“ Seven.” “You don’t teach paddling? That’s face while they bring in tea? ’’ 

“ Ail of them ? ” a pity, but 1 suppose one can’t get b======i 

“All but two. The others am either everything. You teach mixed bathing, 
less or more. Lot us say they average of course ? It is a most essential part of A communication from Beutkb states 
seven.” modern education.” that during tho recent tumult in the 

“ As you please. You would like to “ The children bathe together." Low’or House of the Beiohsratb: 
see over the school?’’ “Now, as to food. 1 suppose that '•TwomombeisfHerranBudxynowskji and 

We visited tha playing fields, gym- they have meals and things?" Sicngalowioa) had electric bclU . . . while 

nasium and other appliances for pliysioal “ Breakfast, dinner and tea.” Olosnicskiyj blew a bugle." 

culture. At last I asked— “Do the children dress for dinner?’’ The noise they produced with those 

“Is any provision made for mental ^ “No, but they dress for breakfast. Wo instruments, however, was nothing to 
gymnastics ? " . • , insist on that ovon with the youngest.” the ear-splitting effect when they began 

“0/courso wedon’t neglectIhemind. “Then I suppose they will require to call each other by name—a custom 
Wo teach ivearly everything—dancing, clothes. It would perhaps be belter to which, we understand, is forbidden 
deportment, music, Erencli, Gorman, get the girl a differont kind from the under the rules of the House, owing to 
algebra and trigonometry.” boys ? ” its generally unhappy consequences. 


“ Wo cannot ‘guarantee disease. In¬ 
deed, wo rather encourage attention to 
the principles of hygiene.” 

-“ And as to fees, , 

is there any redac¬ 
tion on a quantity? 
Do you take throe 
as two, or anything 
of that kind ? ” . 

“We make a| 
slight reduction in 
the case of brothors 
and sisters.” 

“ That will be all I 
right then; they 
are all by the same 
mother. How 
would you like 
them sent?” 

“ Under suitable 
* protection. And 
when may I expect 
them ? ” 

“I cannot say 
definitely, not to a 

>NAIBB8. ^ 

IMKN WHO U)0K ArrxB to con¬ 

sult their mother. 

-- “ I thought they 


“ Is any provision made for mental 
gymnastics?” . • , 

“ G/courso we don’t nogloct the mind. 
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CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 

Cinhiiieir. “Ai.r. tiif.bk skrm viiiv KxrRNKiVK: can’t vou nucuiKHT 8 omkthi.s<i ciikai-ku?" 

Sluipman {icUh fieirs on rommcrcial morality). “ Cejitaini.v, Madam. I cdi'i.D tirciiRKT a imkck ok thin kakkh and \ ciimii!" 


TO ENGELBERT HUMPERDINCK. 

{.■\fter hearing "Ildnsel mul Oretel" for the fifteenth time.) 

How strange tliab modern Geruiany, so fii'iiosonio in lier ail, Till, bald and groy and middlo-agod, wo watch willi child 
Where sheer sardonic satire has ex^iclled the human heart, like glee 

Should also ho the Germany that gives us, to our joy, Tl'.o very games wo learned long since at our dead mother’s 
The peWoct childi'en’s opera—^j^iure gold without alloy. knee. 


I know there are admirers of the supra-normal Strauss hearts are niovwl when in the wood tho children lose 

Who hold him, matched with others, as a mammoth to a their way, ... 

mouse, And strange uncanny echoes mock thoir innocent dismay. 

And, though they often feel obliged his lapses to deplore. And when, clasped in each other s arms, they cast tlieiii 

His “ cerebral significance ” increasingly adore. down to sleep, , . , , . , 

We know that real angels come and night-long vigil keep. 

In parts I find him excellent, just like the curate's egg. 

But not when he is pulling the confiding public's log; Wo thrill with apprehension of tho nsks that loom ahead 

Besides, tho height of genius I never could explain When they cross tho magic threshold of the House of i 

As " an infinite capacity for giving others pain.” Gingerbread; 

And OI with what contentment wo at last liohold tliom pitch 
No, give to me my Enoelbeiit, my gentle Humpebdinck, Head-foremost in her furnace-firo the broomstick-riding 
Whose cerebral development is void of any kink;' witch 1 * 

Who represents in music, in the most enchanting light, . 

That good old German quality, to wit, Oemilthlichkeit. There s not a bar ol Hamels part that s not exactly right; 

There s not a note for Oretel that s not a pure delight; ■ • 
I love his gift of melody, now homely in its vein. And having heard it lately for (I think) tho lifteontli time 

Now rising, as be^ts his theme, to the celestial piano; 1 know 1 'm talkifig reason, though it happens to bo rhyme. 

I love the rich orchestral tide that carries you a.long; **..**. 

1 love tho cunning counterpoint that underlies the song. Then lot us thank our lucky stars that in a squalid ago 

When horror, blood and ugliness so ^any penS engage, 

Though scientific pedagogues that golden realm have banned. One of our master-minstrels, by fasliioq uiihoguilcd. 

Ho leads us back By pleasant paths to childhood's fairyland. Keeps tho unclouded vision of a tender-hearted child. . 
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THE SILHOUETTE. 

We were having tea. 

" No sugar,” 1 said. 

“ Milk?” 

“ What tea is it? ”1 asked. “ Ceylon, 
China, caravan ? " 

“ Ceylon, 1 believe,” she said. 

“ Then a little milk,” 1 replied. 

“ But supposing it had been caravan ?” 
she hazarded. 

1 sighed. 

•• Next time,” she promised. 

Wo talked about the usual things— 
the beauty and wonder of CAUFEMTiEn; 
the gaiety of IIawthey in Never Say 
Die-, the charm of Quality Street-, 
Bomney’s Sleeping Baby at tho Gros- 
venor; An.itole Fiiakce; the fall of 
Lahkin. 

Having completed this round, she 
asked me if I would like to see her 
silhouettes. 

“ Fearfully,” I said. 

She placed a little portfolio before me. 

I turned over the black profiles. 
“ That’s Jock,” I said. 

“Yes.” 

“ That’s his wife Marjorie.” 

“ Yes." 

“ How clever you ore ! That's 
what's his name who lives near you.” 

“Yes.” 

“This is wonderful. But who’s 
this?” 

“ Oh, that's tho wife of a man wlio 
lives near Jack.” 

“ I don’t know her ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ That accounts for my not recognis¬ 
ing her,” 1 said. “ But it looks horribly 
lifelike. Won’t you,” I said, after a 
judicious pause,—“ won’t you do me ?” 
(£ am rather set on my profile. I hare 
been told it is good.) 

“ I’d love to,” she said tactfully. 

“ Bight,” 1 said. “ How shall 1 sit 
for it ? ” 

“Just like that,” sho said, getting 
her sketch block and sitting beside me. 
“ Ijook straight ahead.” 

“ I can’t look straight ahead without 
something to smoko,” 1 said. 

Sho brought mo a cigarette. 

“ Now,” she said. 

“Then you draio it?” I remarked. 
“ I thought you cut it out with scissors.” 

“ Oh, no. I draw it and then ink it 
in. «. 

“ Bight,” I said. 

She worked diligently while I smoked. 

“ Do you want mo to bo realistic ? ” 
sho asked. 

“ Of course,” I said, fearing nothing. 

“You won’t ftaiAd?’* she replied. 
(What an odd remark I) 

“Why should I?”^l asked, still in 
a fool’s paradise. . 


paradt 

“ Nothing,” she wid, and continued. 


I felt 1 would give a thousand pounds 
to face her, but I didn’t dare. This was 
a profile. My nose, I knew, was good. 

I had seen it at the hatter’s in ono of 
those triple mirrors—clean cut, Boman, 
cfiicient. Then my blood' ran cold: I 
suddenly remembered my chin. My 
chin, 1 say; I mean my chins. 

“ Why did you ask that about being 
realistic ? ” I said in agony. a- 

“ Nothing,” she said. 

I took another cigarette. 

“There,” sho said, “that’s done.” 
Sho showed it me. 

“ Is that mo ? ” I asked. 

“Yes. Who did you think I was 
drawing: Lt.oyu OEorinE?” (That’s 
the worst of letting girls go to music- 
halls, they pick up cheap sarcastic 
ways.) 

T studied it. It did not look like mo 
as 1 remembered myself from the last 
visit to tho hatter’s, and yet she had 
seemed to bo clever. 

“ What *3 this ? ” I asked, pointing to 
a lump. 

“ That ? That’s your second chin.” 

“ And this ? ” 

“ That’s your third chin.” 

(Heavens I how rich 1 am!) 

“ But surely,” I said, “ tho nose isn’t 
right ? And you ’vo made the lip much 
too long.” 

“ I don’t think so,” sho icpliwl coldly. 
" How do you know ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” I admitted. “ I have 
a kind of instinct.” 

Sho forced mo back into my position, 
something lietwoen tho dentist and tho 
|)hotographcr, and scrutinised mo carc- 

“ Perhaps it is a shade too long,” 
sho said, and shoi'tencd it. You can j 
make all the alterations you like before' 
tho ink is applied. 

“ Now ? ” she said. • ! 

I looked again. “ That ’a bettor,” I 
replied. 

" But bow do you know ? ” sho 
asked. “ You must bo very vain.” 

“ I was,” I said. “ But never again. 
Look at that array of chins.” 

“I’ll ink it in after j'ou’vo gone,” 
she said. “ Then 1 ’ll send it to you.” 

Tho silhouette came homo two days 
later. 

I tried it all over the room—on tho 
mantelpiece, on tho tables, in picture 
frames. Then my landlady came in. 

“Who do you think that’s meant 
for? ” I asked her. 

Sho subjected it to minute study. 
“It’s either Napoleon,” she said at 
hut (my heart gavo a joyful bound), 
“ or Danny Makes.” 

“But neither of them had three 
chins,” I said. 

I “All real gentlemen have three chins,”. 
I she replied bravely. 


DRAMATIC EXCLUSIVENESS. 

What with a Woman’s Theatre' 
established at ono playhouse and a 
Children’s Theatre at another, each 
with its appropriate dramatic fare, we 
are evidently on the way to a state of 
things in which every separate dass of 
audience will have its suitable drama 
served up in a,special building. We 
may then look for the following 
announcements 

A fine performance of The learning of 
the Shrew was given last night at the 
Misogynists’ Theatre in Adam Street. 
This cosy little house, with its smoking 
and billiard rooms, was packed to the 
doors by an audience that applauded 
every point in tho comedy with rapture. 
Tho grand Christmas pantomime, lihie 
Beard, is advertised for Boxing Day. 

The latest addition to London’s play¬ 
houses is the newly-built Socialists’ 
Theatre, which will start its activities 
on Monday next with the production 
of An Enemy of the People. Tho build¬ 
ing is constructed throughout of steel 
and osboitos, so os to render it suitable 
as a meeting place for conferences, etc. 
All tho seats are equal in price, with 
the exception of the first tier boxes, 
which have been equipped with bomb¬ 
proof safety curtains capable of being 
lowered at will by the occupants, thus 
providing absolute security for Labour 
leaders visiting tho entertainment. 

The Theatre of tho Advanced Symbo¬ 
lists, opened lost evening, is said to bo 
tho first of its kind in Europe, and 
embodies all tho latest views of its 
special patrons. Suggestion rather 
than physical comfort has been the chief 
result aimed at, the seats, designed on 
the cubist system, being so arranged 
that ap interrupted view of tho stage 
is permitted from all. The initial pro¬ 
gramme consisted of the first perform¬ 
ance of' the new Symbolist drama 
entitled What 9 and gavo the highest 
pleasure to a distinguished audience. 
Silence and complete darkness prevailed 
both in the auditorium and on the stage. 
It was unfortunate that, owing to ^e 
careless duplication of the title on the 
bills, tho masterpiece should have been 
advertised as What, What I thus creat¬ 
ing a misapprehension as to its ehar-* 
acter, which explained the arrival of 
several parties really bound for the 
Postprandial Theatre next door, and 
a i-egrettablo display of feeling when 
their mistake became clear to them.' 
This apart, however, the evening was a 
deserved success. 

Notices of the performances of Mon^ 
at the new Financiers’ Theatre in 
Copthall Avenue, and The Odonlo Oirl 
before tho Society of Incorporated 
Dentists, are unavoidably held over. 
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THE APATHY OF ENGLAND. 

(To the Editor of “ Punch.”) 

Sib, —As one of years, authority, and 
high ideals, devoted to golf, the noblest 
of all pursuits, I beg poiiuission to 
protest against the deplorably apathetic 
and frivolous altitude evinced by iny 
countrymen towards the game in these 
days. I call it a game, but in reality 
it IS more than tliat. Nor is it merely 
to be’ compared with a trade or pro¬ 
fession, for in the heart of the true 
golfer *it arouses a purer and more 
exalted enthusiasm. Clearly, it stands 
in a category by itself. 

Now this apathy, this lack of in¬ 
terest, must bo apparent to all. Take 
for example the space allotted by the 
Press to ai^ovent of such historic and 
national importance as a British or 
American Open Championship. Do 
wo not find it passed over in as few 
columns as might suffice for the 
trifling matter of a pronouncement by 
a loading member of the Government? 
Instead of enjoying an exhauslivo de¬ 
tailed description and criticism of every 
stroke played by every competitor, wo 
have to he roytent with a brief rimmd 
incorporating the more sonsational in¬ 
cidents. But this is not my solo com¬ 
plaint. Golfing news from day to day 
is disgracefully microscopic. Wo find 
even prominent newspapers publishing 
only one descriptive or didactic article 
per week on the various aspects and 
difficulties of the game, instead of what 
is clearly dcmande<1—a I'egiilur daily 
article. Whon, theroforo, I see the 
Press paying so scant a regard to golf, 
I am not surprised at the indifleronco 
of the public. 

They do not take the game seriously. 
It occupies a second, third, or oven 
lower place in the order of their pur¬ 
suits. They cxiiond upon it a few 
meagre hours of leisure; they will 
frivol away half a day, sometimes oven 
a whole day, at the office; linger over 
their luncheon; loiter at the club. And 
this is not all. Spendthrifts of their 
time, they are niggards with their 
money. 1 have hoard of one golfer, 
indeed, who unblushingly declared that 
he spent only £200 a year upon the 
game. Few, perhaps, can emulate iny 
friend A., who has cheerfully sacrificed 
fortune, worldly ambition, and the joys 
and comforts of family life to the 
ardour of his master-passion. ' 

I desire to appeal to all exponents of 
this great art to correct their deplorable 
habits of levity and slothfulness; to 
wean themselves from the luxury of 
business and other distractions; to 
realise the pressing necessity for self- 
sacrificc. They should also conquer 
their foolish reticence and talk more 



STRICT GOLF. 

"IIkhk, wiiv Dos’-r vou comk aso hem* to iajok roll my iwi.i,?" 
“Snow ME THE ItL-EK THAT SAYS I ‘VK COT TO." 


freely on golfing topics. The bonofits 
to bo deriveil from airing a subject in 
conversation are inestimable; and 
golfers are noticeably backward in this 
particular. 

And then there is tho duty owed to 
their children, i cannot ovcrcstiuiato 
tho need fur impressing youthful minds 
with the vital significance of golf; that 
thoy may learn to approach it in a 
more earnest and respectful spirit. Tho 
humorous and ironical attitude in¬ 
creasingly manifest among caddies, 
too, is greatly to be regrettcil. it is, 
however, but another of those evils 
which must bo attributed to the 
lamentable lack of seriousness on pio 
part of golfera themselves. 

In golf the pre-eminence of Britain 
is already questioned. Other Ouimets 
may arise. Soon we may descend from 
a plus to a scratch or minus power. 


With this warning. Sir, I must con¬ 
clude; only hoping that tho country 
will bo awakened to a more patriotic 
spirit, a loftier and sterner enthusiasm, 
before it is too late. 

Youra, Ac., Bunkeu Makiiik. 

“ Idisl night gn-at bcaniK o{ light shot 
slaiitiiigly upwards (mni tho earth, on if thoy 
nrocccried from a mighty laiitorn which had 
boon discovered somewhoro about Kom-ol- 
Khogafu, and which Cyclom or some hu([e 
pruhistorio oavo dweller had seixed with his 
gnsit bands and swinginff it about his bead, 
enusicd tho raya of light, miles long, to strike 
athwart the sky, crossftig and rocrossing each 
other incessantly, now forming themsolvos 
into wonderful diapers, anon clashing with 
and lighting up tho fleeting clouds, giving 
curious, fantastic sha{Mis, whiles, ns n crouch¬ 
ing gladiator,'thoif al of an archer .with his 
bow, and presently as of a Jack Tar stepping 
‘ Jack's a Ijad ’ atop o’ the gjddy makt.'* 

* Egyptian Oazetle. 

Actually the Fleet liad just arrived; . 











Conductor of VitUme Band. “What’s wnosn, Pl'Scan?" 

Duncan ('cclloM). “Tub dhum’s ukkh pi.avin’ ma music and 1'vk bkhn i'I.ayin’ his.’ 
Ccniuctor. “1 thocht tiiuhh was bomethinc ho just guiTK niciiT.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

\hJj the time 1 was reading Mr. Frank IIariuh’h (freat 
Days (The Bodi.ey Hkau) 1 was wondering wiiore I liod 
come across an earlier story written in the same stylo. 
Then 1 realised. Great Days is just like the fairy stories 
of my childhood, whore tlio King's youngest son goes out to 
seek his fortune, f jiko the writci's of tho fairy stories, Mr. 
Harris takes it for gi’antcd that we shall ho intercsted in 
the sinallcst details of his hero’s career, however little they 
may have to do with tho main theme or tho development of 
his chai'octer; and, for myself, 1 must admit that lie is not 
mistaken. I became so interested in Jack Monjnn that 
I welcomed tho information that ho drank hot water at 
night after an evening at the inn, so as to avoid a headache 
next morning, and that he gave a little dinner to two friends, 
beginning with oyslois and Sauterno, and was amused to 
find that one of his guests thought tho white wine too thin. 
But Jack’s career was not confined to there trivialities. 
Belonging to tho great days that followed tho French Revo¬ 
lution, and being by profession a smuggler and privateers¬ 
man, he lived a very vivid life on both sides of tho Channoi. 
Mr. Harris has tho odiiiimhlo viituo of not licing afraid to 
make his hcra a real hero. When Jack is not ranning 
cargoes of old hmndy, ho is passing through passionate lovo 
adventures, thrashing bullies or capturing 'frigates. Tho 
culminating point of liis exciting life is where tho great 
Buonai'Arte himself offers him supremo command of tho 
French Navy if ho will sweep the Englisli off tho seas, as 
ho has expressed himself able to do. Fortunately, Jack's 
patriotism is greater than his ambition, and Bngland is still 


in a fairly satisfactory position as regards naval supremacy. 
But it was touch and go. Wo could maiiogo Franco all 
right, but Franco and Jack —it does not Ijoar thinking of. 
To sum up, a good, bustling yarn which kept mo enter¬ 
tained from start to finish, and will have, I guarantoo, a 
similar effect on others who holiovo in fairies. 

I Ml'S. Wharton’s now satire. The Custom of the Country 
• (Macmillan), sulloi-s, I think, from tho bitterness of her 
j indignation. Jii an earlier novel. The Ifoiise of Mirth, she 
1 showed her fierco infoloratico of tho restless, grasping spirit 
' of some part of tho New York world, hut with that fiercc- 
i ness there wero mingled pity and even tondorncss, I find no 
'pity or tenderness in her now chroniclo. Thwo is in' I ho 
' quality of her work tho hard, shining, metallic glitter of 
lull American railway-line. Vnrline, the hrroinc, passing 
!from stage to stage, from husband to husband, trampling 
' remoi-sclossly as sho goes upon all thoso who liavo helped 
iher, is, at tho last, inhuman in her lack of contrast. Mrs. 

^ Wharton liates her so deeply tliat sho will allow her no 
I suspicion of human feeling or human softness. I failed, 
therefore, to realise that tho gentle first Iwishand and tho 
' courteous second ono would have falloii at her feet. Some¬ 
thing moro of her than physical beaut/ thoso men would 
, have demanded, and something more, perhaps, sho had; hut 
\ Mrs. Wharton will not reveal it to us. So with it all. 
Tho miserable sido of human nature, the degraded, selfish 
instincts of society—these are en^)ha.^io‘I. The boeli, with 
all its cleverness, lacks justice, and thcrofore truth. Here the 
artist, driven' forward by her contcipptuous disgust, paints 
her picture in dark, sombre colours, ,and has too readily 
allowed personal prejudice to darken' her vision. Once' 
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a lady called Beclcy Sharp dazzled, hoodwinked, tricked the) has a thoroughly sound idea that the kind of fact that it 

y • /-fi * ■r ^ • _» i___ . _ Ij- _i i__ 1. 1.— 1 __ _xU-i. __ 


to her victim. The brilliance of the book remains; whether in this sacred congested thoroughfare has never noticed it, 
it bo finance, social contrasts, the Old World or the New, and, like Mr. Adcock, doesn’t want to. An index makes 
French chdteaux or American hotels, Mrs. Wharton’s this little volume a lazily convenient occasion of happy 
talent can most ably reveal them for us; but it is a hard reminiscence, 
and a cruel revelation. 

- What a passion for untempered veracity seems to have 

I did not BOO The Witness for the Defence (Hodder and taken hold of our novelists I The latest professor of the 
STouanTON) in its previous incarnation as a play at the system of withholding nothing is Mr. Wildiau Hewdett, 
St. James’s Tlieatro. Hitherto 1 have always regretted whoso new novel. Telling the Truth (Seckeb), su^Sciently 
this, but I hope Mr. A. E. W. Mason will not misunder- explains its character by its title. In his introductory pages 
stand me when I say that my regret is now banished. The Mr. Hewlett almost vehemently protests that no considera- 
reason is that I have been able to approach the book with tion shall prevent liim from giving us the facts, even if, like 
an appreciation unliampercd by those worrying memories Qalileo, he shall '* suffer the penalty of public condemna- 
of the theatre about which I have spoken before in similar tion." Beally I don’t think ho need have worried. These 
cases. As a result I have enjoy^ it greatly. The rule is devoted truth-tellers always a little remind me of the hero 
that good plays do not make good novels, though authors, of Dickens’s J/oft(fay27omaHCM, who" fought his desperate 


that good plays do not make good novels, 

are slow to believe this,!' -— 

and perhaps the fact of 
getting double profit out of 
one idm does not servo to M 
quicken their apprehension. // 

Anyhow, I am glad to find ^ 

The Wihiess for the Defence 
a triumphant exception. It 
makes quite a good novel, I y4l 
picturesque, alive and con- j 
vincing. In one way the. A 
story has gained much by| 
its liberation from dramatic' 
fettera Wo are now enabled ' 
to see something more of- - 
the previous relationsliip; 
between Thresh and Stella ,, ' 

and this greatly helps the . 
grip of the subsequent do-' / / 

velopmonts. You probably | 
know whut those are. A / 
story does not enjoy a sue-1 
cessful run in the West-End, j 
and goodness knows 


I I I 




way hand to hand to the 
lane,” being "so fortunate 
as to meet nobody." Be¬ 
cause, despite an occasional 
much-proclaimed movement 
of the libraries, no one is 
re.ally very greatly con¬ 
cerned to interfere with 
them. Anyhow, the truth 
about Mr. Hewlett’s cen¬ 
tral figure is that ho was a 
cad; that he was a senli- 
inental egoist as well does 
not alter this primal fact 
about him. After a boyhood 
during which his character 
causes a good deal cf well- 
founded uneasiness to the 
authorities, ho runs away 
from homo and becomes 
first an actor, then (sounding 
deeper depths) a popular 


cessful run in the West-End, , novelist. It is in this capa- 

aml coodness knows liow I*»ofes$i<»ua Patmut (ahsenlly). "The Mount of JurrrKn is be- gjty ^3^1,0 j^ol of society, 

{.OOUIIOSN Knows now DKVELOI'ED. It nENOlKS an excessive MVE of l-OWEB, ., ’ 

many provincial tours, and tybannical DisrosmoK and kxtrbmb egotism.” that no is brou„ht into 

retain much of the cliann---•—-contact with his soul-mate, 

of mystery. Still, Mr. Mason and his publishers wore no who is, as yon might expect, already tho wife of another, 
doubt right in supposing tliat you would care to hear a Honestly, wliat I think must have been the matter with 
little more intimately about tho cliaractni's, and "their whys Ilngh Mitldlecomb was'a too-fervont admiration for the 
and wherefores.” And to tho benighted wlio, like myself, Jieroes of Mossm. II. G. Wells and Compton Mackenzie. 
have not met them before, I would say, Do it Now. This may explain his taking his bruised spirit to Cornwall 

-in tho final book, and thus giving his own author the oppor- 

In The Bool'foi’cr’s Xom/ou (Methuen) Mr. A. Sr. .Iohn tunity for some pleasant desciiptive writing. To be fair, the 
Adcock sets out on a pleasant gossipy round of tiio town story lias also some good passages of stage and journalistic 
in tho track of characters out of liis favourite imaginative life; but, on the whole, I liardly found myself in agreement 
literature, from Ben Junson to GEonaE Gissino. I am with Mr. Hewlett about its importance, 
afraid I suspect him of a little self-deception when ho pro- - -.-- —... 

\'?‘‘8inary folk throng ^ B.S.P.C.A. prosecution in The 

about liim an4 are more real than the whistling errand- Lij^^rpool Evening Express:- 
boys and pompous, rotund merciiants who are there in , „ „ . . - . . . ^ ^ . *t. 

likoly tis a liannleRs deMCO to put his spinta in key for hia soared all tho boreos, which jumped about, and the man in 
cntorpriso and is justinod by its ontiroly amiable results, quostion got knocked down and thus received the injury. 

One of those is to send you from the quotations with which ^ Hrgo body of ovidenco was colled for tho dofenco." 
the book is freely cmbellistied back to tho originals to renew This would no doubt bo the body of tho mare, the animal 
their acquaintance. And that, no doubt, is one of the having been destroyed previous to the police court proceed- 
author^s benevolent purposes. The chief of thorn, I giiess, ings. (Our contemporary's actual words ars " the Mayor 
w.as to’ please himself by indulging a hobby—which is no was destroyed," but no doubt its reporter got a wrong 
bod way of giving nleasura to other Deonle. Mr. Adcock imoraBsion of what had hannenedl. 
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From New York comes a talc of the . „ . 

CHARIVARIA. gale of a husband for a gold bracelet. ^ HOUSEHOLD BOON. 

I'uE Emperor MbneIiIK has died As a husband ourselTes wo are pleas- “But how cm I toll you of anything 
again. He never quite rallied from antly surprised to learn that wo still I want,” said Fhilip peevishly, “ when 
his previous deaths. havo a value. Heaven grant that the I ’vo got two of everything, except 

. *** bracelet was not of rolled gold! raxors, and seven of tlioso, tlireo safoties 


A HOUSEHOLD BOON, 
“But liow ern I toll you of anything 


’ The Kaiebu’h dislike of the Tango is 
well-known. His Majesty, who has 


bracelet was not of rolled gold! 


and four ordinary ones?” 

well-known. His Majesty, who has Wo have noticed as part of tho Christ- “But aren’t tlioro any little patent 
recently been sulTering from a cold, has mas window display in a nuinlier of contrivances 1 could give you that 

now insisted on the CnowN Primc^e shops a fall of snow with exactly tho make for man's comfort and con- 

ccosing to ho a Danzig man. same distanco between each flake and vonienco ? ” pleaded Muriel. 

its neighbours. This well-drilled snow “ Oh, plenty,” ho replied. “ A patent 

Seizures pf rifles continue to be made must come, wo fancy, from Germany, bootlace, for instance, that does itself 

in Ulster. It is said that the. - up; a patent lolter-unswcror,or a 

Government intend, if they catch j patent razor that shaves me while 

1 sleep. Those aro tho only kind 
of things I should find useful, if 
yon could yet them" 

Miiriol stared at tho hro and 
deliberated. 

“Very well,” she said hoiic- 
fulh’. “ 1 'll BOO what 1 can do.” 

On Christinas morning Philip 
found a solt parcel by Ids plato 
and Muriel looking at him with 
suppressed emotion. 

“ That,” she said, “ is a patent 
contrivance which guarantees you 
a good start for every day and 
adds to tho happiness of tho 
whole household in consequonco 
—is that tho kind of thing you 
wanted ? " 

“Just,” said Philip, smiling 
incredulously as ho drew fortli 
aljout four yards of green silk 
cord, “ But how does it work ? ” 
“ You strotch it along one side 
of your hed, from tho head to tho 
foot." 

“What for’?” 

“Ktops you getting out tho 
wrong side 1 ” 


in Ulster. It is said that tho 
Government intend, if they catch 
sufficient, to re-arm our Terri¬ 
torials with them.' 

c * 

We understand that not only is 
there to be no -postal strike just 
now, but tho men do not even 
propose to show their dissatisfac¬ 
tion with present conditions by 
lefusing to accept Christmas 
boxes. 

A Norwood lady has left £800 
in Consols to her dog. Tliis is a 
striking commentary on the loss 
of prestige sufl'ored by what was 
once our premier security. 

❖ ❖ 

A pathetic incident is reported 
in connection with tho purchase 
of tho Duke of Bkdfobo’s Covont 
Ganlen estate. “ Had 1 known,” 
said an aged and wealthy burglar, 
with tears in. his eyes," that Bow 
Street Police Court was for sale 
I would have bought the thing my¬ 
self and razed it to the ground.” 

jjs sIj 

“The various loaseholdera on 


the estate,” says The Pall Hall 
Gazelle, “wero unaware of the 
transaction until it was 
announced in tho Press, but they 
will, of course, remain unaffected. ” | 
Certainly if they weren't affoctod j 



wrong side I 




More Schoolboy Howlers. 

From a paper on Milton :— 

“ Milton wrote Thomas Antagonist. 

Uertainly it they woren t atloctod •• i 

whnn thfiv had n Diikn for a First L'rc/rtii. “ Yus, I oaewys bks OSK o' thssk 'khk later at Cainbcidgo. 

When k® loi a shows is wobiu ’ Aur - A-boisKS or iim old Pukck and 1 

landlord it is unlikely that they jhdvs." “Tho afternoon hunt from Clove- 

will put on aire when his place . - - . —--— -wood was over tho volo to tho HniiKings, 

is taken by a Commoner. Wo hear that, since tbo return of the and on over tho hill to Yatosbiiry, where i 

V prodigal “Monna Lisa,” other female '•‘I” , . 

After the recent confusion between portraits in tbo Louvre havo boon Ihoso which csoaprol tbo hangings, no 
tlio names of the two plays. Love awl making some very catty remarks. doubt; but sutoly they deserved to bo 

Laughler and Tho Laughing Uusband, spared._, 

wo are not surprisod that a muddle- The entire Press'will suspend publi- .. j^ir o«l«r.! 

headed mend of ours should have cation on Christmas Day, and au ap- OiaylinKliavoboonrisiugatmjilday.”—FicM. 
asked tw the other day whether wo had peal is made to events of iinportanco q^|,oy ’ll nover catch tho mrly worm if 
seen IFu 's Ihe Lady ? ” - to make this experiment a success they get up so late. * 

! kindly not happening just then. _ 

: Jack Johnson’s motor-car ran into a daring Theft. 

Mte at a level crossing near Montreuil Pan -. American Association, a .. p that the ixmvre haa been 

last week, and the negro boxer was cable tells us, is considering plans for mhUroominl’a.-isfoi'thopaBttwoyciani.” 
badly punished about the head. Tho the erection of the tallest building in tho Sunday ChronieU. 

gate, it is said, is to be adorned with world. The Association evidently does Can ho not bo persuad^ to come 
the insoription, “I knocked out Jack not know that the.tallest building in over to England and steal the Albert 
^iJoHESOH. the world has already been erected. Memorial? 


von. CXLT. 
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“MONNA LISA” AND THE 
MAN WHO KNEW. 

It is not often that anything happens 
in Eorope or America without Bar* 
berry getting to know the why and 
how of it. The fall of a government, 
the crumbling of a monarchy, may be 
due to causes hidden from tiie common 
eye, but not from Barberry’s. The 
most impregnable mysteries keep open 
house to Barberry, Allow him timo 
and ho ivill give you three explanations 
of any one you name, each moro im¬ 
peccably authenticated than the last, 
and all mutually exclusive. 

llarlwrry w’as, I believe, the first 
person in Europe--at all events tlie 
first innocent pei’son—to know exactly 
what had ^}ccomo of the “ Monna 
Lisa” after her disappearance from tlie 
Ijonvro. The thief, it appeared, was — 
well, there was no need to name him -- 
but ho was a very high ollioial among 
the lx)uvro hierarchy, an«l his wife’s 
extravagance in dress was a by-word 
in three capitals, in the ineanlimo 
“it” had been bought by an English 
grecci’. 

It was next 4>pring that 1 met Ilar- 
heri’y again. Ho was just hack from 
Now York. 

“ Most extraordinary thing about 
' I,a Gioconda,' ” he ohscrvetl in the 
course of conversation. 

“ Oh y ” 1 asked. “ Anjthing now ? ” 

“Well,” ho said, “T suppose jou 
know where it is? ” 

“Not absolutely for certain,’' I re- 
plie<1, “hut I understood from you-” 

"Oh, that stoiy last Boptomher? 
That was only a dealer's rumour. Hut 
do you mean to say they haven’t heard 
the truth on this side of tho Atlantic 
yet?” 

I intimated that Europe sat in dark¬ 
ness. 

" Why, it was stolen by a down¬ 
town gang of New York cracksinen 
for X.—he ineutioncd a worki-fanuxl 
multi-millionaire—and now he’s got 
tho thing framed up in a littlo private 
gallery of his own, and spends hours a 
day cooped up with it, simply gaxing 
at it. He has a whole staff of pri¬ 
vate detectives to watch it; and ho’s 
sent nearly hair-<i-million hush-money 
to the Louvre people lo keep them 
quiescent.” 

I bowed ainazeil credulity. Tho 
crime of X. held tho field until tho 
Bummer of 191.'). 

Meeting Hari)en-y casually, L gleaned 
my usual harvest of first-hand inter¬ 
national secrets. 

" Anything new about ‘ La Gio¬ 
conda'?”! asked, when his confidences 
drew to a close. “ I suppose it’s tho 
most astounding theft-” I 


H } 


■f V -N 





Mm. Itriyys, “So Tiinun's n«vc i.oisi. to iji; v I’o.'-i \t. Siiuki: Amat ai.i., Mas. 
JOIINSOX.” 

Mrs. Johnsutn {rfmeiubfrUiij Hie Ciml SIrikv). “ Wki.i., vm; si;\i.ii can TKi.r. iii’T wiut 

IT MAY WMi: AT ANY MOMCNT; SO I SHAM, I.AV IS A t.OllI) S'lOCK <iK hTAMI'K NOW.” 


“Theft?” thundered Harborry. 
“There never was a theft. 1 toll you 
every oflicial in tho fiouvro wants 
hanging. That picture never loft the 
galleries. They were trying on some 
new way of cleaning which tho Curator 
thought he’d invented, and simply 
rotted the surface olT tho thing. .\nil 
now tho canvas is lying in tlio Ih'piirt- 
mcntal oflices—along with tho missing 
parts of tho ‘Milo’; and there it'll 
lie for evermore. It's nothing sliort of 
an international scandal.” 

It was a few days after tho reeovefy 
of tho picture that 1 ran across Har- 
heny once more. 

Ho seemed a triflo more sulxlucd 
than usual, and, beyond the compara¬ 
tively unimportant fact that WklIiS 


had been drugged, ho had lit lie to 
communicate. 

“ What do you think about tho 
‘ Gioeoiula ’ now ” I was teiiqited to 
ask. 

He came nearer blushing tlian I had 
tlioiight possilile to him. 

“Think about if,” ho said. “ I tliink 
it's a rievilish clever Imsiness copiisl 
right down to tho scratches. Hut if 
France is satisfied 1 suppose tho rest of 
tho world has no right to complain.” 

“What c.Tn,a woniiiii do af^iiiiisl u hnr'y 
rufliiiii who without any crrciiioii/ flrocit-ds 
to priso tho jcwuls front her liko eaiihuncles 
from a fishing snn^k? (Uohr. 

Answer. Explain W? him the ditTorenco 
between a carbuncle and a harnaclo. 
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<\D^AMieerk ijrkCDi<rAi iTv know; but it was to l>o bopod so. Mr. John L.\nk said that lie waS 
ORGANISED HOSPITALITY. (General applause.) sorry that ho had no guest to propose. 

In view of the unqualified success of Sir E. Kay Ij\nki-isi'ku rose to know M*. Erance was tlio only superlatively 
the iccont hanqucls to M. As.ATor.E if Americans were to he included among great Ercnch author on his list. 
France and Dr. Georck Kranhes, it the guests. Mr. Duckworth stated that ho could 

'is proposed to form a pcrinanotit com-1 TlioChairman said that that question olTer no suggestion as ho had ascer- 
iiiittcc of what iiiiglit bo called Kuht >-' raised a delicate point. Thera was one lained that Dostoievsky was dead. 
jmneurs of Culture, whoso duty it shallwriter who, if he were still an American, Mr. 1Ieine.mann said he did not soe 
ho from time to time to select foraignci-s' would naturally be tho firat to bo asked; wliy retrospective enthusiasm should 
of distinction worthy of being f(‘astod, but as no one quite knew whether he not bo iiidulgod. After all, one could 
in this country and to arrango for a, was or not, and his own I'eply to a eat as good a dinner to a great man’s 
fitting ceremonial, thus relieving Mr. raquost for information left tho matter memory as in a great man's presence. 
Edmund Gosse of more liaril work than I so mucdi more vague than befora ho lie thought that a Todstoi or Toitr- 
ought to fall on any one man, howeveri referred to Mr. Henry James (wild ox- oeniefp dinner would bo oquillly do- 
willing ho may be. I citeincnt)—it was thought that for tho lightful. 

A preliminary meeting to this end. present America had better ho excluded. Sir Tho.mas Lii'TON said that it was 
was held last week at the Cafe Koyal, I Sir E. Kay Ijankester said ho a crying shame that so many' of the 
at which the chair was taken by Sir; thought tho decision was a pity as it greatest authors wore dead. Ho would 
Kidney Lee. After having outlined shut out Mr. Kii.as K. Hockinu. enormously haveliked to meet Goethe; 

the objects of tho gathering, tho Chair-1 Kir William Koueuthon' Nicoi.l rose and might the best man wip! (Cheers.) 
man added that it was hold that in the j to point out that Mr. IIockino was an Ho could think of no name to suggest 
future c\erv cITort should be made to. Englishman. to the moetiug. 


avoid what ho might, 
call an nnharuts tic 
rivhexse, such as 'had j 
distinguished some re¬ 
cent manifestations of 
cordiality. It might noli 
be generally known that, I 
while M. AnatoleI 
Franck was in Ijondon,: 
tho groat Danish critic, I 
Dr. Georoe Kuandeh, ; 
who had hut just been' 
pul through the same! 
ordeal, wa.s still will) us, I 
hut wholly in rotirement;' 
while no one could have! 
hel))ed noticing that I 
M. Geuiioks Cari’entier ' 
was also gathoringj 
laurels on one of the 


nr Ml rr rnruSmirr 






TllS Ol.l>-)'.\SmOM':l> ('limSTMAS-CAltD Bt T TIIK MOUKRN kind can llAltDl.V 
WAS ellKMItlNO. HE DKSCIIIDKD AS HUU.V. 


I Tho Chairman hora 
I interposed to point out 
' that tho purpose of tho 
meeting was not to find 
I suitable gnosis, but to 
form a permanent com- 
mitloo for hospitality. 
IIo woukl^ask for nanics 
' for that committee. 

Omnos; ‘‘SirTuoM.AS 
Dakclay.” (Checra.) 

In the coui'so of a few 
stoimy hours tho com¬ 
mittee was formed, con¬ 
sisting of tho Chairman 
himself. Sir Thomas 
Karclav, Mr. Goske and 
j Sir .Toseeh Lyons. The 
I meeting then disperecd. 


nights that should have - - - — - -- — - — ' 

been the sole perquisite of M. France. Sir F. Kay Lankekteii. “Then ho Further Decline in the Aristocracy. 
It was felt that such a deploi-ahlo slate lias no right to ho not with a iiamo “A nnv of pink airls Avorth tt.5,000 
of things must never occur ngiiin. One likctliat!” (Cries of Order.) - inid bcloutjijig to » wull-known indy of the oH 
at a time must ho the nilo, and what- Mr. Clement Kuouteu (author of * 

ever uirangcinenls were made a.s to (liotto and his Ciirh’) rose to ask if it _ * 

hosjiilalily they must always he con- wci-e not jiossihlo to extend tliq word -stioriil Kyfc said that this was a t-asoof 

ditioned hy the ]irogi-amnie of the foreigner, which now meant chiefly a Ein'rottiii^. a form of crime with whii-h he had 

National Spoiling Clul). (lioud up- European, to include the Scotch. Jf no symiiaihy.”—.S'fofsiHna. 

plnuse.'l so, he heggoil to iiroposc tho nanio of SherilT Fyfe gives us llio impi-ession of 

Sir Thomas Karclay said that a Sir William Korkrtson Nicull as a a narrow-minded man. 

leader in 'J'hr Times liad suggested tliiit fitting guest for the society. It was -- — 

a diimer wa.s not tho host form of monsti'ous that so ilhisU'ious a man as Kkei'i: r. IIauvkiison. 

enfertaimnent to which to invite these Kir William had had to wait so long A ki.^s dosed liim-crsoii's career at'27." 
honourrd guests. Speaking from his for such an lionour. 5fVie Sportsman. 

own not trilling experience as a host of Mr. H. G. BELKHiniiE said tliat lie Another promising young life cut short 
men of genius, lie could say t hat it was. was for fair play and no favour. (Cliocrs.) hut what a romantic end! 

(Chceis.) * ' Having recently honoured a Dane and- 

JJcut.-Col. Newniiam-Davis rose to a Frenchman, ho thought wo ought to ICagisterial Lore, 

know whether thcro was likely to he look ne.xt to Italy. Wasn't there some “A poor mother summoned at North 

any reciprocity in these inattei-s. Were one nametl Corelli ? I^oudou yesterday for not sending children to 

corresponding societies being formed in, Kir Cl vi'De Phillics begged to sug- ph’aflcd that she h.ad a family of 

say, Ptuqs, Home, Ibu'Uii orIJopenluigon, gest the name of Vincenzo Pkiuoia. them all ready at tho proi>cr time, 
for tho entertainment of distinguislied Ho was woithy of the higlicst honour The Idagistrute : Thirteen children. It is a 
Englishmen A Ho askril only for in- for having shown himself hotter able rasoof Mother Hubbard."— 
formation. ‘ to take caro of FjEonaudo’s “ilonna Thirteen children atid a dog; poor 

. The Chairman saifl tliat he did not liisa” than tho Jiouvre was. Mother Hubbard! 


Diistruus that so illustrious a man as '*-1{ke('i: r. IIauvkiison. 

r Wii.i.lAM had had to wait so long ki.^s dosed Him-crsou's career at '27." 
r such an honour. 5fVie Sportsman. 

Mr. H. G. SELKRiiKiE said that he Another promising young life cut short 
IS for fair play and no favour. (Cliocrs.) hut what a romantic end! 

living recently honoured a Daiio and- 

Frenchman, ho thought wo ought to ICagisterial Lore. 

5k next to Italy. W asii t there some ‘-A poor mother summoned at North 
0 named Corelli ? I.«iidoii yoHterday fur not sending children to 

Sir Cl VCi)E Phillips begged to sug- “I"*’* ph'-sded that she h.ad a family of 

,1 , .r" ,,." thirteen, and that it wan very dilhcuJt to get 

st the name of \ im en/u 1 Liu oi.v. ,.„;,pv at tho prui>cr time. 

u was woithy of the highest honour Tho Magistrate: Thirteen children. It is a 


Mother Hubbard! 
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THE BIRD, THE BOUGH AND THE BARD. 

(.1 lieverie of Bliijhlcd Love.) 


1 CANNOT pass Ihe poultcrors' shops 
And notice liow they liang tliem o'er 
With evergreens from brake and copse, 
Without becoiiiing sore; 

Such transports to my mind they bring 
Of bitter-sweet remembering, 

A savour just like acid-drops 
Of hours that are no more. 

’Twas springtide in the verdant doll 
(The date I can't exactly fix). 

When 1 was courting Amabel 
Whose size in gloves was six; 
Gold-haired, 1 think, but this I kuow— 
We came across some mistletoe 
In a wet garth whore ran poll-moU 
A troop of turkey-chicks. 

And there I vowed a deathless flame, 

And she, the siron, turned her hood. 
Swore she piefen'ed her maiden name. 
Then, softening and grown red, 

“ When yonder bough hangs in the hall 
When yonder poults get plump and fall 
Ask me once more," she cooed with shame. 
" Done with .you, girl 1 ” 1 said. 


The moons went by without a word 
To ease my amorous cam; 

Doccmlxir brought the well-stiifTcd bitd 
Itut not the fuithioss fair. 

I wrote. Bhe answerod me, the minx, 

" Have sworn to marry If. J. Dinks." 

Whether she did 1 never heard; 

I left the business thoi'e. 

Dut underneath the Yiile-tide bough 
I stooil, a fool forlorn and sad; 

What coinfort wero its berries now ? 

They simply made mo mad. 

^fost vile and panisitic growth, 

Ij’it emblem of a perjured troth I 
I still get vexed when thinking ho\y 
Siipiemely 1 was had I 

• 

.\nd, when they twine the turkey's bier 
With golden leaves for kinglihood, 

I ahvajw stand and shed a tear . . . 

Dut, having wept aiukstodtl, * •. 

1 always smile again; for, though 
That girl was false asfnistlotoc,* 

Turkeys I recollect that year 
Wore good, uncommon good. I'Ivoe. • 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Mv young friend Bobby (now in tho 
early tbirteons) has boon making bis 
pland for tho Christinaa holidays. He 
communicated them to mo in a letter 
from school:— 

“ 1 nin going to write an opera in 
the holidays with a l>oy called Short, a 
¥ 01 ^ groat and cotilidcnl friend of inino 
hero. 1 am doing tho \vo:ds and Bhorl 
is doing tho music. Wo have oh-c:idy 
got tho title; it is called ‘ Disappoint¬ 
ment.’ ’’ 

Hast week, on his ixiturii to town,bo 
camo to BOO mo at my club, and when 
tho waiter had brought in drinks, and 
Bobby had 1X311180(1 a cigar, 1 lighted 
uj) and prepared to talk shop. Ills 
recent discovei'y that I write too loads 
him to treat mo with moro rospoct than 
fonnerly. 

“ Now then,” I said, “ toll mo about 
it. How's it going on ? ” 

Oo, 1 haven't done much yot,” said 
Bobby. “ But I ’vo got tho plot.” 

“ Lot's have it." 

Bobby unfolded it rapidly. 

'• Well, you see, there’s a chap called 
Tommy- ho *s tho hero -and he’s just 
como bock from Oxford, and ho’s 
awfully good-looking and decent and 
all that, and ho’s in lovo with Felicia, 
\ou see, and Ihero's another chap called 
Boynolds, and, you seo, Felicia’s really 
the samo os riiyllis, who’s going to 
marry Hamuol, and that‘s tho dis¬ 
appointment, becauso Tommy wants 
to marry her, you see.” 

" 1 SCO. That ought to lio all right. 
Yon could almost get two operas out 
of that.” 

“ Oo, do you think so’? ’’ 

“ Well, it depends hoiv much Hoy- 
nolds comes in. You didn't toll mo 
what happened to him. Does ho marry 
anybody ? ’’ 

“ Oo, no. Ho comes in becauso 
I want soniobudy to tell the audience 
about Tommy when Tommy isn’t 
there.’’ 

(How well Bobby has caught the 
dramatic idea.) 

•• 1 seo. llo ought to be very useful.” 

“ You soo, tho iirst .Act's in a very 
grand restaurant, and Tommy comes 
ill to have dinner, and ho ('X|ilains to 
Boynolds how ho met Felicia on a 
boat, and sho lost her umbrella, and 
ho said, *Is tins your iinil r. lla?’ and 
it was, and they Ixigan to talk to each 
other, and then ho was in lovo with 
her. And then ho goes out, and then 
Boynolds tells tho audience what an 
awful(y,d(’oent clutfi Tonmiy is.'’ 

“ Why (loos he go out 7 " 

"Well, y<xi seo, Bc^nolds couldn’t 
1<)11 everybody what au awfully decent 
chap Tommy is if T(?mmy was theio." 


(You see how Bobby has mastered 
tho technique of the stage,) 

“ And where’s Felicia all this time 7 ’’ 

“Oo, sho doesn’t come on. Bho's 
in tho country with Bamucl. You seo, 
tho Eccond Act is a grand counti-y 
wedding, and Bamucl and Phyllis are 
married, and Tommy is one of tho 
guests, and ho’s very unhappy, but bo 
tries not to show it, and lie shoots 
himself.’’ 

“ Bey Holds is there too, I suppose ?’’ 

“ Oo, 1 don’t know yet.” 

(lie’ll havo to bo, of course. Hu'll 
bo want('d to tell tlio audience iiow 
unliappy 'I'ommy is.) 

“ Arul liow docs it end ? ’’ I asked. 

" Well, you see, wben tbo wedding’s 
over. Tommy sings a song uliout Felicia, 
and it ends up ‘ Felicia, Felicia, Felicia,’ 
getting higher cacti time—Short lius to 
do that part, of courso, but I’vo told 
him about it—and tlicn tho curtain 
comas down.” 

" I soe. And lias Short written any 
of tbo music yet’?” 

‘file’s got some of the notes. You 
SCO, I’vo only just got tbo plot, and 
I 'vo written about two pages. 1 'm 
writing it in an exercise-book.” 

A sliudow passed suddenly across tbo 
author’s brow. 

" And tho sickening thing,” lio said, 
as be leant back in bis chair and 
sipped his ginger-liecr, “ is that on the 
cover of it 1 'vo spelt Disappointment 
with two * s’s.’ ” 

(Tbo troubles of this literary life!) 

“ Sickening,” I agroed. 

'is i'jt * i;*. SS 

. H Ibcro is one form of theft utterly 
unfergivablo it is tbo theft by a writer 
of another writer’s iindovclopod ideas. 
Borrow tbo plot of Sir J. kl. Badkib’h 
last play, ami you do him no barm; you 
only write yourself down as a plagiarist. 
But listen to tlio scenario of liis next 
pilay (if lie is kind cnoiigli to road it to 
you) and write it up bofora ho lias tinio 
to (luvciop it himself, and you do him 
a grievous wrong; for you iix llin 
cliarge of plagiarism on him. Surely, 
you say, no author could sink so low 
as lliis. 

Arul yet, when I got homo, the pilot 
of “ Disappointment ” (with ono “ s ”) 
Ko took liold of mo that i did tlio unfor¬ 
givable tiling; I went to my desk ami 
wiolo the opicra. I make no excuses 
for myself. 1 only point out that 
Boliby’s opera, as pierfonnod at Cuvent 
Garden in Italian, with Sliort’s .music 
conduct(xl by Richtkk, is not likely to 
be belittlod by anything that 1 may 
write hero. I have only written in 
oivlor that 1 may get tho scenario— 
which had begun to haunt me—off niy 
clicst. Bobby, I know, will understand 
and forgive; Short I have not yot had 


the pleasure of meeting, but 1 bclicnro 
ho is smaller tbaa Boboy. 

Act I. 

ScKJJE —A grand restaurant, Enter 
Tommy, a renj handsome man, just bflck 
from Oxford, 

Tommy sings :— 

Felicia, I lovo yon, 

])y all tlio stars nbovo yon 
1 swear yon kImII be mine I-;- 
And now I ’ui going to dine. 

[lie sits down and orders bottle of 
ginger-hcer and some meringues. 

Waiter. Your dinner. Sir. 

Tommy. Thank you. And would you 
ask kir. Boynolds to como in, if you seo 
him ■? (To the audience) A week ago I 
was crossing tlio Channel— (enter liey- 
nokh) —Oil, hero you aroj- Boynolds 1 I 
was just saying Hint .a wock ago I 
was crossing tlio Channel when I saw 
tbo most beautiful girl 1 liavo ever seen 
who had lost her umbrella. I said, 
“ Bxenso mo, but is lliis your umbrella? ” 
Slio said, "Yes.” Boynolds, I sat 
down and fell in lovo with her. Her 
uamo was Felicia. And now I must 
go and see about sometliiiig. [Exit. 

lieynolds. Poor Tommy! An awfully 
decent chap if over there was one. But 
ho will never marry Felicia, because 1 
liappen to know bor real name is 
Pliyllis, and sho is engaged to Samuel. 

(Becitatice.) 

She is engaged ta Samuel. Pixir Tommy, 

ITo docs not know aha'» fond of Samuel. 

He trill be diiiappuintcd when ho knows. 

CunTAIN. 

Act II. 

Scene —-1 beautiful country iccdding. 

Tommy (in pew nearest door, to 
Heynolds). Who’s the bride? 

Reynolds. Phyllis. She’s marrying 
Sttinncl. 

Enter Bride. 

Tommy. Heavens, it’s Felicia! 

Reynolds (to audience). PoorTommy 1 
How disappointed ho must be I (.f ou l) 
Yes, Felicia and Phyllis are really ilio 
same girl. She’s engaged to Samuel. 

'Tommy. Then I cannot marry her I 

Reynolds. No. 

Tommy sings:-— 

Oo<Hl-byo, Felicia, good-hyo, 

I ’in awfully disapj^intcil, I 
Am now, in fact, about to die, 

Felicia, Felicia, Felicia I 


[NAoofa himself. 

Ct’BT.AIN. 

* if 

That is bow I seo it. But no 
doubt Bobby and. Short,, wben they 
really get to work, will make somo- 
tbing better of it. It is an engaging 
theme, but of course tho title wants to 
be spelt properly. A. A. kf. 
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pNOB UPON A TIME. 

‘ BBBATHiNa Space. 

Once upon a time there was an old 
pheasant—a rool veteran who hod como 
yiotorious out of many battues. Not 
perhaps wholly unscathed, for his tail 
was no longer the stropming meteoric 
plume that it once had been, but sound 
in wind and limb. 

No one know his lordship’s guests 
so well as he, so often hod ho seen 
them jn the coverts: old Sir Mark, who 
hod an arm-chair at the angle of the 
two best drives; Sir Uumphry, with 
his eternal cigarette in tho long gold 
tube; tlio red-faced Colonel, who 
always shot too lato; tho purple-faced 
Major, who always shot loo soon; tho 
smiling agent, who would so tactfully 
disown a bird whenever it scoined 
politic; and all tlio rest of them. 

How tlio veteran rocketer bad escaped 
ho could not suy, but shoot after shoot 
found, him still robust and elusive, 
while his i-elations were falling all 
around, some, to their dying satisfac¬ 
tion, thudding into tho features of their 
assassins. 

One mornipg threo young pheasants 
carao flying up to their Nestor i.n a state 
of nervous excitement. 

** Quick! quick 1 ” they said, “ tho 
gentlemen are leaving tho Hall. Tell 
us where to go to bo safe.” 

"Go?" said tho old biivl. "Don’t 
go anywhere. Stay where you are." 

" But they ’re coming this way,’ 
said the young pheasants. " They 'vo 
got the same clothes on.” 

" Tict thorn come," said the old bird. 
“ There’s no danger. Why don’t yon 
use your oars ? ” 

" Whttt do you moan ? " they asked. 

" Ijisten,” raid tho old bird. “ What 
is that sound ? " I 

" It’s too gentle for guns," said the 
young pheasants moditatiroly. 

" Yes," said tho old binl. “ That’s 
church bells. It means they 're going 
to play golf/^_ 

L'Illustration on Paris:— 

"N'est il i»as, no sera-t-il i>.is ciiooro loiig- 
ct toujour,!, o»perons-lc, couiiiio ct'iitro 
soicntifiiiuo ct centre d'art Ihe beast in the 
world I" 

This shows tho dangers of tho entenin 
cordiale. Pifteen years ago tho writer 
would have said it quite comfortably in 
his own language. 

Science fbr the Home. 

"M. llnnaa-Vorilla claims that with his 
torpedo-shaped h':od tho riaistanco of the air 
i< pnustically nullifiod. Those present noticed 
that a match, lighted just behind tho machine 
when in lull courw, burned as if in a vacuum.” 

Daily Telegraph. 

This must mean that it went out. M. 
Bunau-Variij:,a will have to try again. 


NATUKB STUDIES. 

The Amatkuh Actor. 

This common hut ontorlaiiiing little 
creature will well repay observation. 
Tho present is ono of tho Imst periods 
of tho year for such a purpose, as it 
has hcon proved that tho two seasons 
when it flourishes and propagates most 
abundantly are the weeks about Christ- 
inas and those iinmcdialuly preceding 
I fiont. With tho approach of warm 
evenings it usually retires into coin- 
parativo obscurity. 

In its habits this bipod presents 
several strongly niuikod chiiractni'islics. 
Its chief distinction is the cmploynieiil 
of wliat is known to naturalists us Pro¬ 
tective mimicry. Thus tho same sjMJci- 
inen may frequently ho found to simu¬ 
late at one time Sir( I koroe At.i:x an der, 
and at another Mr. EniiUNn Payne, 
ucconling to circninstancos. This Imbit 
is not only employed for protection, 
but may very often be used for puiqioses 
of offonco. We have seen an amateur 
imitation of Sir Herbebt Tree that 
was most oifonsive. On tho other 


hand, the aiiiatcur, especially the female 
variety, is often both docilo and en¬ 
gaging in manner, and may form a 
]Mn'furt pet for tho bonscbold. It oats 
little, but iisiially drinks a lot. "Hcrateli 
meals’’ and cliainpagne aro its chief 
articles of iiiilriuienl. 

Should any reader he conteiiiplaling 
aiiuiteiir - keeping, the rules to bo 
obsorveil are very simple. A largo 
empty ri;om, in wliicli they can play 
about uiKlistiirlied, is the eliief roquisito. 
.\\i their period of full ac tivity they 
take very litliu si; ep, and that mostly 
in the early morning. They aro pei'- 
feclly safe, except tliat anjthing liko 
iinravoiiralile enlieisiii irritates them 
to fren/.y, anil shoukl on no aecouiit 
he pei'inittcil. With this jircoaulion a 
few of these bright little cimtums will 
more than eompensato for tho oxjiciiso of 
iipkiNip, and provide a constant source 
of entertainme nt for a Christmas iiarty. 

« — *• ■ ^ u. . • 

‘•J.AiiY l)\M'i:a*s Second Si'it.” 

I Daily Clinmirle. 

Some lady dangers co isidor oven.ono 
unnecessary. 
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OUR DRILL HALL. 

Wh nKDKBKTAND Tlt*T THK AuMV C0U^•C•Ir. HAVK WBITTKS TO TIIK COPSTT ABSOCIATtON'S SraaKRTIKO THAT TIliiT MIGHT ABB 
TO, TUKIR IMCOMH IIV LliTTINU OUT TUKIH BHILL-IIALLS FOB KNIKUTAINMKiST!), DANCBS, KTC BUT WHY MOT, AT THE MAME TIME, 
AI>I> TO THE ATIUACTIOMH OF EEIIVICK IK THE TEnnlTOUtAI, BAKES BY IiETTlKO THE EKTEUTAIKUENTS BE GIVEK DUIUKG BECltUlT DUILLS? 


THE SWEETS OE SURPIIISE. 

At tlio recont farowoll appoai'anco ot 
Mr. Habuy IiAiroKB at tlio Palace 
Theatre wo' learn that “ the popular 
Scotch comedian, to his evident xurpriso 
and gratiiication, was presented with 
a liiige wreath of laurels and wliitc 
lioalliov tiiHl with a plaid ribbon." 

It is pleasant to learn, on good 
authority, that the lives of successful 
public performers,arduous and fatiguing 
though they may lie in tlio main, arc, 
contrary to tlio view of cynics, largely 
redeemed by tht\ froipiont occurrence 
of incidents wliicli entirely hnfllo the 
forecast of the most far'Soeing artist. 

Mr. Hardy Marvin, tlio famous aclor- 
uianager.whois nowon hispre-anto-pen¬ 
ultimate farewell tour in the provinces, 
was the recipient of*n ^noslrgratifying 
testimonial to his uliililies at Moreton- 
in-tho-Marsh last weak, r At tho close 
,of tho performance of the romantic 
dnitna. The romjMdours Pet, in wliicIi 


ho sustains tho leading role, loud and | 
repeated cries of “ Speecii " rosounitod 
from all quarters of the liouso. The 
famous histrion, who was quite orer- 
oomo with emotion, I'omarked tiint this 
unprecedented d.imoiistration, for wliicli 
ho was completely unpivparod, would 
always roinain enshrined in his memory 
as o'.iu of tlio most reassuring evidences 
of tlio intelligence of tho British public. 

Mr. Baiiilxirger, tiie famous violinist, 
at tho close of one of his recitals was 
asked by tho hoadniistrcss of a well- 
known girls’ school it ho would kindly 
sign his name in tlio hirtliday-hooks of 
twenty of her pupils who had attended 
the concert. Tho famous Scoto-Beinitio 
virtuoso, who was evidently taken com¬ 
pletely aback by this sudden manifes¬ 
tation of goodwill, gi'ociously consented 
to execute the request. 

Mr. Alf Abel, tlie illustrious novelist, 
whose forthcoming romance, The Pass¬ 
port to Paradise, lias already convulsed 
tho literary world with palpitations of 


agonised expectancy, is the 8iibj[ect of 
a 10,000 woi-d intorview-ailiicle in the 
current number of Praise to the Face. ' 
Tho world-renowned writer, whose 
genius^ is only equalled by his self- * 
olTncoment, describes' him-elf as alto- ^ 
getlior. overwhelmed by thh request of 
tlie editor, and regrets that the lack of j 
notice has rondereil it impossible for 
liiin to do full justice to the occasion. 
Wo understand tliat this defect will bo 
remed'od in a snppiouientary interview 
of 20,000 words wiiicb .will appear in 
next week’s issue of P. T, T. F. 

- A lino portrait of Miss Poppy Flipper, 
tlie delightful soubrette, appeare in lost 
Satimlay's Giogles. Intor\-iewed on 
tlio subject by " Gobeinouoho ’’ in 
Monday’s Daily Longbow, Miss Clipper 
expresses the extreme surprise whioh 
tins lionoiir has given her^ “ ^ l^hought 
I should never got into UiggUs with¬ 
out paying £25,’’ remarks the famous 
com^dihnne, “ and I’m jiggered if they 
. didn’t let mb off for ten quid.’’ 
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A VILLAGE POET. 

Elis ^08 the red-roofod <»>mer shop 
(They pulled ib dowu to build the 
station) 

Ii\to whose dimness one might drop 
For bird’s-eye or for conversation, 
And meet what most of us have missed 
A Foet-and-Tobacconist. 

Delightful trades, of Ileaveu blent— 
The ‘homely, useful, aromatic. 

With the divine, Olympian-lcnt, 

Tlio lerviceable with the Attio ', 
'Twas good to meet a man wliose views 
Combined Tobacco aud tbo Muse. 

I do not mean to say you’d call 
My friend a Bhakbfbaue or a Mix.tos ; 
He liked to write, and, after .all. 

That's wAat the Iliad was huilt on. 
If Hombr’h job had been no joy 
To UoMEB, who'd have heard of Troy ? 

The mei'chant first (although ho found 
His chief delight the reed of Tlii/rsis), 
His navy-out continued sound. 

In fact much sounder than bis vorsss, 
Althougli The Wettldmnn now and then 
Would print a sample from his pan. 

• 

Of local happenings ho would sing. 

Of maidens too and how to love tlicm; 
Ho still had heart to I tail the Bpring 
Though ho had scan some fifty of 
tlioni; 

A jolly follow, halo and stout. 

Who knew of dressing flies and trout. 

A desultory Unionist, 

On GtiADSTONB ho could “speak 
satiric," 

And stop to servo an ounce of twist 
Or luad aloud his latest lyric; 

Or, if that week there wasn’t one. 

To talk of Ani'iiiiD Tknnyeon. 

I recollect how ho’d applaud 

(His mind mayhap on some lo>t 
Mabel) 

Tlio genius that created “ Maud ’’ 

And sang the loves of Akthi'u’!} 
Table; 

Utiweddod he—and quite content — 
But very fond of sentiment. 

Ah well, ’tis now this many a day 
(How swiftly do the seasons jiass us) 
Ho’s doffed, as bo’d have said, the clay 
And gone to find his loreil Far- 
* nassus: 

The gods of all the mysteries 
Bo good to him where’er ho is. 

His memoiy’s green, his faco stands 
out 

Amid a score of friendly faces. 
Cheery as then, nor do I doubt 
Ho sojourns in congeuial places. 
Where on his -oily brow doth stay 
The Weed’s pale flower, the Foot’s hay. 



Quick Mfilkine Vendor, “flniin you akk, oknts, risi'ksck a i(0Tri.K. FouNiiKn <.s 

TUB nKSKAItCIIKS OF MODKII.V SOIBNCK. WlIKHB SIIOI'I.U WH IIH WITHOUT SCIBNCK? I.nOK 
AT THH IIASCIKNT BllITO.VS. 'fllRV IIAUS’S UOT SO SCIKSCB, AVU WIIKHB AHH TllKV? 

Dead and nuiiiEo, evkiiv oni: of ’em." 


THE BULBARIUM. 

" HooiiAY 1 ” shouted my eoiuin 
George Biflin, rising to greet me ai 
I entoivd his silling-room. “Yon're 
the very man 1 ’m looking for. You ’re 
just ill time to help witli my hiil- 
hariipn i ’’ 

“ Your what’? ’’ I enquired, with par¬ 
donable curiosity. 

“Reginald, your classical e<hiciition 
jias liocn sadly neglected. Jfulhariiim 
is a term of lialin origin, derived from 
the two words bulban, a bulb, and 
arium, 'an ama or place, signifying a 
place for hulhs, a hiilbary. Tlioso,” he 
continued, pointing to two laigcroimd- 
shouldenxl socks leaning wearily against 
the coalscuttle-- “ tlieso are the sujiplies 
of moss-fibro and crushed oyster-shell. 


Hero are the huths ho indicated a 
number of paper liags with white lahcls, 
carefully arranged upon the wriling- 
tahlc. “ Anil if you ’ll follow mo down 
to the telephone-room 1 ’ll show you 
about forty vases, howls, ];otH and 
soup-tnreens which I have prepared 
for their reeeption.’’ 

I have always enterlaincd a morbid 
dislike of telephonc-i'oipiis, hnti meekly 
aecumpanied my cousin downslaim. 
On the floor of a •chill and chc’crioss 
apartment on the g.Dund floor stood u 
largo hath containing a tin water-can, 
while all around was ranged row upon 
row of empty jaiSi iK every diipqnsioii. 

“ Are >ou going to liave a hath ? " I 
innocently inq’iiied. » 

“ No, no,’’ my cousin answered loslfly; 
“ that’s what wo*)nix the compost in.’.’ 
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“ Mix tlio what ? ’’ pamphlet ho had produced from his “ Tliat's all very well, George. I 

“Compost: tlio technical term for pocket, and his brow was furrowed know I’m old-fashioned and all that, 

moss or cocoanut fihre." with care. but I must insist that very few mothers 

“ Oh, 1 see. Hut why not call it “ 1 hope you 're not letting me put moistcu their young children and then 
moss or cocomut-fihro? " in too imicli water," ho suddenly re- put them in a dark and airy cellar." 

George ignored my question, “I’vo marked. “ It says hero that about four “I helieve they’d do best under 

hon'owed Mother’s hip-bath,” ho said, quart.s to the half-bushel is enough." Mother’s bed,” said George. 

“ I don’t believe she wants it a hit— “ My dear George,” 1 expostulated, “ But would that bo healthy or 

hips have gone completely out of “I may know how much a (jmrt is, hygienic?" 

fashion this yeaf—and it’s the vorj’ hut how on earth am I to tell what “ For Mother, do you mean, or the 

tiling for the job. By the way," ho half a 6 ks/«>/ is like ?" bulbs?" 

added, “1 wish you’d bean angei-—’’ “They don’t seem to have taught “For either," I said. 

“ No,” I interrupted firmly, “ 1 utterly you anything at all at Bton,” ho com- George was clearly more coocoraod 
decline to bo an angel. From earliest plained. “Surely you remember your about the bowls. "It says here,” ha 

childliood experience has taught mo table of avoirdupois ? Two pecks one wont on, “ that they inust on no 

tliat the angelic function invariably' gallon—or—two gallons one peck- account bo kept too wet, but that if 

ontails running upstairs and fetching Wait a minute. It’ll come back to mo they become dry, even for holf-au- 

something, and I’m much loo old to directly. Two pocks one bushel; two hour-” 

run anywhere." bushels one rod, polo or perch; two “ Bike me,” I suggested. “ Mixing 

“ Oh, very well," ho sighed resignedly, rods, poles or perches, one-” fibre's thirsty work.” * 

“I suppose I must go — - -“If they get dry for 

myself. Don’t touch \ half-an-hpur," ho 


anythin- till 1 come 
back.” 

George was only 
away about three 
minutes (during which 
I successfully lusistcd 
the temptation to touch 
his raotlicr’s hip-bath), 
and retunied ladon with 
.1 the two sacks that I 
h.ad already noticed in 
his sitting-room. 

“ 1 ’vo brought a book 
of the rules, too," ho 
iT-markcd, “so that we 
shan’t do anything 
silly." 

“ Speak for yonrself,” 
I said, “ personally—’’ 



repeated, “they go 
blind." 

“ That’s just what I 
meant.” 

“ Yes,” ho continued, 
“Mother’s bed's the 
very place. She ’ll 
never know.” 

“ Boor Mother,” I 
could not help'remark¬ 
ing. “Butchered to 
make a Homan Hya¬ 
cinth 1 ” 

With a great deal of 
ofiort wo carried the 
bowls upstairs one by 
one, and deposited thorn 
beneath the maternal 


“ Speak for yonrself,” , CHRISTMAS EVK. beneath the maternal 

I said, “personally—’’ Kill f y Comin from Town. "I EmvAiin, I wish you'd lend me a patb couch. When at last 

Mv sentence was bocks. Mike aiie am. batiisu nick onks, and I don't want our labours were at an 

hover completoil. rcA^rrmTo^’irrM ^ end wp descended to 


iioveh completoil. * cueex-wooK esqine o« descended to 

“Iiook out! Stand- the Library, thankful 

clear of the gale! ’’ shouted George, as At that moment a largo lump of that our task was safely accomplished, 
with a vigorous heave ho emptied the soaking fibre that I was engaged in As we entered the room George gave 
contents of the sacks into the bath, kneading eluded my grasp and fell a sudden start, and his gaze became 
For a few moments tho almosphoro over tho edge of the bath on to my rivetted upon the papor bags that 
was filled with thick yellow dust, and left patent-leather boot, causing mo strowed the writing-table, 
my eyes and lungs wore choked with it. to utter a somewhat unparlinmeutniT “ Good lonl 1 ’’ he gasped. 

“Now then, look alive,” bo added expression. “What is it?” 

poroiiiptorily, “ wo must do this thing “Keginald! I’m shocked!" said “ Wo’vo forgotten the bulbs 1 ” said 
properly. You roll iqi your sleeves George. Gcorgo. 

and cliurn tho fibre and tiio slicU “Jill!” I repeated; "two perches ' 


and cliurn tho fibre and tiio slicll “Jill!” I repeated; "two perches ' 

together while I keep the niixl urc damp one oil; two ells one rood-’’ “ Tho high figiires that have.boon given are 

with water from the can.” “Oli, shut up! The compost is diio to tho tict that owing to the method of 

As 1 survcyecl the condition of my ready now. Lot’s fill the bowls." tho'^cCco oTfsiLhiru^^^^^ 

fin^oi'8 after u few iiiumtcs of this ^ly cousin hold each jtu* in tuin whilo, upproxiuiately in directpmiiortiontoils hizo.'* | 
churning exercise 1 could not help ro- I packeil it with sodden fibre, until at sHir. \ 

callingthohcauiifuloldpocmheginning; last tho supply of receptacles was ex- rorsonally, so interested are we to see 

“ There is a gardoh ill her favo, Imuslcd and tlie bath was nearly empty, a sihship, we should record even the 

Whorj rosi>s and white lilies grow," “ 'I’he question now is,” said George, smallest one to the proper authority. 

and wondering whether any iiiodcrii “ whore are wo to put tho bowls ? It - 

hard might jiossilily he iuspiroil to says hero "- --ho turned once more to “ Ife scnrclicd his ]^k«ls foe (Hide’s ear." 
similaf Jlliglifs of fancy Iv,’tho garden tho pamphlet—“‘The jars or vases “ Daily News” feuilleUm. 

ill my nails; but I knew' it would ho should be kept in a dark but airy collar. “ No, that’s Thompson’s," he said, 

useless to try to expkiiii such senti- To ensure success tliey must have con- fingpriog again tho one in his ticket 

luental thoughts to George. slant care, like a mother gives her pockot; “ 1 can tell by the feel of tho 

lio was studyin'g a small pink young children.’ ’’ bonnet." 
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TO A CENTENARIAN COCKATOO. 

(3in':.\TGnK ot inystory, aliovo whoso lic-wl 
.More limn a lum«lro<l yeiirs, I’m told, Imvo sped, 
Htianyo Bird, who should by oveiy right bo lic'ttcl. 

Yet soc'in to all appearance just as well 
As when your dam, with foivsl-splittiiig yell, 
ih'oclaimcd you issuing from your nativo shell, 

I wonder, when you nniso ui)on tho lot 

'.L'hat's brought you to this ago of hcav’n knows what, 

If you congratulate yourself, or not. 

(Ireat are your blessings. You can still digest 
TriHes liko nuts and matches with tho best; 

You still retain a lividy interest 

In tho vain pluniago you so much approve ; 

And—inwaitlly 1 grieve to say, you move 
Still in the suuio unulterahle groove. 

Your gift of B|X!Cch doos not advance with ago ; 

It is not guarded, apposite or s.igc; 

You have one joko, to lure within youi- cage 

Some kindly finger, and, with sudden beak. 

Transfix that member till its owner squeak ; 

As manners, this is poor; as humour, weak. 

Far from that alien country in whoso trees 
Your wilding brothers had their little sprees. 

Hero you have sojourned in superior ease. 

You did not share with them the daily risk, 

That keeps tho faculties agog and brisk. 

Of passing to oblivion in a whisk; 


And oft, no dnid)(, in this your easy state 

You chuckle at (he grim and tragic fate 

That must have caught those others, soon or late. 

Yet those your kin, however rough tlmir Iiv<-s, 

Had active times and multitudinous wives; 

While you, the sole relation that sunivos • 

It never has Im'oii yours in Spring to scmoch 
A mad love-music, not in Inniian spec'ch. 

But in tho language love alone can teach. 

The flamclike crest that, you so proudly raist*. 

Though you have tlaunted it these myriad days. 

Has ne'er been lifted for a female’s praise. 

The jdimies that you ha\e pivened and kept so neat 
Yon have but tended for your own conceit. 

Not fur the winning of some dearer sweet. 

Millings like these may passihly have slirreil 
Your inmost soul - although it seems absurd. 

They being suited to a younger bird. 

Still, even with the old are moments when 
Such fo(>lings touch them lightly now and then; 
Though you, for all I know, may ho a hen. 

^ Di m-Dlm. 

Official Candour. * 

From a (i.P.O. letter to a correspondent who had com- 
])lainod of his (you ’ll never guess what) -yes, his tele¬ 
phone:-- * 

“ While C'vciv i‘eiisriiialile cikIimvi.iii' is iiiiuli- to reduce lla'*incon- 
v.-niciicc (K-ciisi(.iicd by IiinlU to a uiiiiiiiiuiu, uubrukeii inlorr.uplion 
ciiitiul li‘guuruiitocd.” | * 

Meanwhile they go on trying for it. , 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Kokina in Skarcii ok a JIuhrand.” 

^Iii. .liJitoMM K. .Ikiiomk has called 
his prodiiclioh at the Vaudovillo “an 
Ahsui'il riay." I have had no pi'ovious 
quariol with Mr. .1 riiomk, but T am sure 
wo should difTer hittciiy over tlio ri^ht 
application of this epithet. 1 ie probably 
usoil it in a inoilest, dejirocatory way, 
to imply that his creation was just 
(]uaint noiisenso. Jlut 1 sliould want 
it to moan that the ])lay was curiously 
bad. Now a had serious play I can 
bear with some show of fortitude, hut 
a bail funny play reduces me to a state 
of sombre despiir. 

Mr, .)kuo.mk’s old mecluinieal device 
of an exchange of dresses and identities 
leads in tlie end to almost as much 
bewilderment for the audience as for 
the actors afl'cctciJ. «Myiiclf, I should 
.have [ircfeiTed a frank butToonery to 
this mental Jniockabout business. It 
is true that a comic 'policeman was 
.introduced, hut lie did nothing to excuse 


his existence. The situations otTci'ed 
no matter for mirth; up to half-time the 
dialogue sjldoni lapsed from banality; 
and the whole play contained only 
one realisable character—that of an 
American, played naturally by Mr. 

IllIKON. 

Miss ilOWKNA JKRO.MM, fol' whoSO 
talents, I must assume, her father de¬ 
signed this unhap])y opportunity, wont 
bravely through the part of a minx 
under the apparent impression that it 
was humorous, but failcsl to convey her 
own convictions across the footlights. 

When I have added that ^fr. Uiciiaud 
Kvanh was pleasantly pedestrian in his 
delivery of poetic sentiments, I have 
said all that needs saying about the 
cast. 

Thoro are mysteries, insoluble to the 
outsider, about tho production of ccilain 
plays, and it is not for me to conjecture 
whether Messre. Norman M’KiNNKtiaud 
Fukdkrick Whelkn made a contract 
with Mr. .Tkromk on the strengtii of 
his name without first seeing tho stuff 


that they were to “present.'* But I 
prefer to haxard this guess, because 
the alternative explanation would ho 
less flattering to their inteliigeuco and 
cxiicrieucc. 

As fur Mr. Jrromb, who has hero 
duno such poor justice to his undoubted 
gifts, I don’t grudge him tho right to 
any personal amusement he may have 
got out of this composition, hut T do 
gnidge. him tho privilege of wasting 
one of my evenings; and unless my 
temper shows a marked inijirovemont 
it will bo a long time before I tako 
tho risk of assisting, on a first night, 
at another Absunl Play from his'pen. 

• O. B. 

An Impending Apology. 

“Mr. Chivs. I’rcston prwidod and tho atlcud- 
itiicc was ptrticularly Rood considering,’’ 

Middleaex Advertiser. 

“ The Rov. W. V. Vickers, Hector of Bear¬ 
wood, was .awarded principal prize for calves.’’ 

Obserrer. 

They ought to make him a bishop. 
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OUR DAILY POLITICAL FARE. 

{liphuj an imiUitiitn of the London 

Letter of ei'ery procincial neuspapfr 
^ crery day.) 

(Xoii;. The altrniutlvoii in lirncKcls inixy 
111' I'l-f'arilud us imrcly oplional, lo Ijp luliiiiKil 
(ir ( iiiitti'cl itccnriliii); to thn iKililii!,'il opiniuiis j 
of tlu" ivjulcr. TIk'v iiro not of iiii\ iiii|niii:iii< i‘ 
any way.J 

Mh. Asquith’s spcculi oii I'niliiy 
night is llio solo siihjocl of ilisciission 
ill poliliciti cii'flos lioro. Its inipovlanco 
can liai'diy ho ovcniited.. 'J'lioro is,’ 
liowevcr, niucli divcrsitj' of opinion. ’ 
Sonic scH! in it the clearest possible 
hint of approaching conciliation, while 
others find thnnsolves haflled hy its! 
nniiiifcst anihiguity.' Still it cannot' 
fail, following as it docs upon thcei>och- 
making pronoiinceiiionts of the loadoi's 
of holh parties at Ladyhank, licods, 
Oldham, Nowcasllc,- Widnes, Paisley, 
Carnart'on, Jhillycoran, Chowhent and • 
elsewhere, lo have a profound elTecl on 
tho situation. 

Had it been made inimediutely after 
^Ir. CiiUKUHiiin's reply at I’ortohello 
to Mr. lloNAu liAw’s retort at New¬ 
castle lo Mr. Asqi ith’s statement iit| 
Ladyhank it would ha\c been accepted > 
hy the Opposition leadere without hesi- j 
tation as approaching more closely to| 
the Alicrdccn position, which, owing to, 
the less conciliatory attitude taken up! 
at Southam]iton, appeared to have been \ 
filially ahandoiied. Hut, eoniing us ii 
doe.s on tho eve of the demonstrations 
at Ilaslow', liirniingluim, and Heat- 
lock, its s|)ccial signitieance cannot he 
ignored. 

it may he said with coiitideiiee that 
thcro is no now' olcnient whatever in 
tho situation. As I pointed out yester¬ 
day— and tho day before, and tlio day 
hoforo that, and any time in the last six 
weeks the attitude of the leadei’s on j 
both sides is perfectly clear, rnionists 
demand a'(ieneral Election. 'I’liat is. 
I not] a possible solution of the im/ui.'isr. I 
Jtadicals hotly maintain that the ]ircsent 
Hill holds tho field. <31early it doesj^not j j 
hold tho field. Tf any eonference is to 
takopilaeo it is induhifahly |noti up toj 
tho Govcrnincnt to iiiako the first move. 

Tho exclusion of I’lster . . . {.‘1,()(H) 
words on that). j 

Tho development of Dwb federal idea 
. . . (.'500 words,')!! that,. 

It must ho homo in mind tliat, faced 
with tho actual danger of a rising in the' 
North of Ireland . . . (l,.'^)00on that). 

But all this is niei'cly to repeat what 1 
have been saying daily in almost the 
same wonrls during tho^ast frwo montlis. 
'J'hc vital point is that tho time is short, 
tho sands iirofi'umiing Qiit. A terrible 
rosponsihility will ho incurred if the 
position is not faced immediately by 


the Government [Opposition]. At tho 
best 1 cannot hope to go on writing 
this sort of tiling for iiioro than another 
five months. Por tho crisis is at hand. 

The 'I'intc.'! by tho way, ooinmenting 
on last night’s speech, sees in it a frank 
return lo tho position adopted at Ijeain- 
ington. The Morning Post draws a 
striking jiarallcl between it and tho 
Kinloch-ltannoch pronouncement. The 
Daily S'eir.i is confident that in some 
points it directly controverts tho Liver- 
))ool utterance, hut it must ho rcmcin- 
ijered that that was afterwards qualified 
hy tlio Ht. Andrews deliverance. But 
this is surely to Icavo out of account the 
I’lestatyn assertion, the Golders Greon 
(kclaration and tho Inverness pro- 
niinciamiento. 

To sum up: both sides aro still 
feeling their way and there is no 
change wliafcver in tho situation. To- 
moirow 1 ho))o to dis'euss the position 
ill jirecisely the same terms. 

MUSICAL NOTES. 

I’liOKKKsoit i>K Banville’b New 
SVM l'HO.NY. 

Gm'..\T enthusiasm pircvailsin Bootle 
ill coiisoqiicncc of tho arinounccincnt 
that I’rolossor Quantock do Banvillo's 
now Choral Siipei-symphony will he 
heard tliore in the course of tho next 
year. Thi.s great work, tho words for 
which h.avo lioon seketed hy the coni- 
))oser from tho works of Confucius, 
Mr. \V. B. Yeats and llAiiiNDnANATii 
Tacioue, is written in forty real parts, 
ouch of tho four ordinary divisions of 
the chorus —sojirano, contralto, tenor 
and bass - being divided into ten. 

With tho view of obtaining tho duo 
varioty of //nifire and colour dosirablo in 
an oadie’stra. Professor do Banvillcfluis 
))rovidcd t ho most elahoratu instructions 
for tho singci’s. P’or instanco, some of 
the loiiors aro enjoined to sing ahvays 
tiirough their noros; in ono piissago 
tho sojirani aro adjurod to“omulato 
the tones of a terrified peacock;” 
in another tho basses aro hidden “ to 
imitate tho booming of the chiiiiei'a in 
tho void; ” whilo in a third tho 
ronlralli aro enjoined always lo keep a 
Carlsbad plum in their mouths to 
ensure a “ rich fruity tone.” 

.\gain, though no instruments aro 
enqiloyed, the Professor indicates 
means hy which novel efl'ccts may bo 
produced, as, for oxtiinplo, hy clicking 
tlw tongue, or striking the jaw witli 
tho clenched list, or again, as ho 
graphically puts it, “ bubbling with tho 
lips.” Tho libretto is partly in Eng¬ 
lish, partly in Chinese, hut in ono strik¬ 
ing chorus, perhaps tho culminating 


“ I ■ 

moment in tho symphony, no words aro 
uttcicd at all, tho foity different pai'ts 
i-eprcscnting forty di'fforent animals 
and birds, including hyicnas, goi'illas, 
cc.ckaloos, Iwholinks, tapirs, caper¬ 
cailzie and giraffes. 

No title has as yet Lccn fixed upon 
for tho work owing to a slight con¬ 
tretemps which has arisen from tho 
composite character of tho libretto. 
Yuan Shih-Kai having expressed a 
strong prcforenco for a Chineses uamo, 
whilo Mr. YEA'rs holds out for a Celtic 
designation.' During tho composition 
of tho work Professor do Bnnvillo lived 
entirely on China tea, rico and potatoes 
—in order to attunb his system to the 
triplex naturo of the lihi-otto—and was 
arrayed in a costuino which included 
uHurban, a saffron kilt, and a )>ig-tail 
amongst its most impressive features. 

It is hardly necessary to add that the 
diiliciiltics of tho now work aro gigantic 
and Gargantuan. Profossor de Banville, 
in an interview with a ropresentativo 
of tho ItooUe Clarion, decliiros that no 
choral siiigom have over boon called 
u)>un to perform such feadsof sustained 
enormity us those which aro demanded 
in his latest work. In tho second trio 
of tho thinl Scherzo tho sojirani have 
to sing a figurb in rapid somiquavei's 
for fifty-four bars at a sti-etch, ranging 
hetwcon C and !<’ in alt. Profos.sor 
do Banville aldmits also that tho strain 
iiuposcd on tho semilunar ganglions of 
tho diaphitigm by tho oxtraordiiiary 
bravura of tho gorilla 7notif for' tho 
basses in the Pinalo is, perhaps, oxcos- 
sivo. But he has been assured by 
athletic experts that this is of, tho 
greaU'st value for long-distance nmners, 
lind ho has accordingly applied to tho 
Olympic Fund tor a grant of £5,000 for 
his chonis. ■ ■ 


Profeeaional Candour. 

'‘licaving KcUy Monday, ITiiid iiiU., 

irudana’-, ronowiird I'ahiiiiit, Crystal 

(iazor. Kve-rybody pluascd.” 

CotnJfnbcalli 2'iiiies. 

"Mr. ViicUi'll ... is ix-rhaps most widoly 
known ns tlio author of one of tho best uiodorii 
storirs of school lifo, 'Tho Ifoll,' in which 
Harrow is described .”—Bristol Daily Press. 
But that was tho Harrow of some years 
ago, before smoking was stamped odt. 

From a letter in tho Ceylon 
Indejiendenl: — 

"Tho girls jircsent at the Pnliiic Ifidl 
function wore tho creme de vu ntlie of Colombo 
Girls’ Schools.” 

In fact they impressed the writer so 
much (particularly the fourth from tho 
end in tho ninth row) that ho has 
decided to liccoino a bonodictine. 
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THE TRAVELLING VARIETY SHOW AT OUR VILLAGE HALL. 

Tiik Tiunniii' ok tuh ccicr.MN that wi.nt tT> 1110 ^oo^'. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(lij/ Mr. riiiicli'.t SlaJ)" of Lennird Clrrl-'i.) 

Tiik cliiefs of llio Clan Donald cannot trace tlicir lino of 
descent quite so far back as tlio fabled Pliairsbon, who 
swora a fend against tlio Clan McTavish. For bo, if Ibc 
legend is correct, bad a son wbo inanied Novh’s «laugbtA*r, 
and nearly spoilt tbo Flooil by drinking up tbc water. Did, 
with ibat one ])OssibIo or iinpossiblo exception, I iloubt if 
any Beoteb family can boast a nioro ancient lineage. Tlioy 
were sprung, according to tbo ^Msdigree table piibli.sbcd in 
Mre. BTiiii,ix(i’s fascinating book, Macdonald 0 / the Jsles 
(Muhiuy), from CoNs-CKUi)-CiiAT.\t')f, the buiidredtb 
supremo King of Ireland, wbo bold bis court at Tara in tlio 
scTOud contui 7 of our era. \Vborovcr bo may bo now, tbe 
said CoNST.tNTiNK, Conn of a bundrod lights, has certainly 
no reason to Ijlusb for tbo unwarrioi’liko qualities of bis 
descendants. Tlicy have always been born lighters, and in 
their continual feuds with their ncigbliours and each other 
bavn never lacked tbc spirit tliat earned old “ Contimaebus ” 
bis hybrid nickname. Diit tbo clan has moved witli tbo 
times. Two years ago tbo throe rival claimants to the 
ebieftainsbip—CL.4NnAN.u.i>, Glexoaiiky, and SI/EAT — 
agreed that henceforth, when any question of precedence 
arose between them, it should bo decidctl pro hoc vice, not 
with claymore and dirk, hut by tbe spin of a coin or tbo 
drawing of lots. So that nowadays, if two of them happen 
to meet at tbe same flower-show or other public function, 
no bloodshed takes place. From beginning to end tbo story 
of tbe clan is rich in excitement and romance, and as a 


devout lover of Sk 30 and a fi'rvcnt admirer of I bo clan 
senlimcnt 1 tender my tlianks to Mrs. STiiiuiS'd for tbo 
admirable way in wbicli she has used the excellent material 
at her command. Her book is tiie must buman and per¬ 
sonal sidelight on Scottish iiistory that 1 have over read. 

“ l-bigland has long Is cn in labour, but at last she has 
lu'ougbt forth a man,'' Thus Fiikukiik.-k tiik Gkkat, slim¬ 
ming up the cbaracliM' of Wira.iAM I’lrr and tbo condition 
of allairs in Fnrupo that be was called iqion to face when in 
17oti bo formed bis first ^linistiy. Tbe story of bis careci, 
bound up with tbo ilestiny of Fngland at one of tbo most 
critical iqiocbs in her history, is tmated iiiaslorly fashion 
by Mr. Dash, Wu.i.iams in ids Life of William I’tU (Loxn- 
-MASS). Tbo opening )>agos show a tentloncy to overload 
tbo narrative with detail. One cannot clearly see tbo wood 
for tbo trees. Jiut this defect, iloiibtless duo to excessive 
conscienliousni-ss, soon disappeai-s with our introduction to 
tbo private life of tbo great statusinaii. disposition to 
develop into what .loiix Foiistku's cabman du.suribod as 
“ a barbitrai-y gent" was aggravated by attacks of gout, 
to which be was a martyr ail bis lifci and in particular 
at critical epochs when bis prc.senco was exceptionally 
desired. Jfis hastiness of temper, bis downrigbtncss of 
speech, made biui a host of enemies. Dut there was always 
balm for him in bis boinc. To*tbe And, of a lonf 4 jnarried 
lifo bis wife and be remained on the terms of lovers. Outsido 
bis home Pitt lived a stormy life. (Ikokck 11 Alikod Him not, 
and Geouuk III. long fought against tbo iiievitablenosii of 
bis being called to tbo supremo (lircctidn of alTairs. Happily 
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for l'jnf>1un(1 1’lT'i', horn in duo season, ^vas inevitable. Ho that pretend to bo nothing at all but what they are is a' 
based Ids Ministry on the principle of trust in tho peoplo, dilfeicnt atTair. I think 1 never road a more thoroughly, 
cjuito a novelty in tho ndd-ciglileenth century, insistonco disarming preface than that which Mr. Uouaob A. Vachbll 
upon it taking away tho breath of succossivo (Jeouoes. has written to the volume that ho calls (John Muuray^. 
Another of Pitt's axioms of govornment, familiar enough Ho choso tho. name, ho says, "bocauso whatever this 
in these days, i-ccogniscd tho I'lect as tho first lino of volume may raise in hal'd cash must be regarded as plunder 
national defeneo. Tho royal GKoitr.KS, anxious chiefly for to which some critics may contend the author has no 
the safely and prosperity of the pitiful Ktato of which they wari'anlublo right.” After that what is one to say? One 
wore still Hlectors, spent millions of Kiiglish inonoy in may protest that tho scopo of tho tales is too brief, and 
subsidising the Hanoverian army “ Hiiglatid should put their action (being written for the popular magasinos they 
hei'self on hoard her Fleet,” said Pitt, and spent his chief are full of action) too crowded to allow of the doilicato 



both prcHoiited by Mr. liAsii.Wit.r.iAMs'H two volumes forms pass themsolves off successfully for months as boy-waiters 
a liberal (Mlucation iti English history at a prolongod crisis, in order to support invalid husbands; or that understudies 

- at VVest-ond theatres do not leap in one evening to tho 

If ever dainty liook was labelled "For Christmas,” In prominonce of whole columns in the daily Press. What 
Voirihr awl Crinoline, n. sheaf of fairy tales from many would you? In tho domain of the commercial short story 
sources, retold by Sir Autiiuu (jun.iiKR - Couch and these things are not only possible but compuPory. And 
delicately illustrated by Mr. Kav Neilsen, is that book, tho stories of Mr. VAOiiEnn remain exceptionally good of 
and tho publishers, Messrs. - —ithoirkind. Taken one or t^wo 

Hoiiukk ANnSTOUoiiTON.arOi 1 at a time you will find them 

heartily to bo congratulated 
on its winning appoaranco. 

Not that it is a holly and 
mistletoe affair- -nothing so 
obvious. Tho artist, deeply 
ill lovo with the dororativo 
[Kissibililies of tho crinolino, 
soems to have demanded a set! 
of fairy talcs that could bo in¬ 
terpreted in that roomy modo, 
and tho ingenious "Q.” did 
his best to supply them. 1 j 
can answer fully for tboir' 
charm, their discretion, thoirj 
fragrant, gentio, whimsical | 
humour. Perhaps of all tho! 
stories that of " .fohn and the 

Cbosts,” the author's own a-...,#/. j-.,. ..t 1 It’« simply your wicked na- 


- —1 tboir kind. Taken one or t^wo 

at a time you will find them 
capital entertainment; in 
1 1 , > 7 '- - - larger doses tho repetition, 

ul ^ every fifteen pages or so, of tho 

'“S'triiuonialclimaxinevitable 
' IWlbJ ^ ' * in this genre tends to produce 

some feeling of repletion, not 

gj, uH I I I suppose tho life of a ro- 

^ 8 i ^ • I novels must always 

I perpetual struggle be- 

twoon his prejudices and his 
conscience. “Oh, I say,” cries 
Projudico, " I don’t like this 

V “It’s a perfectly good book. 

Mor. nhri.t,na.^. •• I noK'T 


...v, ° simll Youth (a fne ilayn iH'fore Christman). "I say, Nuiibk, don’t “ -"•rv 

puckisli version of the lloike- yp,, jmjjK i ovoht to scttAr tiiesk nsFouB the nkvv l'jt comes in? ’ turo that makes you object to 
ley Square logend, is tho most ■ - . . _ .1 it.” 1 tned to keep an open 

intriguing, but to say 1 read every word of all tho othors mind while reading "Iota’s” latest work. Two Ways oj 
with delight is not to oxaggerato. And, as for Mr. Neilsen, Love (Hi.'tchinkon), but it was not oasy. You sco, one 
ho has taken tho most pleasant liberties with his theme, in- of my prejudices in fiction is against tho spectacle of two 
volving in a common apotheosis tho Trianon and the 1H51 women fighting for ono man. I never can bring mysolf to 
Fixhibition with a happy audacity that lightly laughs at bolicvo that any man is worth fighting for. And here Mra. 
antiquaries. I fo will not resent being reckoned, along with Cakfyn has so drawn hord IJenlwicke's character that 1 
so many cuntemporary draftsmen, cs[>ocially in Germany, cannot conceive why a brilliant woman like Oerlrnde 
a'faithful disciplo of tho hrilliant and perverso JlEAnnsijRY. AUonby should havo loved him; why Venne, tho droamy 
Indeed, his colour drawings arc ossontially pattorns thought Irish girl, should evor have maii'icd him, and why some- 
out in lino, with the colour as a graceful afterthought, body did not kick him. This made my enjoyment of tho 
There are many of the uutbontic IlKAnDsiiEv notes and book intci'mittcnt. 1 could sco the technical skill of it: 
phrases, but embroiderod with an'intelligonco and origin- some of the situations were handled with a firmness and 
ality which forbid any charge or suspicion of plagiarism, delicacy which won my complete admiration; and among 
1 began to wondor whether it was only the older children tho many chai-octers in tho story there were fow that wero 
who would appreciato those retold tales and their attractive not excellently drawn. But 1 could not sympathise. Was 
colour coinmontivy, until I remembered that, b.vrring per- this, us I havo suggested, due simply to my wicked natuie? 
haps tho higher Cambridge mulcrgraduato, there is no one It is worth anyone’s whilo to road the book and see for 
in tho world so old us our modern nieces and nephews. So themixilves, if only for the sake of making the oOquaintance 
1 would urge the giving of this very channing book to both of Detine, of Elisabeth her sister, of ilfrs. Charteris, and of 
the young children and the old. footman George, Thoso of you who happen to have been 

- at Kugby must resist tho temptation to throw the book 

Should, the reviewer meet with a collection of pleasant down and stamp on it when you come to Jerry. That' 
but undistinguished pot-boilei's, gathered into volume form, unpleasant little bounder can hardly be intended to repre- 
and pretending to bo something important on the strength sent a typical Bugbeian. Usually, in novels, the heroine’s 
-of their author’s reputation, ho would be woll justified in brother goes to Eton. It was a rare slice of luck for Eton 
some severity of censure. But a collection of pot-boilers that Bugby got Jerry. 
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JSjpe (aiunout to da smucthUi^ in return for her parents’ Christmas Utrgesre). “Wklt,, Baby, I UiK'x bk» imxtiiinq wk can oivh 
Baddy and Mviiuy in tukbe billy books—at least, not eou innEEPKKCB; so we shall just iia\e to give tuex the money 

AND TELL TIUCM TO DIVIDE IT BETWEEN THI M.” 


CHARIVARIA. 

A BiTK for a National Theatre to bo 
ostablished as a Metnorial to Siiak- 
BFEABB has now been secured. We are 
very pleased that steps ara being taken 
to prevent the memory of this , clover 
dramatist from perishing. 

•'CHRISTMAS^ BROSPEOT. 

Rapid Ciianoes to Veey Oolo. 

The Queen’s SuBrniFE for the Kino." 

Loily Mail. 

We doubt whether any other country 
has a fjueen so influential as this. 

“Theluncheon guests at 10, Downing 
Street, last evening,” said The Cork 
Examiner the other day, “included Mr. 
;aiiid -Mrs. Francis B. Sayie and Dr. 
I Fsgo.” It is always difficult to iihprass 
I Americans with our originality, but 
this looks like a very- bravo attempt. 

I « 

' • ' gt 

H. PioouD is to receive the Cross of 
the Legion of Honour. Will he, we 
wonder, ww it upside down ? 

0.'-HuoKB,'larii week, looped 
tl^ loop for tiie eightieth time. - There 
ft '^iiotButg -B.&. about Mr.' - Hocss 
eiigept hit initials. 


Considerable difficulty was experi¬ 
enced at the .Zoo last week in getting 
the Polar bears to leave their old homo 
and take up their new quartets. This 
was due, we understand, to a little bit 
of snobbery on the part of tho bears. 
After having a detached villa to them¬ 
selves they did not care about their 
address being changed to No. 1, Mappin 
Terraco. ^ ,, 

We see from an advertisement of 
the “Wonder Zoo” that there are 
appearing at the Circus two “ Comical 
Clowns.” It was a good idea to have 
comical ones. 

Paris having started tho vogue, stout 
women are coming into fashion again, 
and many of them who have lx:eu in 
retreat for some years are returning to 
Town. 

One of our rovolulionary painters, 
wo leom from a critique, is named 
fiOHBEBO. ^ 4 , 

'-‘Why has practical joking on the 
giund scale died out in London?” 
adcs a contemporary. But has it? 
Mfbat about Mr. Litoyd Geosob’s Red 
Herring? > 4 ,. 


From The Daily News :—" Tho juiy 
at the conclusion of tiie evidence for 
tho defence stopped tho case, and re¬ 
turned a verdict of ‘ Not guilty.’ The 
Judge quite agreed with the verdict in 
every respect.” It would have been 
unfortunate if the Judge had agreed, 
for instance, with only tho second half 
of tho verdict. 

* •!< * * 

Sir Charlbs Ernkht Schwann, 
Bart., Lilioral M.P. for North Man- 
clicster, announces in 2 he Lomlon 
Gazette that ho huB’ changed his name 
to Swann. B ut it is still spelt wrongly. 
Sir. Try again. * „ 

Tlio clerical lionciliction on ” Who’s 
tho liady?” has, wo hear, hod an 
unfortunate result. Muddle - headed 
people are now mixing up Mr. Louis 
MKVF.it and tlio Rev. F. Mbykr— to 
tho groat annoyance of ixith. 


“ Tho Sydney Afau, referring to tho recent 
parade of cadets in Mclbonine, says that the 
most nignincant feature of ‘ tho seven milui 
and a half of khaki-cljd Australian boya wom 
the foot that 18,S3S pi&ni''of Iraots woauNslean, 
18,489 puttees were neat and dapper, and 
18,483 brass nuiueiaU wore ptluhod.' 

What was wrongNvUh tlie other 18,433 
puttees? 
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THE TRUMPET: A CURE FOR BORES. 

” Major llackctl is oxtromoly angry," 
said liaily Aldeisloy to me. ‘‘Ho 
insisted upon niy giving hirh Mr. 
Norton’s address, lie intends to call 
on him. I wonder if kfr. Noitoii 
; ivally is deaf '( 1 wish you would go 
and seo him, and perhaps givo him a 
friendly warning." 

‘‘ I will," I promised, and stiaiglit* 

I way took a taxi to I’crcy’s Hat, wliore 
1 found him lounging in an arm-chair, 
in a mood of quiet self-satisfaction, 
llosido him, on an occasional table, 
stood an ear-tnimpot - not one of those 
little modern devices that save labour 
for all concerned, but one of the regular 
old-fashioned trumpets that require to 
bo held stiiHy by the listener and 
violently yollM down by the other 
person. lie eyed it in the friendliest 
manner and, almost before I'd had time 
to light one of his cigarettes, said: 

“ Ijook at that I It’s given me the 
most delightful evening of my life." 

“ I 'vo heanl about the evening,” I 
assured him. ‘‘ Parts of it at least." 

‘‘Have you?” ho said thoughtfully. 
“ littdy Aldcrsley annoyed’?" 

‘‘ Major Ilackott is. Sho wants to 
know if you are deaf.” 

“ No," said Porey. *■ 1 could he 
again, if necessary, hut 1 ’m not no." 

‘‘ I’crhaps you hud better tell me just 
whttt happened,” I suggested. 

‘‘ 1 f you like.” Ho lit a cigarette 
himself and putTod at it serenely. ” It 
was an exi>orimcnt, as a matter of fact. 
1 was leading the other day how' old 
Hkhiikut BrKNCRK used to carry cotton¬ 
wool about with him to ])ut in his oars 
wiienconversationhoicdhim. Itstruck 
mo ns a neat idea, but liooi-ish and iii- 
complotc. Why lot bores go o:i boring? 
Why not stop them ? That would ho a 
lot better than merely ceasing to listen 
oneself. Well, 1 h.apponod to notice that 
ear-trumpet at a pawnbroker’s thesamo 
day that 1 read uliout old Si’KN'ckii. 
Yesterday, in fact. It was oighteen- 
)(?nco — a sum T possessed. So 1 
>ouglit it, and took it with me to Lady 
Aldemley’s dinner. 1 knew there wmdd 
lie some bores there. I .aily .Mdcrslcy’s 
charnnng, but sho likes a few foils.” 

“ I like yoiii'self ? ’’ 

“ hike Major Hackett,” Percy cor¬ 
rected. ‘‘She ought not to have had 
him. Ho’s oA'e of those men that can’t 
keep away froti* Li.om) (iKoimi:, no 
matter wliat you talk about. J could 
hear him hanging (ii.ovn (iKoimK, and 
drowning Lnovn GnouciK, and poison¬ 
ing that ■ scouudrcl'y Welsh attorney ’ 
to the poor girl next Idm the whole of 
dinner-timo, till she wont dumb with 
fatigue; and the moinont tho women 
had gone out he t:lckod himself on to 


mo to do it all over again. There are 
men like that — can’t leave LwOVdI 
(iKonoK alone. «I’vo no use for him! 
mysolf—all the more reason why I 
don’t want to hear about him every two* 
minutes. So 1 got my trumpet ready 
and explained that I was a bit deaf, 
and wo began to talk hunting. I forget 
what I said or what ho said, but at the 
end of a niiiiuto thoro ho was at it 
again. 

“ ‘ All thanks to Lnovn Grougr ! ’ ho 
said. 

‘“1 beg your pardon?' I said, putting 
up my trumpet. 

‘“1 said, ‘‘All thanks to LnoYO 
Gkobob I " ’ he yelled down it. 

‘‘ ‘ Didn't catch, 1 'm afraid,' I said, 
shaking my head ; and he butted into 
the trumpet again. 

“ ‘ 1 said it was all thanks to Iir.OYD 
Gkokoe ! ’ 

‘‘ ‘ All thanks 4o -wliom ? ’ I inqiured. 

” ‘ Lloyd Geobok,* ho shouted. He 
was pretty hoarse by then, having 
talked too much all dinner-time, but i 
gave him another chance to get it 
right, which ho accepted, and then 1 
said: ‘ 1 can’t agroe with you. I'm a 
loyiil subject. 1 don’t see that the 
Kino is in tho loast to blame.’ 

‘‘1 said ‘Ijlovu Geobok--Li,oyo 
Gkobok,’ ho bellowed, and I removed 
the trumpet with a protcnco of indig¬ 
nation. 

“ ‘ If you ’re a Socialist,’ I said, ‘ I'd 
rather not discuss the matter further.’ 

‘‘ ‘ Socialist! ’ ho panted. ' Socialist I 
Me a Socialist! ’ 

” ‘ T ’ill afraid so,’ I said. 

“ Ho tried to explain, and got purple 
doing it, but it was no use, and ho 
could only sit and glare helplessly till 
wc wont into tho dmwing-room. Thoro 
1 heard him ox])laining pitifully to' 
various people that he’d neon tal^u for 
a Socialist by that deaf man. 1 lost 
him after a hit, and forgot that 1 was 
deaf for tho evening. Tho fact is Lady 
.Mdemlcy introiluccd me to a very pretty 
girl. Wo got quite friondl}'—1 fancy 
sho had escaped from tho Major too. 
Anyway tho trumpet was not in use, 
ami we wore chatting away ns in¬ 
timately ns possible when 1 became 
awaro of Major Hackett watching us. 
Krom his expression you might have 
thought I was Lloyd Gkobue. I tried 
to get the trumpet going, but tho girl 
got up just then and said sho must find 
her aunt or somebotly, and, though I 
stuck to her for as long as possible, tho 
Major stuck on loo. Tho mouicnt 1 
,was alone ho was down on me, and 1 
liarely laad time to elevate tho trumpet 
when ho began. 

“ ‘ Might 1 ask whether you really arc 
deaf. Sir; or was it meant for a joke ?' 

” ‘ Didn’t quite catch you,’ 1 said as 


composedly .as possible, and held liim 
off with the troimpet. 

‘“If it was a joke, Sir—joke,* ho 
stuttered. 

“ ‘ Ah, you mean j-our remark about 
the Kino? I’m very glad to hear it 
was a joke. Not in tho best of taste 
perhaps, hut still — Good night, Sir,’ 
I said coldly. 

‘‘1 slipped into the crowd at that, 
trumpet and all, and said farewell to 
fjady Aldcrsley as soon os possible. 
Sorry sho’s annoyed.” 

Percy iiuishod his narrative with his 
cigarette, and was about to begin 
another when the telephone rang. 

‘‘ Excuse me a moment,” he said, 
and went towards it. ‘‘ By Jove,” bo 
wont on, ‘‘ if it isn’t the Major. Como 
and listen to him, old chgp. Take hold 
of the other receiver, xes; this is 
Mr. Norton’s. Mr.' Percy Norton’s. 
Mr. Norton at home? No. I’m 
his housekeeper. Is Mr. Norton deaf ? 
Well, ho keeps an ear-trurapet. Sir. 
Txmks like he’s deaf. Sir, don’t it ? You 
don’t believe ho is? Well, I never. 
Couldn’t say when ho’ll bo in. Sir. 
lie’s gone abroad. To 1x1111x103, Sir. 
To get his deafness cured. P'aith-curo, 
Sir. ’Opes to come back with ’is ’ear¬ 
ing lestorcd. Is that all. Sir ? Thank 
you. Sir.” 

Tho Major was rung off at that 
moment, and Peroy hung up the 
receiver. 

‘‘ Persistenl old boy, isn’t he ? Caro 
to buy an ear-trumpet, dear chap? 
Always useful wdrilo tho present 
Chancellor is in office.” 


SOME NEW YEAR RESOLUTIONS 

(Wb Hope). 

TttK Pitmii MjNtsTEn .—To see. 
without waiting. 

Mr. (h»nif.~To wait before seeing. 

Mr. McKenna. —To stiffen his hack. 

Mrs. Pamkuvsst .—To try reason. 

Sifftwr ViNCENEo Pebuoia .—To con¬ 
fine liis energies to Post-I mprossionisins. 

M. Caillavx. —^To live and let live. 

liient. Foebstneb .—To grow up. 

’J'EUPStCHOBE. —To recall tho waltz. 

Uhe Central London Tnle. —To run 
lifts in connoctiou with trains. 

‘‘ The Daily Mail." —To give no more 
portraits of Mr. Mailihy-Daily. 

Mr. TuoaiA.’i U-iuny. —Not to ..allow 
any more of his inferior stories to bo 
collected. 

Mr. C, It. Fey. —^To play firat-class 
cricket again. 

Mr. J. W. II. T. Douul.is.—T1o hit 
in Plngland as in S.A. 

Mr. Jack Johnson. —^To keep out of 
the papers. 

Mr.LLOYii 0KoaoE. - To have a little 
bit of mercy. 
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.PUKCTI, OR THE LOKDQj^ CHABIVARI. 


TWO POETS. 

I KNKw a pcct oiico; as poets go 
} to was a most cosnpanionable man; 

And oft with mo, wlio liavo no lyiic art 
And cannot call a regiment of rhymes 
To servo iny ptirposu as a poet can, 

1 lo proved his skill and huilt his palace of song, 

Jlliymo set on rhyino and vemo oi gleaming verse,' 

And towers of miisic gay with flaunting flags, 
h'o that 1 mnrvclled, saying, “ It for me. 

Who havo no music, ho can thus discloso 
llis high majcjstical and airy notes, 

Ifow’ will it Im) if ho should chanro to meet 
Another pcxit tuneful as himself? 

Then surely Samnuuiink. will ho left hohird 
And AfiLTON ho out-Miltoned; Siiakkukaiik'k self 
Will own a rival and tho Mermaid Inn 
With all its coruscai ions l o revived.” 

Ko did I reason, and ono day it cdianccd 
As r had hoped—ho met a second poet; 

And those two talked, and I myself was Ihero 
And hoard tho talk, and thereupon went home 
And wroto it down, and this is how it nin 

J'ii.st Port. Yes, that’s a very comfortahlo chair. 

And so is this; the cushion fits your hack. 
And you can stretch your logs, i like to stretch 
My legs. It seems to make digestion work. 
Sciunil Port. If my digestion could ho got lo work 

Ihit half as well as yotii's 1 'd not complain ; 
You've turned your gastric juices. 

7'‘(r.s< yWf. Yes, 1 'vc done 

My host lo lunio Ihcni. Have* a cigarciUe 
Sfriiiul Pod. Thanks, Yes, I've got a n atcli. <'h, hlank 
tho thing! 

Its hc'ud hrokc' elT and huinl me - 
Pirsl Port. It's a way 

These w or den le.atcia s ha\ e. I lei t*, I ry anot lier. 
Or, heller, light your eigaic'tte fn m mine'. 

.SVtwnf y’oef. PnlT, pull- 1’vo gc.t il, ll.anks j ulT puli' 
pull tl'anks. 

Where do you gi‘t your eigarellc'sTliis one' 
Is really exce'llent; c.ne always likes 
To know the latest man for cigarette s. 

Fii.sl Pm 1. I’m glad you like them. J havo always 
smokcil 

This spevial si/e'. 1 ge'l them in Hoho 
Kroin Jloxk'y- - he is e|uile a little man, 

Hut e.nly se'lls the best. 1 buy them there 
In lots of half a thousaml at a time. 

Siroiiil Pod. Thanks, let me write: it down. Soho,you said’.’ 
First Pmt. (Ihurch Stiret, Soho, and lloxley is the name, 
i I e|uitu forget tho iiiimhe'r, hut you can't 

j Mistake the shoj). 

Srioiol J'oet. J‘11 ordi'f some Io-morrow. 

I'lrst Port, !^^enlion m\ name; he’s sure to treat vou 
, well. 

SixoikI Port. Thanks. It's a ve'ry long time'since'1’ve been 
In Hoho, hut i use-d to know it well, 

With all its funny little' resliunants. 

J'ir.sl Poet. Things change so eiuickly, don’t they ? 

t^ccoiul ]\\'t. ^ Yes, they do. 

* * Louden’s much allered since I was a hoy. 
i'Vr.s7 Pod. That's ve'vy I rue; it’s Imrel to lind one’s way. 

Tlio Coitnty Council’s pulling all things down, 


And what with taxi-cah and motor-bus , , 
It’s not too safe to walk in London now. 
(SVeoJid iVf. No, that it’s not; however, ihero it is. • , 

Such was the talk of these two poet fiiends. 

'I'hero was much else, hut the above may servo 
’Jo show the w'oiking of their mighty minds. 


FURTHER DEALIKCS QF MR. MALUBY-DEELEY. . 

W'k havo it on tho highest anthciity that Air. Malt.aiiY- 
Dkki.ky purchased Manchester last wc'ck for a suni'approxi- 
inating to 1:16,000,000. Mr.- ■Maij.amy-Dkici,ey chanced 
accidentally to hear that Mauchrster was in the market 
when crossing I’iccoelilly. With the greatest nonchalance 
he paused and wroto a few figures in the mud with his 
walking-stick, dropped into a telephone box and bought 
tho lot. It is, we liclievo, tho intention of tho enteqirising 
Member for Harrow to spend about a million on wash¬ 
ing Manchester, and then to put it oii tho market as a 
Garden City. * 

The piiichnser of Westminster Ahl;ry and the House of 
Commons, about whoso ii'entily fo nuich cuiiosity has 
b'cn expressed, is the Jffiiiher for tho Hariow Division, 
Mr. MAi.r.AHV-DEEi.KA. It is, wo iKlieve, his intention to 
erect a laige up-to-dato hotel on the site of tho ilouso 
of Commons. Mr. Mai.lauy-Dkkley is of opinion that 
I/Diidon is endly deficient in largo, bright hotels, and ho 
thinks that such a novelty would yirovc a succossful specu¬ 
lation. He intends to jescivo Woslminsler Abbey for his 
own use, and all adiniieis of hiisiiieis ent!!iprise will hope 
that it will he very long hofoi-e ho finds a use lor it. 

It is iinderstoud that the jiurchasei'of Herlin (including 
I’oUdani) is Mr. Mai.i.ahy-Dfki.ky. Ho was apjiroacliing 
(lie fuiirtecnth hole at Mitcham when a iiassing aeropliiiiist 
infoiiiied him that J’erliii was fur sate. Mr. Mai.laiiy- 
Deki.kv instantly niarcoiiiid an offer. 

Ho wishes it to he iinderstcrd that lur intends to give 
no Ici'.anis notice t’o ipiil. In leply to a niessugo ofcnquiiy 
from a Very High Quarter Mr. Maii.aiiy-Dkki.ky has sent 
ussuiaiieis that i-o lung ns the J’alnce rent is paid ivgularly 
no questions will lo askeil, and the usual allowances for 
(lecoiations will he made at the end of tho Spring quarter. 

Our own represeiitativc (who only gained access to him 
liy' the innocent pretence of being a Duke fleeing from the, 
greedy liand of a Chaneeltor) found Mr. M.\lIi.miy-Dei:i.ky 
engaged in*opt'ning telegrams. “ Offc'rs are pouring in on 
mo,” explained the enterprising M.P. “ Only this morning 
I liavc hee n askenl to {jiiy the manorial rights of Pudscy, tho 
Isle of Man (with sole use of its advertising agent), and two 
million acres of deer-forest; and hero is a wire froui 
Ceueral Hukkta asking what is my spot-cash price for 
Mexico. Of com so to-day is not what 1 call a really busy 
(lay. Do look in to-monovv. Perhaps Inisiiioss will lie 
stirring then.” And with the greatest courtesy Mr. Mallabv- 
Deklev bowed our represent at ivo out. 


'* Dsnliara w.i'! yrsli-rdny iicrsiiiuk d to leave lior old qiiurUrs iil llic 
/(.» and rejoined her iiiute, Siiiii, in the new I’ular Iieai-H’em^osure. 

tein)>tinx dish of lisli, after haxing n(.thiiig to eut for a day, decided 
I lie iiial ter.' '■ Pn ily Kjjh at. 

Kveii a dish of fish will do desperate things wheu really 
hungry. __ 

In repivdiu iiig Die Por.T LAi nKATK’s Christmas Kvo 
' poem a conlenipuiary prints, *' Now Idosscd lo/ tho towois” 
instead of “ Now lilessid be tho towers.’’ This error will 
prohahiy lie ciirsi d Iry tho BniDOKs. 





STIIDIKS OE REVIEWERS. 

No. IV.- Thk Nkw Toi.hratiok. 

A NKW novul from tho ])on of Mr. 
' Hector Crow is like a benevolent bomb¬ 
shell. Sedative fiction, no doubt, bus 
its virtues, but it is all to tho {{ood that 
wo should be blown up occasionally - 
' not in the sonso of distention — by 
such stimulating writoi-s as Mr. Cn>w. 
Cotton-wool is an excellent thing in its 
'' way, but so too is gun-cotton, and thcru 
‘ is no author now hefore the public who 
exerts a more consistently explosive 
influence on tho gentle reader. 

His latest work. The. Savour of Sin, 
is tho life-history of a rebel. Monlred 
Ulurl, for that is his aptly-choxen name, 
is expelled from a public school for 
stabbing his fag, a dcrormed and deli¬ 
cate boy, in tho back, and resolves to 
ho revenged on tho social code which 
has intcrfeird with tho expression of 
his individuality. Entering tho iVnny 
! under tho alum of Philip Sidney, he 
sclls'au important sccix't to a foreign 
; power, but contrives to fasten incrimin¬ 
ating evidence on an innocent brother- 
' ofliccr, w’ho is sentenced to imprison¬ 
ment for twenty years. Ivcaving tho 
Army on tho outbreak of war ho marries 
a rich widow with throe children, and 
after forging a will in her name, 
poisons her and tho step-childien and 
urchosos a peerage by liberal contri- 
utions to tho party funds. 


To speak frankly, his career, judged 
by conventional standards, is ojion to 
criticism, but so convincing is %Tr. Crow’s 
art, so vivid his power of invsentation, 
so plaiisihlo his arguments, that our 
sympathy is enlisted with the hero at 
every stage of his chameleonic career. 
Not since Dumas has any romancor ex¬ 
ploited tho fine art of toxicology with 
such supcrbfirat'NiYi, while tho insipidity 
of orthodox morality has never been 
subjected to a mom drstli'iictivo or 
oxhilarating criticism. At all points 
Mordred Itlurl is spleudide mendux ami, 
judged by tho test of uninterniptcil 
success, ho is justified all along tho line 
in his radiant deviations from conven¬ 
tionality. It is, of course, possible that 
some minds may bo repelled by the 
wholesale nature of his revenge, but 
there is an aitistic fitness in its com- 
pletcnes-t which compels tho unstinted 
admirutiou of all enlightened iutolli- 
gonces. 

As a writer in a leading journal 
finely put it the other day, dulness and 
monotony have their inevitable penal¬ 
ties!, while vivacity and couiago have 
their assured triumphs. No broad¬ 
minded critic can thciefore grudge 
Mr. Ciow the A’oguo which ho enjoys 
in virtue of his enforcement of this 
great doctrine. Whether his novel is 
altogotiter suitable for tho nursery, or 
can bo safely entrusted to readers who 
think they are justified in slavishly 


imitating the actions of characters in a 
novel, am mattoi'S on which wo fool 
ourselves under no obligation to pass 
an opinion. It is enough for us that 
Mr. Crow has written a brilliant and 
beautiful book. More than any of his 
compcei'S ho has revealed to us tlio 
endearing iiH|K*cts of criminality and 
the compelling charm of the Cad. 


**Hiatry Paper. 

1. Six events in the mign of 
llenery VI111. 

(1) Ho married Kaiherieti of 

Araggon. 

(2) Hu soon got tired of her. 

(.'<) I lu wanted to got rid of her. 

(-1) Ho wanted a divers. 

(.0) He gut a divors fur her. 

(G) 1 don’t no. 

2. Wolsey was called tho boy liacli- 
ulour because ho passed tho laliour 
examination when ho was fourlonii. 
My sister passed it when sho was twelve. 

tj. On tho sido of tho king tliora worn 
all tho ]>euplu who had long hair but 
when they had thoir hair cut shoit 
they went on tho side of parlymcnt." 

Keene outside an Islington I’icturo- 
houso:— • • • 

‘‘SX.vrcnKD from dkatii 

JN n I’ARTH.’t 

It would, perh.aps, have bt'on kindor 
loaA'O him alone. * 
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THE ANTIQUE. 

{Anticipating an article in “Tl 
Magazine of the Curio Collector 
for Movembtr, 2113 


GnANFEB Jaroe sat at tho door of said Wilberforce 


" I wouldna part with that there “ I bought it,*’ the deakr went on, 
^ box for three hundud pound,” pursued “ off an incompetent old man who had 
The Jarge with all the obstinacy of a no idea what he was s^ng. Ha kept 
or " foolish old man. bits of string in it, if you mease I If 1 

“ We’ll try you with two hundred,” had cared to deceive him, 1 could have 


jocundly. got it for a mere song; as it was, I 

let yon have it for four cave him five hundred pounds, and be 


bis model cottage, chewing his patent “ But 1 might let yon have it for four gave him five hundred pounds, and be 
plug and apparently oblivious of the hundud, seeing as you wants it so bad.” thought I was mad. It is worth every 
approach of the well-dressed stranger. “Foolil” scofl'ed tho other. “I’ll penny of five thousand, but I’ll let you 
Tho latter, JatAos Wilberforce to Iw not go a penny beyond two fifty.” have it for four. There 1” 
exact, appeared tu bo equally oblivious Jarge necaino businesslike. “I’ll The customer was passing his finger 
of Grantor Jarge and tho model cottage, tell yeu what 1 will do for you. Sir. over the surface of it gently and still 
prominently displayed in tho window I ’ll take three fifty, spot cosh.” said nothing. 

of which was an old wooden box about In his excitement Wilberforce did “ Beal old cedar, the very best, 
ten inclioi long by six deep. Than not notice, as you have done, that Undoubted nails and a remnant of the 
this nothing appeared to bo further Jarge had dropped his various foims of quaint picture still attached to the 
from the thouglits of both, as they lingo. Uo offered three bundled pounds, inside of thehd . . . Dash it all. Sir, 
suddenly noticed each other and ex- made it guineas, and the box was his. it is an absolutely authontio Colo ado 


mrAvim 


changed greetings. « 

“llal” said Wilberforce genially,! “This, Sir,' 

“ and how goes tho world r- •. 

with you, my friend?’’ 

“ It be a pleasant day, ||||||| |p' 

Conversation having con- 

tinned in this strain for Hi' 

half an hour or so, Willjer- ... ' MS&mm 

: force at last mentioned, ; 

I quite incidentally, tho box. ^ 

I “ \ curious old thing,” said 

“ Ay, that it lie,” said 
Jarge, and tho conversation 

turned to other topics. Wwvm M t T B 

J t was J argo who brought H y 

it back. “My granfer, ho 
used to keep his hits of 
string in that same box, 
and his granfer before him 
ho used to keep his bits of 
string in it, and his grnii- 

, „ „ , I.,,.. Advertm in the pnptrs; 

And you ? asked Wil- (jAiucATuaisT in Osk Lassos 
berforco politely. -- 


« « « I Claro, mad 9 by the hand of the Spanish 

“This, Sir,” said the Bond Sti'cct.Master himself,” and he'pointed to the 
.-....signature on tho end. 








*3* -s 


now TO MAKK MONKY QUICKLY. 

Adcertifc in the papers ; “How to Draw. Hkcous a Lightsuio 

lUCATURIBT IN OSK LUSSOS. 1'EK, iis. 6<J. (PAVABM4 IS AI>VAKCK).’’ 


The customer opened his 
mouth at last. “Have you 
taken your iienknife and 
tried to cut a bit off it ? .. . 
I only say tried, for you 
could not succeed. Why, 
man,it’s a fake; ingenious, 
if you like, but a fi^e. It 
is cast in'one piece, with 
imitation nails and polish. 

'Cast out of nothing more 
valuable than alumino- 
rodio-plalinum and not 
wortli live shillings 1 ” 

Tho customer (in i-eality 
tho secret buyer of another 
deixlor) was right; the thing 
was cast metal, and it was 
Jaige that cast it . . . 

Is it not a dismal thought 
that tho climax of universal 
education, upon which tins 


“ I keeps my bits of string in IXialcr in Curios and Antiques, .Tames centairy prides itself, so far from” 
it too.” Wilberforce to bo exact, “this is a eradicating from the humble peasant 

Wilberforce picked it up and ex- genuine old English cigar box, twentieth all desire to defraud, should have 
aminnd it with studied indifference, century, no less. It is miulo of genuino supplied him with the necessary 
“ I should i-atber like one of these,” cedar wood, now almost unobtainable; wits to do so ? Is it not an even more 
said ho. it is, os you will see, in precisely six dismal thought that the model cottage 

Jarge dared say ho would. “They separate pieces. Ahl you don’t seo (with garden, acres and cow on the 
bo hard como by these days and 1 work like that nowadays I ” intensive system attached), in which' 

wouldna part with that one for twa 'The customer observed a non-com* Jarge now plies his profitable and 
himdud pound, that I wouldna.” inittal silence; ho was no amateur in nefarious trade, was built for him gratis ! 

Wilberforce laughed merrily at this, those matters. by a kindly Government, on the distinct 

“ I expect if I were to offer you thirty “ You are aware, uo doubt,”continued understanding that he had not a penny j 

shillings down-? ” the dealer, fingering the box delicately, in the world wherewith himself to 

“ I wouldna part with that for twa “ that before the hermetically sealed provide a rcof for his poor old wicked 
hundud and fi/ty pound,” said Jarge in metal cases became known, and in days bead ? ’ 

an even voice, looking away into tho when tho cigar was only smoked by , 

^“w-u"T- • 1 -I . the pick of the aristoci-acy, these elegant From tho legend under a picture in 

Wilberforce seised tho opportunity receptacles were used for the storing of Sphere •_ 

to examine his face closely. 'Then ho tho weed. How it is that so few of . " . * ^ , 

laughed again cheerfully. “We’ll test them hayosumved is a mystery, only I 

that,, my friend, * Ho doclarod bolster- to bo explained by the vandal tendencies and unging awuy under the impulse of a I 


said lio. 

Jargo dared say ho would, “'riiey 
bo hard como by tlicsu days and 1 
wouldna part with that one for twa 
himdud pound, that I wouldna.” 


ously. “Just for tho fun of the thing of the twenty-first century . 

I offer you h hunditx! sovereigns for it Absolutely in its original state. Sir. ***.• . “ no feubt about this 

now-not that it’s worth a tenth of A beautifhl thing indeed.” fellow being the son of his mother.” 

that Huni.** Tho cuslomoi* took it in his hand. We believe The Sphere to be right. 


and Binging away under the impulse of a < 
Christmas feed which ho already scoute in 
tho air. Thera is no doabt about this littlo 
fellow being the son of his mother.” 
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\ ' J . 

JieUiUtl Tiunrher. '• f sav, aviikiii; is mv \vaitiii:sh? Till’. c.)i''Kia: (skiiinij com* asi* tiikiic's .no kuoaii abb ho - — ” 
Waitress. •• That’s ’bb; bhr’s okp TiiiTitsnAvs at 3.15." 


NARROW ESCAPES. 

Thk Gmid Duko Gnbriel, Avliilo 
playing a round of golf iit> liiarrilz last 
week, narrowly o*caped wliat might 
hara l)ccn a fatal injury. In tlio act of 
driving otT from tho tliirtecnth tee tho 
Grand Duke sliced his hall willi such 
forco into tho tce>l>ox that, in hounding 
hack, it narrowly missed his lioad, and 
klllcMl a wood-pigeon in mid-air at a dis¬ 
tance of some sixty yards. Tho Grand 
Diiko, though naturally much shaken, is j 
reporiod to ho making satisfactory pra-' 
gross, and will, it is hoped, he ullowcd. 
out in a week nr so. j 

Sirllubort Seobolim-Wood, the cc*lc- 
hralod actor-manager, slipped on a 
picco of orange peel just outside the 
stage door of the Pall Mall Theatre 
last^ Satuixlay at 7.30 i*.m. Heing 
always is perfect condition Sir Hubert 
managed to avoid falling by cleverly 
clinging to the nock of a passcr-hy, 
and beyond a slight wrench to tho 
luetataraal muscles of his medulla 
oblongata sustained no injury. Ho 
has, however, boon orderotl coinploto 
rest for two or three days, and is 
unable to respond to all tho congratu¬ 
latory telogixuns which ho has I'oceivcd 
on his fortunate escape. 


It is not generally known that 
M. Caracole Prance, tho world-re¬ 
nowned Ki’onch //</rra/r«r, was within 
an ace of being {lermanently disabled 
during his recent sojourn in fjoiulon. 
Ho wn.s walking down Vigo Htrcct in 
company w’itii his inseparable friend, 
the eminent puhlishcr, Mr. iiOiig Jane, 
when, just as they wore turning into 
Sackvillo Klrrct, u hoy who was playing 
tip-cat on tho pavement smote tho 
projectilo with deadly precision straight 
at the face of tho Master. With a solf- 
sacrilicing agility that cannot Ixs loo 
highly commended, Mr. Ijong Jane 
rushed forward, intercepting tho missile 
on his massive chin. Tho forco of the 
impact was so,great that one at least 
of Mr. .Time’s molara was slightly 
looscnctl, hut heing n man of iron con¬ 
stitution he was ahlo to attend tho 
ilcccption at the llichmond Gallerios 
that night and to hroakfast next morning 
along with M. I’ranco at Sir Alherl 
JBlond's. We nndei’stand that ropro- 
suntations have been made to tho 
Uoyal Humane Society with aview'lo 
their bestowing their Gold Medal on 
Mr. Long .Tano for his conspicuous 
bravery. Tho ofTondor, on tho other 
hand, has been sent for ten years to 
Borstal. 


Mile. Nyditi Vassilino, tho ilussian 
dancer, had an unpleasant adventure 
while staying for tho week-end with 
Sir Samuel and Lady Hornblowor at 
Koshervillc L’ark. On Sunday after¬ 
noon, while tho houso party wore taking 
a stroll in tho demesne, a bull in an 
luljoining Held, altmctod no doubt by 
the rod toque which Milo. Vassilino 
was wearing, rushed up to tho fence 
and emitted several menacing liollows. 
With great prcsoiiccof mind Sir Samuel, 
reaching over tho fence, which was 
only about six foot high, struck tho in¬ 
furiated animal several hard blows on 
the noRO with his walking-stick, while 
Mile. Vassiliiie was assisted in a pros¬ 
trate conditiiiii 1o an adjacent siiminor- 
house. 1)>'. Bilbiiry Btoot, who was 
at once sinumonod, slatos that at 
her present ratu of improvement 
Milo. Vassilino ought to Iks able to ro- 
sumo her ongagomont at tho Bolossouin 
in alsoul a lortnightli lime. 

"Tlic pitot wavcil liiii h-jnd. It was fiiird 
Kdward OniHY’iier jip, alono, but very fuw 
people knew it. However, lio ktipt bih liraid.” 

Cheshire Observer. 

Our aristocracy is. not so ofTeto ns 
some people malv> out, if it can bear 
successfully a shock like this. 
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THE KING’S SONS. 

“ Tm.L me a story," said Margery. 

“ What sort of a story f " 

“ A Jaiiy stony, because it *s Christmas 
time." 

“ But you know all the fairy stories." 

“ 77k » tell me a new fairy story." 

“ Bight," 1 said. 

Onco upon a titno thero was a Kin^ 
who had tluoo sons. Tho oldest son 
was a very thou(;htful youth, ilo 
always hud a reason for everything 
ho did, and soiiiotinios ho would say 
things liKo “ I'jcoiiom'cnUy it is to tlio 
mlvuiituno of tho Stato that — " or 
“'j'lio civic intorests oi tho coiniiiuriity 
don land that before doiu^ soiiietliin^ 
specially horrid, ilo didn’t want to bo 
unkind to anybody, but ho took what 
he called a “largo view" of things; 
and if yon happetud to ask for a tliird 
help of plum-pudding ho took th ‘ largo 
view that you would bo sorry about it 
noxt morning—and so you didn’t have 
}o:ir plum-pudding, ilo was called 
Princo Proper. 

Tho Bocon.l son was a voi-y wise 
youth. You couldn’t catch him any¬ 
how. if you asked him wliother he 
know tho story of tho three wells, or 
•' Why does a chicken cross tlie road ’/ ’’ 
or anything really amusing liko that, 
ho woukl always say, “ Oh, i heard that 
years ago! ”—and whenover you begun 
“ Adam and Kvo and I’inchmo ’’ ho 
would pinch you at onco without 
waiting liko a gentleman until you had 
got to (ho ond of tho verso. Ilo was 
called Prill! 0 Clover. 

And tho third son was just wonder¬ 
fully loaiitifiil. Ho had tho must 
iiiarvcllously pink cheeks and long 
golden hair that you have evi-r so n. 
I don't much care for that stylo inysolf, 
but in the country in which ho lived it 
was admired more than I can toll you. 
1 lo was called Prince (lolilonlocks. 1 ’ll 
givo yon thmi guesses why. 

Now tho King had reigned a long 
timo, so long that ho was tired of hoing 
king, and ho often used to wonder 
which of his suns ought to succeed 
him. Of couiso nowadays they never 
wonder, and tho eldest son liocomos 
king at onoe, and quite right too ; but 
in those days it was generally left to 
tho sons to provp which among them¬ 
selves was thO| most worthy. Sume- 
tiuios thuy would all bo sent out to lind 
tho magic Dragotl’s Tooth, and only 
ono would cotno bock alive, which 
would save a lot of trouble; or else, 
after a lot of discussion, they would be 
told to.go and find'bdautiful Princesses 
for themselves, and the one which 
brought badk the most lieautilul 
Pi:inco>3—hut very ,ouen that would 
l.’od to another discussion. The best 


way of all was to call in a Fairy to 
help. A Fairy has all sorts of tricks for 
finding out aliont you, and hor favourite 
plan is to pretend to be something else 
and seo what you do. 

So tho K.ing called in a Fairy and 
said: “ To-morrow 1 am sending out 
my throo sons into tho world to seek 
their fortuno. 1 want you to test them 
for mo and find out which is tho most 
fitted to succeed to my throno. If it 
slion’d happen to bo Prince Goldsnlocks 
- but, of course, J don’t want to in- 
lluciico you in any way.’’ 

“ Le.avo it to nio,’’ said tho Fairy. 
" You agree, no doubt, that tho qn ility 
most dosii able in a king is lovo and 
kindliness-” 

“ Y-yos,’’ said tho King doubtfully. 

“ 1 was sure of it. \Vo!l, 1 have a 
way of putting this quality to tho tost 
which has never yet failed.’’ And with 
that sho vanished. Blio could have 
gono out at tiio door quite easily, but 
sho pioferrcd to vanish. 

1 oxpect yo i know what her way 
was. You have roiul about it often in 
your fairy hoo’ts. On the noxt day, as 
Pnneo Proper was coming along tho 
road, sho appeared biuld.-nly in front of 
him in tho shape of a poor old woman. 

“ Plcaso givo 1110 something lo buy a 
eru.st of bread, pretty gentleman,” sho 
picadod. " I’m starving.” 

I’rinco Proper looked at ,hcr sternly. 

“ Kconomically,” ho said, “ it is to 
tho advanlago of tho Rtato that the 
submerged classes should bo a charge 
on lliu Slat.I itself and not on indi¬ 
viduals. Tho civic interests of tho 
community demand that proiii'scunus 
charily should be sternly discouraged. 
Surely you soo that for youmelf‘7 ” 

Thu Fairy didn’t ipiito. Tho lan- 
gtiiigi had taken her by suiprise. In 
all her previous lulvcnl ures of Ihiirkind. 
two of the young Princos had ro used 
hor roughly, and the third hud shared 
his last piece of broad with her. This 
advent 1110 was going all wrong. 

“ Let me explain it to you more fully,” 
wont on Proper, and for an hour and 
twenty-seven minutes ho did so. Tin n 
ho went on his way, leaving a daxod 
Fairy behind him. 

My-and-by J’rinco Clover camo along, 
Suddenly ho saw a poor old woman in 
front of him. 

“ Please give mo somotlung to buy a 
crust of bread,” sho plead^. “ 1 ’in 
starving.” 

Princo Glevor burst into a rear of 
laughter. 

You don’t catch me,” he said. 
“I 'vo read about this a hundred times. 
You’re not an old woman at all; you're 
a Fairy.” 

'* W-wbat do you moan?” she stam- 
inored. 


“This is a silly test of Father's. 
Wo!I, you can tell him he's got one son 
who's clever enough' to see through 
him.” And he went on his way. 

By-and-by Prince Goldenlocks came 
along. Pnecd not say that ho did all 
that you would expect pf a third and 
youngest son who hod pink cheeks, 
long golden hair and (as I ought jo 
havo raid before) a very loving nature. 
Ho shared his last piece of bread with 
the poor old woman . . . 

(Surely he will get tho throno!) 

But tho Faiiy was an honest Fairy'. 
She did understand Projrar’s point of 
view; sho hod to admit that, if Clover 
saw through her doc.ption, it was 
honourable of him to nave raid so. 
And though, of course, hor loving heart 
was all for Princo Goldenlocks sho felt 
that it would not be fair t.> award tho 
throne to him without a further trial. 
So sho did another thing that sho was 
very fond of doing. Sho changed her¬ 
self into a pretty Httlo dove and—right 
in front of Prince Proper—she flew 
with a hawk in pursuit of hor. “ Now 
wo shall see,” she said to herself, 
“which of the throo youths has tho 
softest heart.” •• 

Yon can guess what Proper said. 

“ Life,” ho said, “ is ono constant 
battle. Nature,” ho said, “ is ruthless, 
und tho weakest must go to tho wall. 
If I kill tho hawk,” ho said, “ I am kind 
lo tho dove, but am 1,” he said, and I 
think thero was a good deal in this-- 
“ am I kind to the calerpillar or what¬ 
ever it is that the dove tuts 7” Of 
course, you know, thero is that to be 
thought of. Anyhow, after solilo- 
quisiiJg for forty-seven minutes Prince 
Proper went on his way; and hy-aud- 
hy Princo Clever camo along. 

You can guess what Clever said. 

“My whiskeisl” ho said, “this is 
older than tho last. I know this in my 
criwilo,” With ono of those nasty 
sarcastic laughs that I hate so much ho 
went on hi-i way; and by-and hy Princo 
Goldenlocks camo along. 

(Now then, Goldenlocks, the throno 
is almost youre!) 

You- can guess what Goldenlocks 
said. 

“ Poor little dove,” l;o said. “ But I 
can save its life.” 

Papidly he fitted an arrow to his bow 
and with cai'oful aim let fiy at' tho 
pursuing hawk . . . 

1 say again that Prince Goldenlocks 
was tho most beautiful youth you havo 
ever soon in your life, and be hod a very 
loving nature. But ho was a poor shot. 

He hit the dove . . . 

I “ Is that all /” said Margery. 
j “ That 's all," I said. “ Good night." 

I A. A. M. 
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Vemale Spectator {to rompaniou). “ f don’t ’oi.d wit dreshin’ or i'OR a tartv mveelf. Om.y last night a okmti.kman 
UlTIKT A BOTTliH o’ ETJUT OVKII ME I ” 


NO PRISMATIC HAIR FOR MKN. 

TitH Dkoibion of the Nut Kino. 

Thh now fashion, which is lioitig 
intrnducod into liondon fiorn Paris, 
of bnghlly coloiirod iinir for women, to 
go with difloront costumes, has liuon 
civusing considcrablo panic in lower Nut 
circles, but happily their unrest is now 
over. 

A West End coiiTcur liuving («x- 
pressod himself in print ns favouring the 
new feinitiine mode, and recnnmiemlod 
various shades of hair-dye in gincn and 
blue and purple, a number of tho 
moic noticeable Nuts bognii to wonder 
whotlier or not some such adjunct to 
their beauty would not also he forced 
u])on tlicm. But tlio iienrt of Nutville 
now beats normally ouco inoiw The 
Hat has gone forth. 

Ijilcrvicwc<l ny a roproseiitativo of 
Mr. Vunch, tlie leading Nut, or J’hilo- 
ponn, declared firmly aguiiist any such 
change. ” Our trouble is this," he said. 
“ Wo feel that wo must keep pace with 
tho gir|<Vi Yet no sclfarespecting Eilliert 
could dye his moustache blue or green. 
For two reasons. One is that ho dis-* 
likes the idea; the dehor, that very 
•likely ho has no moilstachc. All Bur- 
colonas danot have moustaches. Romo 


don't like them; others can't grow them. 
A Nut is no less a Nut bicnuso ho is 
clean-sliavctl. It is the hair that tells 
with a Nut, not tho moustache; and no 
Nut wants green or blue hair." 

•• But surely," our roprosontatiro said, 
“ i f you had neckties and socks to match, 
your liair might bo very charmiug,.if it 
were dyed. Think of tho symphony; 
you might oven bo in danger of being 
stolon, like Iiconaidos.” 

" Wo are now," ho said witli prido. 

“Do notlio impetuous in resisting so 
alluring an adjunct, I implore you," said 
our reprosentalivo as he rose to leave. 

Tho Nut King pondered for a moment. 
“No,” ho said at last, “I think not. 
fjct tho ladies havo it alone. Wo inur-t 
bo magnanimous now and tlicn.” I 


BEYOND REFORM. 

GuiujiKv was an avoi'ago soit of 
man, such os you may see in Throg¬ 
morton Street on any day of the week 
eivopt Sunday. Voneril, on the other 
hand, was a teetotaler, non-smoker, | 
early riser, Iwo-moal-a-day vegetarian 
-- and, it you can think of any tiling 
else of Hint sort, ho was that as well. 
Still, Yonoril was sometimes human; 
ho hod not always been those things. ■ 


Being a plain, normal man, Gridloy 
jiosscssed a capacity for .making good 
resolutions; and tho end of tho year 
found him' talking to Yonoril ut tho 
club with tlmt anxious expression on 
his face which tho turner-over of new 
leaves is accustomed to wear. 

“ Tlmnk you for telling mo all almut 
vegolarianism,” said Gridloy gloomily, 
“but I really do not think it would 
suit. me. At tho same time I must 
make an effort to limit myself to, say, 
three square meals a day in tho Now 
Year. And I am not sure that it would 
not bo well for mo to knock off a cigar 
or two"—and as he continued his 
appearance became more and more 
<lojoctcd. 

“ Well, Gridley," said Yonoril briskly, 
his healthy faco lieaming genially, 
“ while I admit that men with habits 
like mine havo a ratten time at 
Christmas, you must agree that they 
are saved a lot of worry when the 
New Year comes." 


English as she is wrote. 

“Tbosort of Champagne one's gur^ts, on 
tastiiiR tlio first glass, tarn to their host with 
an unspoken look of admiration.”— Adrt. 

Can it bo that “ return ” is meant, the 
admiration being for his plnok ? 
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NEW YEAR NOVELTIES. 

Mr. Punch is glsd to note that the 
sensible ciistoin is spreading of choosing 
gifts that will be of practical use to 
tiioir recipients daring the New Year. 
He is pleased to give publicity to a few 
of the novelties displayed;— 

* Messrs. Amastrong-Bilberry have 
devised tite “CivinwAtt Subtout,” 
a smart slip-on garment that should be 
very popular during the social in¬ 
clemencies of 1914. This sound and 
protective stonn-coat is woven through¬ 
out of the finest Hurveyised steel, and 
reinforced o\er the heart by three-inch 
plating. Loopliolcs for revolver fire 
in street fighting are cicveily masked 
by the la^e black-and-white check 
pattern which is painted on this really 
natty overcoat of the man about town. 
They also ensure the ventilation so 
essential in all heavy garb. 

The " Civilwar ” has already caught 
on. Orders have been received from 
Mr. .John Bedmomd, Tiord Taindon- 
UKBBT, Sir Edwabo Oahbon, Mr. Jauks 
Labkim and several other leaders who 
favours stout equipment against the 
distuihances of what promises to be an 
exceptionally stormy year. Travellers 
contemplating the crossing of the Irish 
Bca cannot be given a more useful 
present than the “ Civilwar Surtout.” 

The increasing number of golfeis 
who naturally resent the interruption 
by business of the real gamo of life will 
welcome the sporting littlo “ Puttdm- 
nuKLT.A’’sold by Messrs. Jfopago and 
Co. The n'lnovablo knob of this um¬ 
brella is a veritablo “gutty," disguised 
by Jtipanoso carvings that givo an ox- 
cellcnlly Irno run. The rilis and silk 
cover are instantly dctachalde, leaving a 
perfectly balanccil putter. Tlio familiar 
disc on to wliicli the fi-ame of an oixli- 
nary uiubrcila foslons is of convex 
aluminium, and ma.kes an over-ready 
“ hole.” The “ Puttumbrolla ” is unde¬ 
tectable liy partnora, employers, beofl- 
clerks, supervisors and ail other pests, 
and it can be ro-fixed (according to 
tests that Messrs. Hopago have made 
in their own ofliccs) between the time 
a tread is heard on the stairs and the 
opening of tho door. 

A really timely novelty has been 
invented by Madame Clarkson 
Fomeroyd, the famous beauty specialist. 
The •• * GtocoNDA ’ Toilkt Casket " is 
sure to find a place on tho dressing- 
table of every butterfly of fashion. Wo 
cannot divulge the secret of this charm¬ 
ing preparation. ^ Let it suffice to re¬ 
mark that its basio ingredient consists 
of a pnoeless and ancient Florentine 
oosmetio which has the miraculous 



powor of giving to the lips of tho fair 
user tho subtle and enigmatical sniilu 
which will be tire society rago of tlie 
coining year. 

No hottor advertisement of this new 
face cieain could iio devised than tho 
letter of tho Bishop of Dalston to tho 
Press:—“ Tho ‘ Gioconda ’ Ifeilet Casket 
is the most actively evil oiiiolhcnt of 
our decadent ago." 

The custom of all classes is souf»ht 
by our great modem emporiums. With 
this in view Messrs. Whitcrocis ari^, 
advertising “ The Bvhpatheticon,” an 
ided gift.for any ardent trade unionist. 
.This little invention is something more 


than a mcie sciontiliu toy. It is liko 
a walcli in appoarance and can ho 
worn in tl<e poisket or fastened to a 
belt. It is lilted insiilo witli a dolicatn 
incchanism of witeless tolegrapliy. If 
an cnipiuyor of any sort discliargos a 
British workman for ^ny cause what¬ 
ever, an alarum rings in tho nickel 
case and continues tiiitil tho owner lias 
doclareil a sympallictie strike. Messrs. 
Whitcrods anti^pato a sale of millions 
of tlioso faithful little friends of tho 
organisation of'lAliour. Tboy can 
jrccordingly offer them at tlip trivial 
^ico of ono sliilling (fac’li—or, with 
extended affiliatipnflo tiio Continontt at 
sixpence extra. 
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WINTER SPORTS. 

^llow TO Choose a Swiss IIoTKr.. 

“ In order to ostiinate the stylo of a 
J hotel count tho bathrooms and private 
' sitling>roonis and ronnhly measure llio 
si/o of tho reception rooms. Tlio ratio 
of these to tho size of the hold will Ijt' 
in invei'so ratio of life in tlio hotel to 
tho simplo life.” * That is tho advico 
f»ivon in The Vuhlir- Sehooh' Alpine 
Sports Club Year lAoV, by a Director 
of Alpino "SportiS, Ltd., and no doubt 
hoouf'ht to know; but, although it is 
a good idea in its way, it docs not really 
lake us very far. The thing i.H gelling 
more difficult evor>- year. Ibis not, J 
would hayo you uuderstand, that there 
is any la^ of tlatn on which to form 
an opinion. Quite tho rorerso. You 
cannot in this matter begin to make 
tlie faintest, most timid and (entativo 
enquiry without being instantly over- 
wholmod,glutted,smotlierod in informa¬ 
tion. If tho pooplo who inn tliesc 
things would bo conlent lo send you 
particii1ar.s of only two holds —one 
obviously good and the otlicr dearly 
rotton—you might, without any sur¬ 
render of your right of unfettered 
choico, know what to do; Init as it is 
[ liavo an economical friend in tlie 
North who no longer finds it nccc.ssary 
to tako in a daily newspaper in winter 
as there is always a supply of matorial 
for lighting fires since the day, two years 
ago, when ho sont an enquiring post¬ 
card about Swiss iiotols. 

Thera are some who choose by the 
picture at tho top. That is a mistake, 
lou will bo disappointed. The Ihioo 
small spruce li-oes covered witli snow 
which stand in a row' on the oxtiemo left 
will not be tliera when you arrive. Tho 
flag will not be flying like that, or if it 
is it means that there is an aliominabic 
wind which mako^ tho plaeo quito unlit 
to live in. Tlio skating rink will not be 
covered with all tliose graceful ]ieoplo 
doing tlioso beautiful figures. Tliere 
will merely lie a few ordinary people, 
like yourself, scrateliing round in the 
usual way. And tlie old gentleman on 
a toboggan, who is tiproarioiisl)- flying 
down tlio slope in front of tho hold at 
such a bn'aknock speed, willi his com¬ 
forter trailing behind him, will pruliivldy 
—when you arrive—bo painfully'prod¬ 
ding himself along witli a slick in oiliier 
band. No, it is a inislako to choose by 
tlio picture. * 

Homo choose by tho allitude, but 
tliore is apt to lio a iduch of snolibory 
about that. Homo cliooso by I he name 
of the proprietor. * I'admTt that J like 
ono with a |iyphou myself, such as> 
Uaumgrab-Eggor or Bil^li-Motzenhoihi. 
But this is a oiiancy ipethod at best. 

' 1 really think it is simplest after all. 


although at first sight it seems a des¬ 
perate course, to choose by tlie plan of 
tho rooms. Got somo pins and spread 
the sheet out on the table. First mark 
down tlic lift. If thoro is no lift, do 
not accept a piiolographie dark-room 
ns n subslitute, but give it up and try 
another hotel. Tlien hunt out the 
dining-room and observe if it happens 
to have any windows that open upon 
tho outer air. If it is buried in the 
ho.irt of tho building, with winter* 
gardoiiH on throe sides of it, give it up 



hadif (anriovshi. to recl'less pninter). “Uo 
iiH CAnsrer,, mv coei> man ; mt j.itti.k 
ToNCilF.'H just I'KIISU VOnit I.ADDI'.u!" 


and start again. You will now mark 
down tho rocoption-rooins, count tlio 
bathrooms and carefully estimate tlie 
iiumher of square metres in tho passages. 
(I’eople always put Ihdr empty lug- 
giige in tlie passages, and you want to 
know', of course, if you nro likely to fall 
over it in tho dark.) Itoughly cal¬ 
culate the mnnber of balconies, then 
turn back to tho iiictura and count tho 
chimneys. 

Now wo may make a few helpful 
calculations. The balconies multiplied 
by tho halhroonis, with the chimneys 
added, will give iis a useful index 
number os to the standard of luxury 


maintained. This may be divided into 
the bedrooms, plus the length of the 
ballroom in metres. Now throw in the 
lift, and the result will bo* in inverse 
ratio to tho probabilities pf Tango Teas. 
It you want to know' whether you may 
look for finger-bowls, discover first of 
all if any clun-ge is madq for tho band. 
If not, it is an excellent sign. It may 
mean that you are to get your niusic 
for nothing, and that is good, it may 
moan that there is no band, and that is 
magnificent. Tho price of the band, if 
thoro is one, in francs, multiplied by 
tlio radiators in the ballroom and taken 
in the strictest proportion w-itli tho 
size of tho wintor-ganlon, will givo you 
a sound wxrking idea conconiiiig the 
prospects of fancy-dress balls. 

To got at tlio quality ol tho food it 
is not a bad plan to estimate and con¬ 
sider tho mmiber of miles to tho cxiast 
(fish); to Paris (eggs—so llioy say); 
to Berne (salads and fresh vcgctalilcs); 
and lo Ceylon or Cliina (tea). But tho 
ipicstioti of tlio tea is not so simplo as 
it seems. Aflornoon tea is not inclusive, 
you must undei'staiul, liut in order to 
ciiocknmto tlio exodus lo tho cafes it 
is ctiargod at a fixed nfto of so imicli 
a week, so you may as well drink it, 
anyhow. 

We lio|io that llioso tew Iiints may 
1)0 of service to tlioso wlio like to go 
into a matter of this sort and make 
tlieiuselves masters of it. For our own 
part, wlien tlio time comes to make up 
onr mind, we generally blindfold our¬ 
selves and jiick our liotol from tho 
waste-paper iiaskct. 


Another Impending Apology. 

" Altliough lio WHS (liituiiied in St. Ocorgo's 
llostiitiil, it is not uxiivctcd that Iim rccovcrr 
will take many days .”—Dnilji Telei/retpli. 

More Street Noises. 

A.s a result of the devolopmont of Harking, 
it veett agreod to write to tho I’oslinastcr- 
Genontl, asking that Jiarkitig should be in¬ 
cluded ill the Ijondoii district postal Kcrvieo.” 

7 hr Slnnihird. 

A Callous Comment. 

*• HOOTHALL. 

J.o.siios’s JiUAiiUi: (’i.UHK no wki.i.. 

Tv'll I’l.lYKUS’ J.KliS HkOKUS.” 

Iiadj/ Mail. 

‘ • 'I'lie old hride at 1 ii'rwick-oii-Twi-cil con- 
iiectiiig- Kngland and Scotland by tlio Oront. 
Norlh-roiid is beoiuniiig dangerous owing to 
motor tniflic."- Ikiilji AVir*. 
ft sounds like a relic of Oi'otna Green. • 


” Tn the current iiuinlier of a gulling woukly 
J. 11. Tarlor gives a description of the early 
days at Westward Ho I (lolf was playisl then 
in a stato of nature. ”—Pall Mall Ornette. 

No doubt it encouraged a free swing, 
but didn’t tho Bishop of Kensinoton 
object ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Ptmch'a Staff of Laarned Clerks.) 

Thb mainspring of one of tlio current rioms is an ador¬ 
able lady Nvilo sings sprightly syncopated songs from tiino 
to timo and, in between, siiiiloa expansively and chatters 
volubly at the audienco, leaving the stonioit critic with 
not a word to say against her, except, possibly that, if any¬ 
body else did what she di<l, it would l}o thoroughly bod art. 
It has now been my luck to meet in a novel this same 
intimate choerinoss, which assumes or creates a corros|)ond- 
ing vivacity in tho person addressed, and is, as far as I can 
see, a gift peculiar to tho American artiste. Jn Van Cleve 
(MACMILI.AN) Mrs. Mary S. Watts operates on material of 
a different and, happily, very much hotter doss than tho 
plot of a music-hall production; sho tells tlie talc of a young 
man’s life in the States, who encounters every kind of 
domestic, military and commercial complications and is 
involved in love affaii’s of all sorts. Tliero appear in the 
tale also a boastful major who has never scon action in bis 
lifd, a weak-kneed youth addicted to strong drink but other¬ 
wise excellent company, a semi-demi-mondaine with an eye 
to tho main chance, and a bevy of the most unreasonable and 
amusing female relatives I have over met. Tho sinking of 
the Maine looms largo and real, and about the whole situa¬ 
tion, at homo and abroad, Mrs. Watts rattlos on with a lively 
exuberance of phrase and a breadth of mind that are rarely 
found together. With the manner of spoiling in which she, 
with the cussedness of her race, porsisto, I shall always 
quarrel; but with her humour 1 am content. If it is typi¬ 
cally American in form, it is essentially English in spirit. 


It, before roa«ling Mr. I’htNKST Thompson Sbton’h Il’iW 
Animals at //omw (IIoudku an» Stouhiiton),! had heen com- 
ixdlcd to fiico tliat fearsome inquisition, a General Knowledge 
Paper, and liiwl been asked to write chattily about tho chip¬ 
munk, tho coyoto, and tho sneak-cat, I should havo sut 
inactive in tho seat of tho scornful. Now, liowovcr, 1 am not 
only piuparcd to tell you a great deal about those animals, but 
also to encourago you to Iraliovo that it would lie my fault 
if you were bomcl in tho tolling. Without boing in tho 
least didactic Mr. Hrton is teaching all tho time, and 1 
novor put down a book of his without realising his 
marvellous stom of knowledge and his adniirablo munnor 
of impaiiing it. Uccasionally ho is moro than a litCIe I 
startling, and I was afraid that ho was meaning to ho , 
humorous whon 1 rood, “ I havo a profound admiration for | 
tho skunk. Indeed, 1 once iiiaintainod that this animal 
was the proper emblem of America.” But beforo 1 hod 
finished the chapter I was equipped to defend tho skunk 
against all comers. llosi)ectfully I raise my hat to this 
brilliant adcocaliis diaboli. Tho sketches and photographs 
with which tho book is illustrated caniot bb beaten in 
quality, but thoy aro apt, by force of numbers, to interfere 
with a pure enjoyment of tho text. h*or Mr. Bkton’b pen 
is oven mightier than his camera. 

When you sdburo your copy of Mr. Gkorok A. Birmino- 
iiam’s collection of sketches of frishMi/b, entitled*/r/sAutcu 
All (Fourjis), pleaaq do not l)cgin reading ^t page 1, for 
the opening sketcli may load ypq to supposo that Mr. 
Birhinuhah is in a less rollicking mpsQ than is customary 
with him. Go to pogo 137 and start on “ The Publican.”* 
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It ia <]|uite tho funniest tiling its author has ever written. Ivatk DouanAS Wiaam inalies a chamaing little chronicle 
1 <an imagine Mr. W. W. Jacobs i-cading it and wishing of simple loves and joys and sorrows out of The Story of’ 
that lie had thought of the idea for one of his Bob Pretty Waitstill Baxter (Hodueb and STOuaBTON) and her half- 
stories. But then the atmosphere is so peculiarly Irisli sister, Patience, in their obscure New Hampshire village. 
)',hat it may bo that only Mr. Biumingiiam could have For the sake of her little sister, puts off her devoted 

handled it satisfactorily. 1 have met people who do not lover, Ivory Boynton, until Patience makes her own secret, 
enjoy this author's humour, but 1 think that even they happy, romantic match, and then, in defence of her, oxploibs 
would bo thawed by this story of Mr, Peter Fogarty, the to her father. Deacon Baxter, a miracle of sordid meanness 
inn-keeper, and his manuiuvros to counteract the baleful and petty tyranny, her long \yithheld opinion of him, witir 
influence of tho temperance rcformei-s in his village. But a candour which even so good a girl must have found 
of all the sketches iti tho book perhaps tho one calculated extraoidinarily pleasant when once sbe got going. I wonder 
to give tho .greatest plcnsura to the Haxoa reader is “The if 1 am right in detecting some carelessness in Mrs. Wigoim's 
I'lxilo from Krin,’* as satisfying a satire on a particularly later methods. Does she not tend just to deal out the 
irritating pose as I have ever road. Desmond O'Donoghne sections of her story to her characters and make them pass 
and his Chelsea circle are a delight—from tho two earnest them on to the reader without troubling about subtleties of 
young men, both atheists, who learned to dance Irish jigs characterisation ? Of course this does not apply to her; 
because, being possessed by the idea that Irish priests wore grotesques—sbe draws her cunnudgeon of a deacon with 
opposed to dancing, they hoped to do something towards gusto; but doesn’t she give her nice ordinary people rather 


breaking tho power of tho Church by bcconi 
dancers,’’ to the young lady who danced ji( 
that way to get in touch with the fairies. 

O'Donoghue himself,..— —.- ■ 

“ there is,”says the author,! 

“ so far ns I can find out, | 
only one thing which be; 
will not do for Ireland;^ 
and that is, live there.’ 

But wo must not blame 
him for that. Unlimited^ 
patriotism is too much to 
oxiiect from any man.” I 



As for Mr. I but that would be for lack of tho skill and experience of, 

- — ......tho author of Jiebecca of .. 

Sunnybrook Farm, llow- 
over, hero is a pretty story, 
prettily told, and it has. 
tho rare and surely not 
always unwelcome quality 
of rather s'-cepting and 
making the nest of a tradi¬ 
tional mcrMity than of' 
attempting a brand-new 
onr trimmed to the very, 
very latest requirements. 


lo 1.111.11 ^IlO ll^ Kiviiu ... ' , . P1U1.S of Mme. At.lUNBSt'B 

the iM.*rplexing title of station- 1 ’m a-coin’ to -avk a wink o’ sleec.” now novel‘'scmtillatc with ; 

/'. J'embarom (IIonnKii - - .-. .— -tho glitter of tho foot- 

ANi) Htougiiton). J’erlinps, indml, 1 should be justified i lights, which do not, however, outshine tho deeper flame of 
in calling lhi.s the latest version of a before-told story, as love.” On tho fly-leaf Mme. Albanksi herself has written, 
you will undersUnd when I explain that T. Temhnrom “ Is there anything whci’oof it may be said. See, this is now ’ 
is tho nickname given lo an Ainericaii youth of obscure it hath Ihhiu afioady of old time, which was before usbut 
and apparently hiiinblo birfh, who from the position of it is only fair to add that she acknowledges tho sentiment to 
ill-paid roporter on a New York paper is suddenly trans- be a citalion from A’tr/csyr.vte.« i. 10 . I’ersonally, if I may be 
latiMl to be tho owner of Temple Harhohn in ramcashirc and allowed to get in a woi-d edgeways, 1 found that w’horo tho 
seventy thousand a >ear. Hut if 7 ’. Tembarom is somewhat authoress was dealing with tho life of mean lodging-houses 
obviously a relation of the famous I’liiiiilleroy he is certainly and tho language and hehaviour of musioal-coinedy favour- 
none tho worse for that. Belter indeed, for what Mrs. itos, both “on” and “off,” her book was excoeilingly 

Jloniisox BruNK'iT docs not know about the picturesque bright and entertaining; but when she strayed outside this 

details of coming into unex)x>cted aflluenco isn't woith field to thrill us with genuine romance the construction 

knowing. There are scenes in Y'cw/frtrfiwi's initiation worthy of her story and its characters wero of a veiy cominon- 

to rank with that immortal moment (how beloved of my place and conventional kind. Sophie. Beaiiiixli, tho derelict 
youth!) wjien his little velvel-suitcil lordship is shown daughter of a great actor, being forced to adopt “ tho ” pro- 
Ihe room full of toys. There is also much else that makes fession in order to earn money, becamo tho friend of Miss 
for a pleasant'entertainment; a mystery, somo slight Bow/ie a transatlantic star whoso orbit w'as apparently 

roguery, and at least one character, t he /)«Ae of Slone, quite at tho eastern end of tho Strand; and for Miss Hoodie Claye 
excclleiitly jiort rayed. The inystciy. jicrhaps, is no great I have nothing but the sinct'rest admiration. Not since “Tlio 
matter; just transparent enough to keeji us mildly im- Chorus Lady ” loft liondon have 1 heard such a fine flow of 
• patient for its revelation, and in a rdato of flattered ,\inerican theatrical back-talk as gushoil from this siren’s 
I superiority tothcchnr.ictei'sin thet ale, who could not perceive lips, and I guess that Sir lioberl Devrington, tho “ mother’s 
that Strhhgeu'ays, the liian without memory whom Tembarom I'oy-lioy ” who for so long “ did the dog Tray act ” after her, 
had picked up in tho streets, was really-tho missing -well, but eventually married Sojihie, will sometimes weary for 
yon know. A happy aivl picturesque novel, untroubled by his old flame. Further, I am practically certain that tho 
roalisin, that I have* rnich enjoyed, both for its own sake author of Fcciesiastcs would have been startled .some if bo 


roalisin, that I have* niich enjoye 
and for wbat it pleasantly recalls. 


I had boon introduced to Miss Bootlie Gaye. 
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MUNITIONS OF PEACE. 

.Ik Kpisoih; ul tint IM/ast Ciihtnmx. 

Now il to bo m-o^iiisc.l Ibat Iboro was a ^oiionil jiivjiulioo in tlio comiliy ii;>iiinsl, Civil War. It i< 

true Uiat nob<Hly--i)ot even tlio J'larl of HaTjSHL'kv eoiiUI reiiieinbor from ('xjjorioneo what cvi'H a s«K‘t of Civil War 
at homo was like; but history showed that frutrieidiil strifo had never suited the iialional ('eiiiiis or been really i>(>puliir 
ill these islands. Consequently tho practico had fallen into desuctudo duviiif' the last few centuries. 

. There were irasons, too, why a Civil War would ho ))eculiarly iueonvenient in the conditions of the time. 
Althoilgh Sir Kdwaku Cahho.v had iaxin at pains to say that the .Army was hound, by all the laws of loyalty, to shoot 
at him if it was told to, it v\ai felt Ihat^lho spectacle of Itriti.sh troops li^htin^ under Mr. Kkomond’h two fla)^- ■ 
tho Irish and tho Anicrienn—against the Ixsirers of tho Union .lack, would have in it the essenlial <>l(*meiits of a 
^lusic-llall JiecHc, which is to suy that, while those who took part in it might liud it Immoroiis, il would gmitl} 
khock tho intelligence of tho spectator. 

Then, ogain, .a Civil War wouhl he a had example to Mexico; and, once more, at a moment when our Military 
Forces wore a hit below Ihcniselvcs in point of numbers, il was not fair to Cermany to ilirow fiesh temptation m 
her way. 

Finally, a Civil War would distract people's attention from tho jirior claims of the hand ('ampaigii. 

Under thc.so circumstances theic was a feeling that tho leiulcrs on both sides ought to meet and talk things over 
together. .Ind, indeed, they oven went so far ns to talk separately about talking things over t.ogothcr. And this they 
did on party platforms, where the other sidu is never piescnt. .And each side jirotestcfl that all this shouting at o.m 
andthcr on party plalfoims was rotten, and kept on doing it. , 

.And, as a basis for convoi'sations (in case they ever took jilace), tho one siilo saiil that, if they could only have 
their own way about all (loints that really counted, they were fully prepaix'd to make concessions ithout aii} thing that 
didn't matter at all. And tho other side said just the same. 

And the trouble was that tho one side, having committed themselves very deeply, wanted l.i save their f.ic.es; and 
that the other side, not having any face.s to save, wanted tho I'coplo to ho cnnsiiltod. '* ^'or,” sat'd they, “ if the I’l'oplo 
aro against this groat wrong lioing done to Ulster, they will ]]ut us into power and the great<i\roi^ won't ho dguu ; hut, 
if they aro in favour of it, then wo wash our hands of tho Civil War.” ^ 

13ut it wa.s never ma<Ie quite clear why Ulster should lx> any better pleaded at h.iving this greit wrong done 
just because tho People thought it would he good for her. , J_ 
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Meanwhile, since it seemed probaiile that, unless somebody began to do something,'Givil War would be wel} 
advanced beforo the convet-sations iuid started, it was thought that, if we were to have fighting at all, it would be best 
fcfr only one side to bo armed. So a Tioclaination was issued in the EiKo’s name that no'unofficial weapons oV 
otiier deadly wlierewithals siiould ho adniilted into Ireland. 

Now tlio Customs House Unicoi's, fearful of imposition, wore instant to investigate all^baggage, whatever pro- 
.fession was made as to its contents. And in this way a g oat amount of material designed for the destruction of snipe 
and woodcock was detained under suspicion. Hut also mucli clever work was done, and many disguises.pemetrated. 
Tlius, a gun-case labelled *' Monna Lisa ” was not allowed to enter the country. An4 a veiy large trunk, %>ugh it' 
boro the deceptive superscription, “ Canary bleed," was also debari-od from admission, on the ground that t($ayonet 
was observed to bo,protruding through a fissure in its side. 

Now the Bight llonourahle Aijoiistinm BiUHKi.r., being the Chief Secretary for Ireland and therefore responsible 
for its integrity, presided over these detective opelations. And in the oxocuticn of his duty became upon a bos that 
bore a strong similitude to a cai tridgo-ningasino. And, giving it an autlioritativo tap, he said to the owner, who had 
the air of an inveterate sportsman, “Have you anything to dcclate? Ammunition, guns, rifles, pom-poms, maxims, 
howitzers, submarines, mines or pea-shooters ? ” 

“ I have nothing to declare," replied the proprietor of the box, “ except that I am a Sago. Sagos should bo 
exempt from suspicion." 

“ 1 am a bit of a Sngo myself,” replied Mr. Biurkli,, “ yet I am not exempt from public suspicion. And, though 
Fhilosopheis profess to ignore externals, tlicy aie quick to suspect a brotiier Fliilosopher when appearances are against 
him. Hence I ask. How comes it that, if its contents are not lethal, your box should so closely resemble what I am 
told is known as a' caitridgc-inagazine ? ” 

" That is only my humour," explained the Sago. 

“I am a hit of a humourist myself," ropli^ Mr. BiRRRLt,; “yet I am constantly reminded that there are 
certain aiTairs of which a light troatmeiit is not peimisHiblc. Only the other day 1 read a leaderette in The Olobe 
hooded * Dangerous Humoiii',’ in which that guardian of the public weal attacked Mr. Pimch for publishing a gay 
article entitled * A Vision of Ireland’s Aimngeddon.’ " 

“ It bailies my poor comptehension," leplied the Sago, “ that a journal which in all heavy seriousness has done 
its best to encourage ULtor to proparo for Civil War should object to an article which, if it were likely to produce the 
;ofl’cct predicted of it, would only b.) assisting towards the same result. But os a matter of fact, as you well know, Sir, 
jtliera is no bettor Rolvont of a stra'iicd situation than clean and impartial ridicule, 1 take no sliaine that the article in 
'question should have npiicarcd in one of my own pages." * 

■ “ My dear old friend 1" oxclaimed Mr. Bikbkll. “ Your hump had escaped mo, for my attention was confined 

,to your front view. But I ought to have re.-ognised you by your genial countenance. Permit mo to pass your baggage 
unopened." 

“ On the contrary," replied Mr. Punch, “ I insist on revealing the matter within; for in my humble and unbiassed 
opinion it constitutes the mot>t desirable of imports. Its nature, 1 admit, is explosiVe, but it only operates when brought 
into contact with kindn d natiiroa made fur mirth. Without its presence in the home, no form of Home Buie, even by 
consent, is conceivable; on the other.hand, Ulster will adoie it, and Ulster will be rigiit.".. 

I And on this note of optim.sm Mr. Punch unlocked his magazine and exposed to view his 

©lie linnbrcb mtb ®'ohtnte. 
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Brown Bablae,. 

aummi^UnkeO^).: 

Itoeerymie) . 

SVKtS. A. A. 

Chameleon Hene. ,..A' . 

Bcliool for likUien (A)..' 

Thomson, W. H. , ' 

Dewlly Vittno(Hia}.■„ 

Tildeslet, Cecil 

lYiivtleal Uinta on Oolf . 1 

Tombs, J. 8 . 51 . 
tlreater Magic (The). ! 

Loot Wonla on tlie Clolliliig COn- 

troveray .I 

Toaim, MrE 

KMtaela fiom the Jouiiml of on 

Oalrich.I 

Perlleoft a IHr ..; 

WaTI-, bANII. II. 

Manre NeetEgg(A}.! 

White, it. K 

AgeofBnterpr!aa(ni 4 ) . 

BiIMmU.. 

Out of beaco n .;. I 

Host of the Hieoriat (i%e). ^ 

Triimller'a Tele (A) .i 

Waned Tall Mt. 

Worat Policy (Hie) . 

WhiTNAUo S. R. 

Our Annual Maiwtora .. 

WODEIIOUSB, P. G. 

Mr.Punck'aFDOtladlBxparta .... 


Pictures and Sketches. 
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Baymkh, Philip .... 311, 378, 411, 444, 616 
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381, 306, 818, 3i4, 8.63, 873, 467. 479, 613, 

634 633 644 

Brook, Ricahdo 198, 204, 241, S93,’si3,'889, 

808, 434 

Bbown, OF.OBOK C. 489, 409 

Buchanan, Fred . 100 

Catenaoii, WABiNa . 146, 344 

OoBiiKiT, K. F.493 

Dowd, J. IT.279, 899 

Fbaheb, P.69,106,334,361,303,881,386,6.64 
Obavr, CaABLK8..'..47, 67, 87,107, 137, 186, 

109, 806, 885, 466, 408, 607 

Harrison, Chablbb . 86, 60S, 688 

Habt, Frank ..... 483 

Habeldmn, W. K. .. 116,376,390,886,866, 

870, 804, 416, 4(i4 

Hratrcotb, C. N...491 

Hknby, Tuomah .. 81, 389i 379, 869,404, 697 

Hobnb, a. jo.27, 89, 336,378 . 

9SNN1S, G. 0. .. ISO, 312, 371, 376, 446, 638 

KinOiOokninu ..i..,. 76,397 

Lloyd. A. W. 413, 483, 47e, 484, 884L 

Lonobire, GEOBaB .. 4!f] 

hvsT, vYilmot.(-1.,. 417,485, 468 

MoCoaxi2x, H.i.131 


Mobbow, OeobgIi 86,38,39,80,.^, M , 40, 
68. 64,60. 78. 74.80, 98, 94, 118, 114, 130, 
183, 184,140, 168, 164, 178,174, Ml. 218, 
388, 368. 878, 884, SS8, 899. 807, 838, 888, 
868, 878. 897, AU, 488, 468. 474. 496, 618; 

. 688,647 

Nobru, ABiiMUit .10,141, S97i SOP, ^7,87d, 
486,469.480,486.604.619,646 

PABJB1 DOB,SsBNABO... 1 

Fears, CHAKLBlf...........34,99, Ml, 868 

FEtoiBiToN. 166 

PMBiuit, Fred.'.... 661 

TstK, Abibub.... . 363 

Haven-Hill, L. ./ 16, 40, 09,180,176.194, 
336, 348, 811,808, 488, 6G8, 666 
RBYNOLOfl, Frank .... 14,97,110,167,' 109, 

347,9^%t6 

Rountree, Harry .. 187, 386, 868^406i*488 
I Rudkin, O. F.. 



S 1 UHON 8 , QaAiuM'. ..T 8 M 

Smith, A. T»X7, 94,60,147, Ml, 339:980, 
967, Sed. 2^W|i m ^^483, 4t8i KU 
Stampa, Q. L, ..Tm 87, 79,86, M9,Af7,309, 
346, 377, 837: MS, 868, 879, 898, ill 48L 
[ ■ f.468,648 

THoRidi, .; 893,447 

TAwB8XKD,||V.|iyj|k^,;17, ^ 86,86, 

Watm, AAnciiir iBi 




























































































































































